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EDITOR’S PREFACE 

T-HE essays and lectures contained in the following 
1 pages were not included by Emerson himself m 
any volume of his works, but they must not, on that 
account, be slighted. Indeed, many of them found a 
place in the last volumes of the posthumous coHecte 
edition, and have therefore some sort of official sanctio . 

A few—for instance, “ The Senses and the Soul, the 
editorial preface to the “ Dial.” and the essay on Saadi 
—are now for the first time reprinted. The pieces vary 
considerably in quality, but they are far too good o 
be lost, and a handy collection like the piesent shou 
be welcome to all admirers of the greater and better- 

known works. , ^ 

Another interest attaches to this volume. Cons der- 

able omissions and alterations were made m some ol the 

papers before they found a place m the official edition 

published alter Emerson’s death. Here, 
original text has been strictly followed. Wherever 
possible, the pages have been set up and corrected from 
copies of the publications in which the pieces appeared, 
and in this way much deleted matter has been restore , 
and many errors corrected. For instance, t e presen 
reprint of the essay called “ Thoughts on Modern Litera¬ 
ture” is quite twice the length of the American version 
which is, in fact, almost unintelligible at first, throng 

the omission of many important paragraphs. 

The pages of the “ Dial ” have provided this volume 

with many interesting pieces. A set of t at ex ra 
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ordinary periodical annotated by Emerson liimself, 
enables us to identify his contributions with some 
certainty. Of the verse, which ranges from lengthy 
pieces like “Woodnotes” to mere quatrains like 
" Painting and Sculpture,” nothing need be said here, 
for, with the exception of two short pieces, it was 
reprinted in the "Poems” of 1847, and ai>pears in 
full in the last volume of the present edition, 
p.merson’s ])rose contributions were (i) "The Editors 
to the Reader ” ; (2) " Thoughts on Modern Literature ” ; 
(3) "New Poetry”; (4) " Thoughts on Art ” ; (5) "Man 
the Reformer”; (6) "Essays and Poems by Jones 
Very”; (7) "Landor”; (8) “The Senses and the 
Soul”; (q) "Prayers”; (ro) "Fourierism and the 
Socialists”: (ii) “Chardon Street and Bible Con¬ 
ventions”; (12) “Agriculture of Massachusetts”; (13) 
“The Conservative” : (14) "English Reformers”; (15) 
“The Transcendentalist ” ; (16) “ Europe and European 
Books”; (17) "Gifts”; (18) “Carlyle’s Past and 
Present”; (19) “The Comic”; (20) “A Letter”; (21) 
“Tantalus”; (22) "The Tragic.” Of these, 5, 13. 
and 15 were included by Emerson in the volume of 
Orations published in 1844. and will be found in Vol, III. 
of the ]>rescnt edition. The fourth was iniblished in 
“Society and Solitude” with the title "Art”; 
“Gifts” is the essay of that name; "The Comic” 
appears with that title in “ Letters and Social Aifns ” ; 

Tantalus has been reprinted more than once by 
those who failed to recognise it as part of the essay 
“Nature” (see Vol. 1 . of this edition; “Tantalus” runs 
from p. 297, “The astronomers said,” etc., to p. 303. 
" pre-existing within us in their highest form ”); numbers 
I, 2, 7,. 8, 9, II, 12, 16, 18, 20, and 22 arc included in 
the present volume. Thus, four ])apeis have not been 
re])rinted, and that for reasons set out below. “New 
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Poetry” is composed chiefly of quotations, Emerson’s 
own remarks being extremely slight and scanty; “ Essays 
and Poems by Jones Very” is a review of the most 
ordinary type—some thirty lines in length; “ Fourierism 
and the Socialists” with an attractive title is a very 
disappointing piece, being a long statement from a 
disciple of Fourier, to which Emerson has prefixed some 
rather perfunctory remarks; “English Reformers” is 
a drily official account of certain educational disciples 
of Alcott, and probably interested somebody at the 
time: it has no particle of interest now. 

Speaking generally of the pieces contained in the 
following pages, one may remark that they range from 
mere occasional addresses to lengthy and serious essays, 
some of which, like “ Character,” for example, are equal 
to his earliest and best work. In point of time, too, 
they are coincident with the whole of his literary life, 
for the earliest piece is dated 1832, and the latest 1882. 
All the interest and the defects inseparable from such a 
collection will be found in the papers now presented. 

Owing to the large amount of new matter included 
in this edition, it has been found impossible to com¬ 
prise the whole in four volumes as originally intended. 
A fifth volume will therefore be added containing 
Emerson’s Poetical Works. 


G. S. 
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THE LORD’S SUPPER.' 

The kingdom of God is not meat and drink; but righteousness, 
and peace, and joy in the Holy Ghost.—H omans xiv. 17. 

I N the history of the Church no subject has been more 
fruitful of controversy than the Lord's Supper. 
There never has been anj' unanimity in the under¬ 
standing of its nature, nor any uniformity in the mode 
of celebrating it. Without considering the fnvolous 
questions which have been lately debated as to the 
posture in which men should partake of it; whether 
mixed or unmixed wine should be served; whether 
leavened or unleavened bread should be broken ;—the 
questions have been settled differently in every Church, 
who should be admitted to the feast, and how often it 
should be prepared. In the Catholic Church, infants 
were at one time permitted and then forbidden io 
partake; and. since the ninth century, the laity receive 
the bread only, the cup being reserved to the priest¬ 
hood. So, as to the time of the solemnity. In the 
Fourth Lateran Council, it was decreed that any believer 
should communicate at least once in a year,—at Easter. 
Afterwards it was determined that this Sacrament 
should be received three times in the year,—at Easter, 
Whitsuntide and Christmas. But more important con¬ 
troversies have arisen respecting its nature. The famous 
question of the Real Presence was the main controversy 
between the Church of England and the Church of 
Rome. The doctrine of the Consubstantiation taught 
by Luther was denied by Calvin. In the Church of 

^ Sermon on resigning his paslorate: delivered before the Second 
Church in Boston, Sept. 9, 1S32. 
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England. Archbishops Laud and Wake maintained that 
the elements were an Eucharist, or sacrifice of Thanks¬ 
giving to God ; Cudworth and Warburton, that this was 
not a sacrifice, but a sacrificial feast; and Bishop 
Hoadley, that it was neither a sacrifice nor a feast after 
sacrifice, but a simple commemoration. And finally, it 
is now near two hundred years since the Society of 
Quakers denied tlic authority of the rite altogether, and 
gave good reasons for disusing it. 

I allude to these facts only to show that, so far from 
the Supper being a tradition in which men are fully 
agreed, there has always been the widest room for 
difference of opinion upon this particular. Having 
recently given particular attention to this subject, I was 
led to the conclusion that Jesus did not intend to 
establish an institution for perpetual observance when he 
ate the Passover with his discijdes; and, further, to the 
opinion, that it is not e.xjiedient to celebrate it as we do. 
I shall now endeavour to stato distinctly my reasons for 
these two opinions. 

I. The authority ol the riio. 

An account of the last supper of Christ with his dis- 
cijiles is given by the lour Evangelists, Matthew, Mark, 
Luke, and John. 

In St. Matthew’s GosikI {Matt. xxvi. 26-20) are re¬ 
corded the words of Jesus in giving bread and wine on 
that occasion to his discijiles, but no expression occurs 
intimating that this feast was hereafter to be com¬ 
memorated. In St. Mark (Mark xiv. 22-25) same 
words arc recorded, and still with no intimation that 
the occasion was to be rememberetl. St. Luke (Luke 
xxii. 19), after relating the breaking of the bread, has 
the-se words : “ This do in remembrance of ine." In St. 
John, although other occurrences of tl»c same evening 
are related, this whole transaction is passed over without 
notice. 

Now observe the facts. Two of the Evangelists, 
namely, Mattliew and John, were of the twel\'e disci]>les, 
and were i>resent on that occasion. Neither of them 
drops the slightest intimation of any intention on the 
part of Jesus to set up anything permanent. John 
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especially, the beloved disciple, who has lecoided with 
minuteness the conversation and tlie transactions ot 
that memorable evening, has quite omitted such a 
notice. Neither does it appear to have come to tlie 
knowledge of Mark, who, though not an eye-witness, 
relates the other facts. This material fact, that the 
occasion was to be remembered, is found in Luke alone, 
who was not present. There is no reason however 
that we know, for rejecting the account of Luke, i 
doubt not, the expression was used by Jesus, i shall 
presently consider its meaning. I have only brought 
these accounts together, that you may judge whether it 
is likely that a solemn institution, to be continued to 
the end of time by all mankind, as they should cornc, 
nation after nation, within the influence of the Christian 
religion, would have been established in this slight 
manner—in a manner so slight, that the intention of 
commemorating it should not appear, /tom their 
narrative, to have caught the ear or dw’clt in the mind 
of the only two among the twelve who wTOte down 

what ha]ipened. m-u- ^ 

Still we must suppose that the expression, this do 

in remembrance of me,” had come to the ear of Luke 
from some disciple who w^as present. What did it really 
signify ? It is a prophetic and an affectionate ex¬ 
pression. Jesus is a Jew, sitting with his countrymen, 
celebrating their national feast. He thinks of his own 
impending death, and w'ishes the minds of his disciplp 
to be prepared for it. “When hereafter,” he says to 
them, “you shaU keep the Passover, it will have an 
altered aspect to your eyes. It is now an historical 
covenant of God with the Jewish nation. Hereattcr it 
will remind you of a new covenant sealed with my 
blood. In years to come, as long as your people shall 
come up to Jerusalem to keep this feast, the connection 
which has subsisted between us will give a new meaning 
in your eyes to the national festival, as the anniveisary 
of my death.” I see natural feeling and beauty m the 
use of such language from Jesus, a friend to his friends, 
1 can readily imagine that he was willing and desirous, 
when his disciples met, lus memory should hallow their 
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intercourse; but I cannot bring myself to believe that 
in the use of such an cx])rc5sion he looked beyond the 
living generation, beyond the abolition of the festival 
he was celebrating, and the scattering of the nation, and 
meant to impose a memorial feast upon the whole world. 

Without presuming to fix precisely the purpose in the 
mind of Jesus, you will see that many opinions may be 
entertained of his intention, all consistent with the 
opinion that he did not design a perpetual ordinance. 
He may have foreseen that his disciples would meet to 
remember him, and that with good effect. It may have 
crossed his mind that this would be easily continued a 
hundred or a thousand years,—as men more easily 
transmit a form than a virtue,—and yet have been 
altogether out of his purpose to fasten it upon men in 
all times and all countries. 

But though the words, “Do this in remembrance of 
me,’’ do not occur in Matthew, Mark or John, and 
although it should be granted us that, taken alone, they 
do not necessarily import so much as is usually thought, 
yet many persons arc apt to imagine that the very 
striking and personal manner in which the eating and 
drinking is described, indicates a striking and formal 
purpose to found a festival. And I admit that this 
impression might probably be left upon the mind of one 
who read only the passages under consideration in the 
New Testament. Hut this impression is removed by 
reading any narrative of the mode in which the ancient 
or the modern Jews have kept the Ikissover. It is then 
perceived that the leading circumstances in the Gospels 
are only a faithful account of that ceremony. Jesus 
did not celebrate the Passover, and afterwards the 
Supper, but the Supper w^is the Passover. He did with 
his disciples exactly what e\'ery master of a family in 
Jerusalem was doing at the same hour with his house¬ 
hold. It appears that the Jews ate the lamb and the 
unleavened bread and drank wine after a prescribed 
manner. It was the custom for the master of the feast 
to break the bread and to bless it. using this formula, 
which the Talmudists have preserved to us. “ Blessed 
be Thou. O Lord, our God, who givest us the fimit of 



7 


THE LORD’S SUPPER. 

the vine,”— and then to gi\-e tlie cup to all. 

the modern Jews, who in their dispersion letain the 

Passover, a hymn is also sung alter 

specifying the twelve great works done by God for t 

deliverance of their fathers out of 

But still it may be asked. Why did Jesus make e^ 

pressions so extraordinary and emphatic thcs 
” This is my body which is broken for you Take, e^ah 

This is my blood which is shed for you. .D™k . 

I reply they are not extraordinary expressions from him. 

They were familiar in his mouth. He always jaug Y 
parables and symbols. It was the mUional way of 
tpnrhinp and was lareelv used by him. Remember tne 

readiness which he always showed to 
occurrence. He stooped and wrote on sand^ He 
admonished his disciples respecting the Jca\OT of th 
Pharisees. He instructed the woman of Samaria re 
specting living water. He permitted himself to be 
anointed, declaring that it was for his 
washed the feet of his disciples. These 
be symbolical actions and expressioirs. , 

manner, he calls the bread his body, ^ d b the 
disciples eat. He had used the same expression re 
peatedly before. The reason why St. Jo'm does not 
repeat his words on this occasion, seems that he 

had reported a similar discourse of Jesus to the peop 
of Capernaum more at length already U ° 

He there tells the Jews, ” Except ye eat the flesh of the 

Son of Man and drink his blood, '/that 

And when the Jews on that occasion ^mplamed th^^ 

they did not comprehend what he mean under- 

their better understanding, and as if f 

standing, that we might not think h's y . 

actuaUy eaten, that he only m^Jint we should 1 r e by hi 
commandment. He closed his discourse w th Wese 

explanatory expressions: The flesh pr 

the words that I speak to you, they are spirit and they 

"""whilst I am upon this topic, I cannot Telp remarldng 

prfserved this rtti'and iS' upon ^VetZing one 
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symbolical act of Christ whiLt \vc have totally ncf^lected 
all others,—i>articularly one other which had at least an 
equal claim to our observance. Jesus washed the feet 
of his disciples and told them that, as he had washed 
their feet, they ought to wash one another’s feet; for 
he had given them an example, that they should do as 
he had done to them, I ask any person who believes 
the Supper to have been designed by Jesus to be com- 
rnemorated forever, to go and read the account of it in 
the other Gospels, and then compare with it the account 
of this transaction in St. John, and tell me if this be not 
mucli more explicitly authorized than the Supper. It 
only differs in this, that we have found the Supper used 
in New England and the washing of the feet not. But 
if we had found it an established rite in our churches 
on grounds of mere authority, it would have been im¬ 
possible to have argued against it. That rite is used by 
the Church of Rome, and by the Sandemanians. It has 
been very jiroperly dropjied by other ( hristians. Why ? 
For two reasons: (i) because it was a local custom, 
and unsuitable in western countries; and (2) because it 
was typical and all understood that humility is' the 
^^'^nificd. But the Passover was local too, and 
doe. not concern us. and its bread and wine were 
typical and do not help us to understand the redemption 
which they signified. Ihcse views of the original 
account of the Lord’s Supper lead me to esteem it an 
occ^asion full of solemn and prophetic interest, but never 

institution!^ “f a perpetual 

It appeal^ however in Christian Ihstorv that the 
disciples had very early taken advantage of these ini 

prcss.ve words of Christ to hold religious meetings whe e 
hey hroke bread and drank wine'^as synibo s I look 

rdtc./‘^^Tlm df^"^ circuttaneerof 

Ult enuren. Ihc disciples lived together- thev thrmv 
jdl their property into a coinnion%tock’ thev were 
bound together by the inemorv of Christ ’and 7 otl in^ 

Sd be”“,h ^''anitful evening 

tho! T ^^.^fcctionately remembered by them- tint 
they, Jews like Jesus, should adopt hiscWki’iisS 
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his types, and furthermore, that what was done with 
peculiar propriety by them, his )ersonal friends, with 
less propriety should come to :>e extended to their 
companions also. In this way religious feasts grew up 
among the early Christians. They were readily adopted 
by the Jewish converts who were familiar with religious 
feasts, and also by the Pagan converts whose idolatrous 
worship had been made up of sacred festivals, and who 
very readily abused these to gross riot, as appears from 
the censures of St, Paul. Many persons consider this 
fact, the observance of such a memorial feast by the 
early disciples, decisive of the question whether it ought 
to be observed by us. There was good reason for his 
personal friends to remember their friend and repeat 
his words. It was only too probable that among the 
half converted Pagans and Jews, any rite, any form,- 
would find favour, whilst yet unable to comprehend the 
spiritual character of Christianity. 

The circumstance, however, that St. Paul adopts 
these views, has seemed to many persons conclusive in 
favour of the institution. I am of opinion that it is 
whoUy upon the Epistle to the Corinthians, and not upon 
the Gospels, that the ordinance stands. Upon this 
matter of St. Paul's view of the Supper, a few important 
considerations must be stated. 

The end which he has in view, in the eleventh chapter 
of the first Epistle, is not to enjoin upon his friends to 
observe the Supper, but to censure their abuse of it. 
We quote the passage nowadays as if it enjoined 
attendance upon the Supper; but he wrote it merely to 
chide them for drunkenness. To make their enormity 
plainer he goes back to the origin of this religious feast 
to show what sort of feast that was, out of which this 
riot of theirs came, and so relates the transactions of the 
Last Supper. “ I have received of the Lord,” he says 
“ that which I delivered to you.'’ By this expression it 
is often thought that a miraculous communication is 
implied ; ■ but certainly without good reason, if it is 
remembered that St. Paul was living in the lifetirne oi 
all the apostles who could give him an account of the 
transaction; and it is contrary to all reason to suppose 
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tliat God sliould work a miracle to convey information 
tiiat could so easily be got by natural means. So that 
the import of the expression is that he had leceived the 
story of an eye-witness such as we also possess. 

But there is a material circumstance which diminishes 
our confidence in the correctness of the Apostle s view; 
and that is, the observation that his mind had not 
escaped the jirevalent error of the primitive church, the 
belief, namely, that the second coming of Christ would 
shortly occur, until which time, he tells them, this feast 
was to be kej^t. Elsewhere he tells them that at that 
time the world would be burnt up with fire, and a new 
government established, in which the Saints would sit 
on thrones; so slow were the disciples during the life 
and after the ascension of Christ, to receive the idea 
which we receive, that his second coming was a spiritual 
kingdom, the dominion of his religion in the hearts of 
men, to be extended gradually over the whole world. 
In this manner we may sec clearly enough how this 
ancient ordinance got its footing among the early 
Christians, and this single expectation of a speedy 
reappearance of a temi>oral Messiah, which kept its 
influence even over so spiritual a man as St. Paul, 
would naturally tend to preserve the use of the rite 
when once established. 

We arrive then at this conclusion: first, that it does 
not appear, from a careful examination of the account 
of the Last Supper in the Evangelists, that it was 
designed by Jesus to be ])eriK‘tual ; secondly, that it 
does not a[)pear that the oj>inion of St. Paul, all things 
considered, ought to alter our opinion derived from the 
Evangelists. 

One general remark before quitting this branch of 
this subject. We ought to be cautious in taking even 
the best ascertained ojunions and practices of the 
])rimitive church, for our own. If it could be satis¬ 
factorily shown that they esteemed it authorized and 
to be transmitted forever, that does not settle the 
question for us. \\c know how in\’eterately they were 
attached to their Jewish prejudices, and how often even 
the inlluence of Christ failed to enlarge their views. On 
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every other subject succeeding times liave learned to 
form a judgment more in accordance with the spirit 
of Christianity than was the practice of the early ages. 

11 . But it is said: “Admit that the rite was not 
designed to be perpetual. What harm doth it? 
it stands, generally accepted, under some foim, by the 
Christian world, the undoubted occasion of much gooa; 
is it not better it should remain ? “ This is the question 

of expediency. , . . , 

I proceed to state a few objections that in my juclt,- 

ment lie against its use in its present form. 

1. If the view which I have taken of the history ot 
the institution be correct, then the claim of authoiity 
should be dropped in administering it. You say, c\cry 
time you celebrate the rite, that Jesus enjoined it , anc 
the whole language you use conveys that impression. 
But if you read the New Testament as I do, you do not 

believe he did. , ,, 

2. It has seemed to me that the use of this ordinance 

tends to produce confusion in our views of the rela ion 
of the soul to God. It is the old objection to tne 
doctrine of the Trinity,—that the true \v;or5hip was 
transferred from God to Christ, or that such contusion 
was introduced into the soul that an undivided wors up 
was given nowhere. Is not that the effect of the Lor s 
' Supper ? I appeal now to the convictions of communi¬ 
cants, and ask such persons whether they have nen een 
occasionally conscious of a painful confusion oi tnoug i 
between the worship due to God and the comrncmoia ion 
due to Christ. For the service does not stand upon tne 
basis of a voluntary act, but is imposed by authorit>. 
It is an expression of gratitude to Christ, enjoine ^ 
Christ. There is an endeavour to keep Jesus in mind, 
whilst yet the prayers are addressed to God. I leur i 
is the effect of this ordinance to clothe Jesus wiUi an 
authority which he never claimed and which 
the mind of the worshipper. I know our opinions ai 
much respecting the nature and offices of .^bris , a 
the degree of veneration to which he is entitled. a 
so much a Unitarian as this: that 1 believe the uma 
mind cannot admit but one God, and that every e o 
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pay religious liomago to more tlian one being, goes to 
take away all right ideas. I api)cal, brethren, to your 
individual experience. In the moment when you make 
the least petition to God, though it be but a silent wish 
that he may approve you, or add one moment to your 
life,—do you not, in the very act, necessarily exclude all 
other beings from your thought ? In that act, the soul 
stands alone with God, and Jesus is no more present to 
your mind than your brother or your child. 

But is not Jesus called in Scripture the ^Mediator ? 
He is the mediator in that only sense in which possibly 
any being can mediate between God and man,—that is, 
an instructor of ipan. He teaches us how to become 
like God. And a true disciple of Jesus will receive the 
light he gives most thankfully; but the thanks he offers, 
and which an exalted being will accept, are not compli¬ 
ments, commemorations, but the use of that instruction. 

3. Passing other objections, I come to this, that the 
use of the elements, however suitable to the j)eople and 
tlic modes of thought in tlie East, where it originated, 
is foreign and unsuited to affect us. Whatever long 
usage and strong association may have done in some 
individuals to deaden this repulsion, I aj-iprehend that 
their use is rather tolerated than loved by any of us. 
We arc not accustomed to express our thoughts or 
emotions by symbolical actions. Most men find the 
bread and wine no aid to devotion, and to some it is 
a painful impediment. To eat bread is one thing ; to 
love the jirecepts of Christ and resolve to obey them is 
quite another. 

'1 he statement of this objection leads me to say that 
I think this diihculty, wherever it is felt, to be entitled 
to the greatest weight. It is alone a sufficient objection 
to the ordinance. It is my own objection. This mode 
of commemorating Christ is not suitable to me. That 
is reason enough why I should abandon it. If I 
believed it was enjoined by Jesus on his disciples, and 
that lie even contemplated making permanent this mode 
of commemoration, every way agreeable to an Eastern 
mind, and yet on trial it was disagreeable to my own 
feelings, I should not adopt it. I should clioose other 
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ways which, as more effectual upon me, he 
approve more. For I choose that ny 
him should be pleasing, affecting religious. I 1 1 1°% e 
him as a glorified friend, after the free way of IriciKh 
ship, and not pay him a stiff sign of respect, as n cn do 
those whom they fear. A passage read from his chs- 
courses, a moving provocation to works like ws, any act 

or meeting which tends to awaken a P"''®,J- 
flow of love, an original design of virtue, I call a y. 

a true commemoration. ^ 

4 . The importance ascribed to this particular ord n¬ 
ance is not consistent with the spirit of Christianity 
The general object and effect of the ordinance is un- 
exceptionable. It has been, and is, I dou no > 
occasion of indefinite good; but an impoitance 
by Christians to it which never can belong to any form. 
My friends, the apostle well assures us that tne 
kingdom of God is not meat and drink, but ’ 
aGd^eace and* joy in the Holy (ihost. I am 
foolish as to declaim against forms, boims aie as 
tial as bodies; but to exalt particular forms, to adheic 
to one form a moment after it is outgroNvn, is umeaso 
able, and it is alien to the spirit of Chnst u i 
understand the distinction of Christianity, tie c 
why it is to be preferred over all other systems and 
divine is this, that it is a moral system ; that it Presents 
men with truths which arc their own reason, and enjoms 
practices that are their own justification , i 
miracles may be said to have been its evidence to he 
first Christians, they are not its evidence bi t tne 

doctrines themselves ; that every ]n*actice is • 

which praises itself, and every practice 
which condemns itself. I am not engaged to hiis y 
by decent forms, or sa\ ing ordinances; it is not us^e 
it is not what I do not understand, that binds me to 
it,—let these be the sandy foundations of ^^hoods 
What I revere and obey in it is its reality, its 
charity, its deep interior life, the rest it J 

the echo it returns to my thoughts, the ‘ , 

it makes with my reason through all its leprese 
of God and His Providence; and the persuasion and 
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courap;e that come out tlicncc to lead me upward and 
onward. Freedom is the essence of this faith. It has 
for its object simply to make men good and wise. Its 
institutions then should be as flexible as the wants of 
men. That form out of which the life and suitableness 
have departed, should be as worthless in its eyes as the 
dead leaves that arc falling around us. 

And tiicrefore, although for the satisfaction of others 
I have laboured to show by the history that this rite 
was not intended to be j^erpetual; although I have gone 
back to weigh the exj>rcssions of Paul, I feel that here is 
the true point of view. In the midst of considerations 
as to what Paul thought, and why he so thought, I 
cannot help feeling that it is time misspent to argue to 
or from his convictions, or those of Luke and John, 
respecting any form. I seem to lose the substance in 
seeking the shadow. That for which Paul lived and 
died so gloriously; that for which Jesus gave himself to 
be crucified: the end that animated the thousiind 


martyrs, and heroes who have followed his stej^s, was 
to redeem us from a formal religion, and teach us to 
seek our well-being in the formation of the soul. The 
whole world was full of idols and ordinances. The 
Jewish was a religion of forms; it was all body, it had 
no life, and the Almighty God was jilciised to quiilify 
and send forth a man to teach men that they must 
serve him with the heart; that only that life was 
religious which was thoroughly good; that sacrifice 
was smoke, and forms wore shadows. This man lived 
and died true to this jnirpose; and now, with his blessed 
word and life before us, Christians must contend that it 


is a matter of vital importance,—really a duty, to com¬ 
memorate him by a certain form, wheiher that form be 
agreeable to their understandings or not. Is not this to 
make vain the gilt of God? Is not this to turn back 
the hand on the di:d ? Is not this to make men,—to 
make ourselves,—forget that not forms, but duties; 
not names, but righteousness and love are enjoined; 
and that in the eye of (lod there is no cither measure of 
the \ alue of any one form than the measure of its use? 

Iherc remain some practical objections to the 
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ordinance, into which I shall not now enter. Theie 
is one on which I had intended to say a few words; 

I mean the unfavourable relation m which it places 
that numerous class of persons who abstain from it 

merely from disinclination to the rite. 

Influenced by these considerations, I have proposed 
to the brethren of the Church to drop the use of the 
elements and the claim of authority in the administra¬ 
tion of this ordinance, and have suggested a mode m 
which a meeting for the same purpose might be held, 

free of objection. 

My brethren have considered my views wuth patience 
and candour, and have recommended, unanimously, an 
adherence to the present form. I have therefore becm 
compelled to consider whether it becomes me to ad¬ 
minister it. I am clearly of opinion I ought not. ihis 
discourse has already been so far extended that 1 can 
only say that the reason of my determination is shortly 
this;—It is my desire, in the ofhee of a Christian 
minister, to do nothing which I cannot do with my whole 
heart. Having said this, I have said all. I have no 
hostility to this institution; 1 am only stating my want 
of sympathy with it. Neither should I ever have 
obtruded this opinion upon other people, had I not been 
called by my office to administer it. That is the end ot 
my opposition, that I am not interested in it. 1 am 
content that it stand to the end of the world, if it 
men and please Heaven, and I shall rejoice in all the 

good it produces. 

As it is the prevailing opinion and feeling in our 
religious community, that it is an indispensable pai t oi 
the pastoral office to administer this ordinance, 1 am 
about to resign into your hands that office which you 
have confided to me. It has many duties for which 
am feebly qualified. It has some which it will always 
be my delight to discharge according to my ahuity, 
wherever I exist. And whilst the recollection ot its 
claims oppresses me with a sense of my unworthmess, 
am consoled by the hope that no time and no c 
can deprive me of the satisfaction of pursuing and 

exercising its highest functions. 



MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 


16 
I 


HISTORICAL DISCOURSE AT CONCORD.’ 


Fellow Citizens : 

T he town of Concord begins, this day, the third 
century of its history. By a common consent, 
the people of New England, for a few years past, as the 
second centennial anniversary of each of its early settle¬ 
ments arrived, have seen fit to observe the day. You 
have thouglit it becoming to commemorate the planting 
of the first inland town. The sentiment is just, and the 
practice is wise. Our cars shall not be deaf to the voice 
of time. \Vc will review the deeds of our fathers, and 
I)ass that just verdict on them we expect from posterity 
on our own. 


And yet, in the eternity of nature, how recent our 
antiquities appear ! The imagination is impatient of a 
cycle so short. Who can tell how many thousand 
years, every day, the clouds have shaded these fields 
with their purple awning ? The river, by whose banks 
most of us were born, every winter, lor ages, has spread 
its crust of ice over the great meadows which, in ages, 
it had formed. But the little society of men who now, 
for a few years, fish in this river, plough the fields it 
washes, mow the grass and reap the corn, shortly shall 
hurry from its banks as did their forefathers. ("'Man’s 
life," said the Witan to the Saxon king, " is the spai^Dw 
that enters at a window, flutters round theTiouserand 
flies out at another, and none knoweth whence he came, 
or whither he goes.’^ The more reason that we should 
give to our being what permanence we can ;—that we 
should recall the Past, and expect the Future. 

Yet the race suiwives whilst the individual dies. In 
the country, without any interference of the law, the 
agricultural life favours the permanence of families. 
Here are still around me the lineal descendants of the 
first settlers of this town. Here is Blood, Flint, 
Willard, Meriam, Wood, Hosmer. Barrett. Wheeler, 

> Dclivcretl on the Second Centennial Anniversary of the Incorpora¬ 
tion of the Town, Sept. 12, 1835. 
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Jones, Brown, Buttrick, Brooks, Stow. Hoar, Heywood, 
Hunt, Miles,—the names of the inhabitants for the first 
thirty years; and the family is in many cases repre¬ 
sented, when the name is not. If the name of Bulkeley 
is wanting, the honour you have done me this day, in 
making me your organ, testifies your persevering kind¬ 
ness to his blood. 

I shall not be expected, on this occasion, to repeat 
the details of that oppression which drove our fathers 
out hither. Yet the town of Concord was settled by 
a party of non-conformists, immediately from Great 
Britain. The best friend the ]\Iassachusetts colony had, 
though much against his will, was x\rchbishop Laud in 
England. In consequence of his famous proclamation 
setting up certain novelties in the rites of public worship, 
fifty godly ministers were suspended for contumacy, in 
the course of two years and a half. Hindered from 
speaking, some of these dared to print the reasons of 
their dissent, and were punished with imprisonment or 
mutilation. This severity brought some of the best 
men in England to overcome that natural repugnance to 
emigration which holds the serious and moderate of 
every nation to their own soil. Among the silenced 
clergymen was a distinguished minister of Woodhill, in 
Bedfordshire, Rev. Peter Bulkeley, descended from a 
noble family, honoured for his own virtues, his learning 
and gifts as a preacher, and adding to his influence the 
weight of a large estate.^ ^Pereecution readily knits 
friendship between its victims; Mr. Bulkeley having 
turned his estate into money and set his face towards 
New England, was easily able to persuade a good 
number of planters to join him. They arrived in Boston 
in 1634.* Probably there had been a previous corre¬ 
spondence with Governor Winthrop, and an agreement 
that they should settle at Musketaquid. With them 
joined Mr. Simon Willard, a merchant from Kent in 
England. They petitioned the General Court for a grant 
of a township, and on the 2d of September, 1635, 
corresponding in New Style to 12th September, two 


I 

a 


History of New England, vol. i. p. 132. 

Ibid.^ p. 321. ® History of Concord, p. 15S. 
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luindred years ago this day, leave to begin a plantation 
at Musketaquid was given to Peter Bulkeley, Simon 
Willard, and about twelve families more. A month 
later, Rev. John Jones and a large number of settlers 
destined for the new town arrived in Boston.^ 

The grant of the General Court was but a preliminary 
step. The green meadows of Musketaquid or Grassy 
Brook were far up in the woods, not to be reached 
without a painful and dangerous journey through an 
uninterrupted wilderness I hey could cross the Alassa- 
chusetts or Charles river, by the ferry at Newtown ; they 
could go up the river as far as Watertown. But the 
Indian paths leading up and down the country were a 
foot broad. They must tlicn plunge into the thicket, 
and with their axes cut a road for their teams, with 
their women and children and their household stuff, 
forced to make long circuits too. to avoid hills and 
swamps. Edward Johnson of W^oburn has described in 
an affecting narrative their labours by the way. “ Some¬ 
times passing through thickets where their hands are 
forced to make way for their bodies’ passage, and 
their feet clambering over the crossed trees, which when 
they missed, they sunk into an uncertain bottom in 
water, and w'ade up to their knees, tumbling sometimes 
higher, sometimes lower. At the end of this, they meet 
a scorching plain, yet not so plain but that the ragged 
bushes scratch their legs foully, even to wearing their 
stockings to their bare skin in two or three hours. 
Some of them, hav'ing no leggins. have had the blood 
trickle down at every step. And in time of summer, 
the sun casts such a reflecting heat from the sweet fern, 
whose scent is very strong, that some nearly fainted.” 
I'hey slept on the rocks, w hcrever the night found them. 
Much time was lost in travelling they knew not whither, 
when the sun was hidden by clouds; for ” their compass 
miscarried in crowding through the bushes,” and the 
Indian paths, once lost, they clid not easily find. 

Johnson, relating undoubtedly what he had himself 
heard from the pilgrims, intimates that they consumed 


* Sb.TUnck, p. 5. 
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many clays in exploring the country, to select the best 
place for the town. Their first temporary accommodation 
was rude enough. “ After they liavc found a jdacc of 
abode, they burrow themselves m the earth for their 
first shelter, under a hill-side, and casting the soil aloft 
upon timbers, they make a fire against the earth, at the 
highest side. And thus these poor servants of C hnst 
provide shelter for themselves, their wives and little 
ones, keeping off the short showers from their lodgings, 
but the long rains penetrate through, to their great dis¬ 
turbance in the night season. Yet in thpe Poor wig¬ 
wams they sing psalms, pray and praise their Ood, till 
they can provide them houses, which they could not 
ordinarily, till the earth, by the Lord’s blessing, brought 
forth bread to feed them. This they attain with sore 
travail, every one that can lift a hoe to strike into the 
earth, standing stoutly to his labours, and tearing up 
the roots and bushes from the ground, which, the first 
year, yielded them a lean crop, till the sod of the eaith 
was rotten, and therefore they were forced to cut their 
bread very thin for a long season. But the Uord is 
pleased to provide for them great store of fish in the 
spring time, and especially, alewives, about the bigness 
of a herring.” 1 These served them also for manure. 
For flesh, they looked not for any, in those tunes, unless 
they could barter with the Indians for venison and 
raccoons. ” Indian corn, even the coarsest, rnade as 
pleasant meal as rice.” - All kinds of garden fruits grew 
well, “ and let no man,” writes our pious chronicler m 
another place, ” make a jest of pumpkins, for with this 
fruit the Lord was pleased to feed his people until tneir 

corn and cattle were increased.” ^ • 

The great cost of cattle, and the sickening of their 
cattle upon such wild fodder as was never cut bef^e; 
the loss of their sheep and swine by wolves ; the sutter- 
ings of the people in the great snows and cold soon 
following; and the fear of the Pequots; are the other 
disasters enumerated by the historian. 


1 Johnson^s Wonder-Working Providence^ chap. xxxv. I have 

abridged and slighily altered some sentence^ a t u «« r. 

:: Mourt, Be^dunin^ of Plymouth, ^ Johnson, p. 56. 
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Tlie hardships of the journey and of the first encamp¬ 
ment, are certainly related by their contemporary with 
some air of romance, yet they can scarcely be exaggerated. 
A march of a number of families with their stuff, through 
twenty miles of unknown forest, from a little rising 
town that had not much to spare, to an Indian town in 
the wilderness that had nothing, must be laborious to 
all, and for those who were new to the country and bred 
in softness, a formidable adventure. But the pilgrims 
had the preparation of an armed mind, better than any 
hardihood of body. And the rough welcome which the 
new land gav'e them was a fit introduction to the life 
they must lead in it. 

But what was their reception at I\Iusketaquid ? This 
was an old village of the Massachusetts Indians. Tahat- 
tawan, the Saclicm, with Waban his son-in-law, lived 
near Nashawtuck. now Lee’s Hill.i Their tribe, once 
numerous, the epidemic had reduced. Here they planted, 
hunted and fished, i'he moose was still trotting in the 
country, and of his sinews they made their bowstring. 
Of the pith elder, tliat still grows beside our brooks, they 
made their arrow. Of the Indian hemp they spun their 
nets and lines for summer angling, and, in winter, they 
sat around holes in the ice. catching salmon, pickerel, 
breams, and perch, with which our river abounded.^ 
Their physical powei-s, as our fathers found them, and 
before yet the English alcohol had proved more fatal to 
them than the English sword, astonished the white men.^ 
Their sight was so excellent, that, standing on the sea 
shore, they often told of the coming of a ship at sea, 
sooner by one hour, yea two hours’ sail, than any 
Englishman that stood by, on purpose to look out.* 
Roger Williams affirms that he has known them run 
between eighty and a hundred miles in a summer’s dav, 
and back again within two days. A little pounded 
parched corn or no-cake sufficed them on the march. 
To his bodily perfection, the wild man added some noble 

^ Shattuck, p. 3. 

2 Josselyn’s Voyaevs to Ntiv Ettq/and, 163S. 

3 J hUchinson’s History of Massachusetts^ vol. i. clmp. 6, 

1 homas Morton ; Nexu England Canaan^ p. 47. 
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traits of character. He was open as a child to kindness 
and justice. Many instances of his Immamty were 
known to the Englishmen who suffered in the woods 
from sickness or cold. “When you came over the 
morniiifr waters," said one of the Sachems, we took 
you into our arms. We fed you with our best meat. 
Never went white man cold and hungry from Indian 

wigwam." , , 

The faithful dealing and brave good-will, which, 

during the life of the friendly ^lassasoit, they uniformly 

experienced at Tlymouth and at Boston, went to their 

hearts. So that the peace was made, and the car of the 

savage already secured, before the pilgrims arrived at his 

seat of Musketaquid, to treat with him for his lands. 

It is said that the covenant made with the Indians 
bv Mr. Bulkeley and Major Willard, was made imder a 
great oak, formerly standing near the site of the Middlpex 
Hotel ^ Our Records affirm that Squaw Sachem, 1 ahat- 
tawan, and Nimrod did sell a tract of six miles square 
to the English, receiving for the same, some fathoms ot 
Wampumpeag, hatchets, hoes, knives, cotton cloth and 
shirts. Wibbacowet the husband of Squaw Sachem, 
received a suit of cloth, a hat, a white linen band, shoes, 
stockings and a great coat; and, in conclusion, the said 
Indians declared themselves satisfied, and told the 
Englishmen they were welcome. And after the baigain 
was concluded, Mr. Simon Willard, pointing to the four 
corners of the world, declared that they had bought 
three miles from that place, east, west, north and south.- 

The Puritans, to keep the remembrance of their unity 

one with another, and of their peaceful 
the Indians, named their forest settlement hONLUKU. 
They proceeded to build, under the shelter of the hill 
that extends for a mile along the north side of the 
Boston road, their first dwellings. The labours ot a 
new plantation were paid by its excitements. I seern to 
see them, with their pious pastor, addressing themselves 
to the work of clearing the land. Natives of another 


1 ShalUick, ]). 6. . 

2 Depositions taken in 1684, and copied in 

Town Records. 


the first volume of llie 
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hemisphere, they beheld, with curiosity, all the pleasing 
features of the American forest. The landscape before 
them was fair, if it was strange and rude. The little 
flower which at this season stars our woods and roadsides 
with its profuse blooms, might attract even eyes as stern 
as theirs with its humble beauty. The useful pine lifted 
its cones into the frosty air. The maj)le which is already 
making the forest gay with its orange hues, reddened over 
those houseless men. The majestic summits of Wachusett 
and Monadnoc towering in the horizon, invited the steps 
of adventure westward. 

As the season grew later, they felt its inconveniences. 
“ Many were forced to go barefoot and bareleg, and 
some in time of frost and snow, yet were they more 
healthy than now they arc.” * The land was low but 
healthy; and if, in common with all the settlements, 
they found the air of America very cold, they might say 
with Higginson, after his description of the other 
elements, that “ New England may boast of the 
element of fire, more than all the rest; for all Europe 
is not able to afford to make so great fires as New 
England. A poor servant, that is to possess but fifty 
acres, may afford to give more wood for fire as good 
as the world yields, than many noblemen in England.” - 
Many were their wants, but more their privileges. The 
light struggled in through windows of oiled paper,but 
they read the word of God by it. They were fain to 
make use of their knees for a table, but their limbs 
were their own. Hard labour and spare diet they had, 
and off wooden trenchers, but they had peace and 
freedom, and the wailing of the tempest in the woods 
sounded kindlier in their ear than the smooth voice of 
the prelates, at home, in England. ” There is no 
people,” said their pastor to his little Hock of exiles, 
“but will strive to excel in something. What can we 
excel in, if not in holiness? If we look to number, 
we arc the fewest; if to strength, we are the weakest • 
if to wealth and riches, we are the imorest of all the 
peo])le of Ciod through the whole world. We cannot 

I Juhuboii. ~ Englamfs Phmtation. 

y t. W.’s LcUcr in Mourt, 1621. 
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excel nor so much as equal other people in these things ; 

Lthln^^ThSigionwafs^Lltipind 

toil and tears. And, as we are .f 

their appetite was greater to spiritual duties _at 

first coming, in time of wants, ^^an afte uards 

The original Town Records, for the fust ’ 

are os? We have records of marriages and deaths 
beginning nineteen years after the settlement; ancl 
cllL of some of the doings of the town in regaid to 
tenitorv of the same date. But the original di^tnbu 
tion of the land, or an account of the Pr^oifdes 
which it was divided, are not P-'Cserved. AgreeaWv 
the custom of the times, a arge P°''tion uas leseivec 

,he public ..d i, gf 

irs ‘."niS’wlfcu. prte on »'« “S'V“®r„ 

successively ^divided off and granted 

the rate of sixpence or a shilling an acr . > riubhc 

first vears the land would not pay the necessa y p - 

S,S' 5 .d ,h.y .cm .0 SJciif b"y 

IpLr his est'ate, and. doubtless in 
his charges, the General Court, in i 39 ^ Spencer, 
300 acres towards Cambridge; and ^ * * ^^e^vife 

probably for the like reason, 300 

feiver. In 1638, 1200 acres were granted to Oover^^^ 
Winthrop, and 1000 to Thomas , colected 

adjacent'^^o the town, and Governor Winthiop selected 
as a building spot tl«= land near the P i, 

Humphrey Hunt.> The first lecord 

that of a reservation of land for pastures to 

appropriation of now lands as commons or past 

1 Peter Bulkeley's Gos/>e/ Cot-cna^i/; Preached at Concord ui 

2d Edition; London, 1651, p. 432 - y Shattuck, p. I 4 * 

2 See the Petition m Shattuck, p. 14* 
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some poor men. At the same date, in 1654, the toNvn 
having divided itself into three districts, called the 
North, South and East quarters, Ordered, “ that the 
North quarter are to keep and maintain all their high¬ 
ways and bridges over the great river, in their quarter, 
and, in respect of the greatness of their charge there¬ 
about, and in regard of the case of the East quarter 
above the rest, in their highways, they are to allow the 
North quarter £2 .'*' 


Fellow Citizens, this first recorded political act of our 
fathers, this tax assessed on its inhabitants by a town, 
is the most important event in their civil history, 
implying, as it does, the exercise of a sovereign power, 
and connected with all the immunities and powers of a 
corpoiatc town in Massachusetts. The greater speed 
ancl success that distinguish the planting of the human 
race in this country, over all other plantations in history, 
owe themselves mainly to the new subdivisions of the 
State into small corporations of land and power. It is 
vain to look for the inventor. No man made them. 
Each of the parts of that perfect structure grew out of 
the necessities of an instant occasion. The germ was 
formed in England. The charter gave to the freemen 
of the Comixmy of Massachusetts Bay, the election of 
the Governor and Council of Assistants. It moreover 
gave them tlic power of prescribing the manner in which 
freemen should be elected; and ordered that all funda¬ 
mental laws should be enacted by the freemen of the 
colony But the Company removed to New England- 
more than one hundred freemen were admitted the first 
year-and it ums found inconvenient to assemble them 
all.- And when presently, the design of the colony 
began to fulfil itself, by the settlement of new idanta- 
tions in the vicinity of Boston, and i>arties, with giants 
of land, straggled into the country to truck with the 
Indians and to clear the land for their own benefit the 
Governor and freemen in Boston found it neither 
desirable nor possible to control the trade and iiractices 
of these farmers. What could the body of freemen. 

1 Town Kccoids; Shatluck, p. 34. 

Bancroft; Histoty oj Uu ImUd Suuts, vol. i. p. 3S9. 



HISTORICAL DISCOURSE AT CONCORD. 


25 


meeting four times a year, at Boston, do for the daily 
wants of the planters at Musketaquid ? d he wolf was 
to be killed; the Indian to be watched and resisted; 
wells to be dug; the forest to be felled; pastures to be 
cleared; corn to be raised; roads to be cut; town and 
farm lines to be run. These things must be done, 
govern who might. The nature of man and his 
condition in the world, for the first time within the 
period of certain history, controlled the formation of the 
State. The necessity of the colonists wrote the law. 
Their wants, their poverty, their manifest convenience 
made them bold to ask of the Governor and of the 
General Court, immunities, and, to certain purposes, 
sovereign powers. The townsmen’s words were heard 
and weighed, for all knew that it was a petitioner that 
could not be slighted; it was the river, or the winter, 
or famine, or the Pequots, that spoke through them to 
the Governor and Council of Massachusetts Bay. In¬ 
structed by necessity, each little company organized 
itself after the pattern of the larger town, by appointing 
its constable, and other petty half-military officers. As 
early as 1633,* the office of townsman, or sclecUnan 
appears, who seems first to have been appointed by the 
General Court, as here, at Concord, in ib 39 * 
the Court say, “ whereas particular towns have many 
things which concern only themselves, it is Ordered, 
that the freemen of every town shall have power to 
dispose of their own lands, and woods, and choose their 
own particular officers.”- This pointed chiefly at the 
office of constable, but they soon chose their own 
selectmen, and very early assessed taxes; a power at 
first resisted,^ but speedily confirmed to them. 

Meantime, to this paramount necessity, a milder and 
more pleasing influence was joined. I estcern it the 
happiness of this country, that its settlers, whi.st 
were exploring their granted and natural rights and 
determining the power of the magistrate, were united 
by personal affection. Members of a church bcfoi e w hose 

^ Savage’s i. p. 114* 

- Colony Records, vol. i. 

a See Mulchinson’s Collection^ p. 287* 
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searching covenant all rank was abolished, they stood 
in awe of each other, as religious men. They bore to 
John Wintlirop, the Governor, a grave but hearty 
kindness. For the first time, men examined the powers 
of the chief whom they loved and revered. For the 
first time, the ideal social compact was real. - The 
bands of love and reverence held fast the little state, 
whilst they untied the great cords of authority to 
examine their soundness and learn on what wheels they 
ran. They were to settle the internal constitution of 
the towns, and, at the same time, their power in the 
commonwealth. The Governor conspires with them in 
limiting his claims to tlieir obedience, and values much 
more their love than his chartered authority. The 
disputes between that forbearing man and the deputies 
are like the quarrels of girls, so much do they turn 
upon complaints of unkindness, and end in such loving 
reconciliations. It was on doubts concerning their 
own power, that, in 1634, a committee repaired to 
him for counsel, and he advised, seeing the freemen 
were grown so numerous, to send deputies from every 
town once in a year to revise the laws and to assess all 
monies.' And the General Court, thus constituted, only 
needed to go into separate session from the council, as 
they did in 1644,- to become essentially the same 
assembly they are this day. 

By this course of events. Concord and the other 
plantations found themselves separate and independent 
of Boston, with certain rights of their own, which, what 
they were, time alone could fully determine; enjoying, 
at the same time, a strict and loving fellowship with 
Boston, and sure of advice and aid, on every emergency. 
Tiieir powers were speedily settled by obvious con¬ 
venience, and the towns learned to exercise a sovereignty 
in the laying of taxes; in the choice of their deputy to 
the l\ouse of rej^resentatives; in the disposiU of the town 
lands; in the care of public worshij>, the school, and the 
poor; and, what seemed of at least equal importance, 
to exercise tlie right of expressing an opinion on every 

' Winthrop's younuil^ vol. i. pp. 12S, 120, and the Lditods Nolo. 

- Jbid.i vol. ii. p. 160. 
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question before the country. In a town-meeting the 
great secret of political science was uncovoied, and the 
problem solved, how to give every individual his lair 
weight in the government, without any disoulei Irom 
numbers. In a town-meeting, the roots of society weie 
reached. Here the rich gave counsel, but the poor 
also; and moreover, the just and the unjust. He is ill- 
informed who expects, on running down the town records 
for two hundred years, to find a church of saints, a 
metropolis of jiatriots, enacting wholesome and credit¬ 
able laws. The constitution of the towns forbid it. 
In this open democracy, every opinion had utterance, 
every objection, every fact, every acre of land, e\ery 
bushel of rye, its entire weight. The moderator was 
the passive mouth-piece, and the vote of the to\Mi, lihe 
the vane on the turret overhead, free for every wind to 
turn, and always turned by the last and 
breath. In these assemblies, the public weal, the call 
of interest, duty, religion, were heard: and cveiy loca 
feeling, every private grudge, every suggestion of petu¬ 
lance and ignorance, were not less faithfully pioduced. 
Wrath and love came up to town-meeting in company. 
By the law of 1641, every man,—freeman or not, 
inhabitant or not,—might introduce any business into 
a public meeting. Not a complaint occurs ^ 
volumes of our Records, of any inhabitant being 
hindered from speaking, or suffering from any vio ence 
or usuipation of any class. The negative ballot 01 a 
shilling freeholder was as fatal as that of the honouied 
owner of Blood’s Farms or Willard’s Purchase. A man felt 
himself at liberty to exhibit, at town-meeting, 
actions that he would have been ashamed ot anyw 
but amongst his neighbours. Individual Protests aic 
frequent. Peter Wright [ 1705] desired his dissent might 
be recorded from the town’s grant to Joh^ b lep . 
In 1795, several town-meetings are called, tne 

compensation to be made to a few proprietors o 
taken in making a bridle road; and one o 
' demanding large damages, many offers were made Inm 


r Concord Town Records. 
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in town-meeting, and refused; “ which the town thought 
very unreasonable.” The matters there debated are 
such as to invite very small considerations. The ill- 
spelled pages of the town records contain the result. 

I shall be excused for confessing that I have set a 
value upon any symptom of meanness and private pique 
which I have met with in these antique books, as 
proof that justice was done; that if the results of our 
history arc apj)roved as wise and good, it was yet a 
free strife; if the good counsel prevailed, the sneaking 
counsel did not fail to be suggested; freedom and 
virtue, if they triumphed, triumphed in a fair field. 
And so be it an everlasting testimony for them, and 
so much ground of assurance of man’s capacity for 
self-government. 

It is the consequence of this institution that not a 
school-house, a public pew, a bridge, a pound, a mill- 
dam, hath been set up, or pulled down, or altered, or 
bought, or sold, without the whole population of this 
town having a voice in the affair. A general contentment 
is the result. And the people truly feel that they are 
lords of the soil. In every winding road, in every stone 
fence, in the smokes of the ])Oor-housc chimney, in the 
clock on the church, they read their own power, and 
consider, at leisure, the wisdom and error of their 
judgments, 

Tlic British government has recently presented to the 
several public libraries of this country, copies of the 
splendid edition of the Domesday Book, and other 
ancient public Records of England. I cannot but think 
that it would be a suitable acknowledgment of this 
national munificence, if the records of one of our towns, 
—of this town, for examine,—should be printed, and 
presented to the governments of Europe; to the English 
nation, as a thank-offering, and as a certificate of the 
progress of the Saxon race; to the continent^ nations 
as a lesson of humanity and love. Tell them, the Union 
has twenty-four States, and Massachusetts is one. Tell 
them, Massachusetts has three hundred towns, and 
( oncord is one ; that in Concord arc five hundred rateable 
polls, and every one has an equal vote. 
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About ten years after tlie planting of Conconl ^ 
began to be made to civilize the Indians, and to w 1 
them to the knowledge of the true God. 1 his "id<'| ’ 
in so many words, is expressed in the chai tei o the 
Colony as one of its ends; and this design is named fi st 
in theVinted “ Considerations, that ^ ' 

den, and determined Winthorp and his fiends to come 
hither. The interest of the Puritans in the natii es w as 
heightened by a suspicion at that time pre'^ailmg that 
these were the lost ten tribes of Israel. 1 he man of the 
woods might well draw on himself the impassion of 
the planters. His erect and perfect form, though 
disclosing some irregular virtues, was found joined to a 
dwindled soul. Master of all sorts of wood-craft he 
seemed a part of the forest and the lake, and the secret 
of his amazing skill seemed to be that he partook of the 
nature and fierce instincts of the beasts he slew. 1 hose 
who dwelled by ponds and rivers, had some tincture of 
civility, but the hunters of the tribe were found intr^f 
able at catechism. Thomas Hooker anticipa 
opinion of Humboldt, and called them t le 

m^nlcind* ,, 

Early efforts were made to instruct them, which 

Mr. Bulkeley, Mr. Flint, and Captain W illard, took an 

active part.^ In 1644, Squaw Sachem, the wuiow oi 

Nanepashemet, the great Sachem of Concor a > 

with two sachems of Wachusett, ^ 

mission to the English government and . 

desire, “ as opportunity served, and the Eng is 

among them, to learn to read Gods word, an - 

God Wt;’' and the General InWd hs 

request.*-^ Johu Eliot, in October, 1646, . 

first sermon in the Indian language at i fnither 
Waban, Tahattawan, and them sannups, ? , . . , 

from Concord to hear him. There unckr , j 
and ruins of barbarous life, the human nuf^qtions 

voice of love, and awoke as from a sleep. q 

which the Indians put betray their reason • 

ignorance. “Can Jesus Christ understand prayers m 


^ Hutchinson’s Collection^ p. 27. 


2 Shattuck, p. 2 
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the Indian language?” “If a man be wise, and his 
sachem weak, must he obey liini ? ” At a meeting which 
Eliot gave to the squaws apart, the wife of Wampooas 
propounded the question, “Whether do I pray when 
my husband prays, if 1 speak nothing as he doth, yet 
if I like what he saith ? “—“which questions were 
accounted of by some, as ]>art of the whitenings of the 
harvest toward.” i Tahattawan, our Concord sachem, 
called his Indians together, and bid them not oppose the 
courses which the English were taking for their good; 
for, said he, all the time you have lived after the Indian 
fashion, under the power of the higher sachems, what 
did they care for you ? They took away your skins, 
your kettles and your wampum, at their own pleasure, 
and this was all they regarded. But you may see the 
English mind no such things, but only seek your welfare, 
and instead of taking away, are ready to give to you. 
Tahattawan and his son-in-law Waban. besought Eliot 
to come and preach to them at Concord, and here they 
entered, by his assistance, into an agreement to twenty- 
nine rules, all breathing a desire to conform themselves 
to English customs.- They requested to have a town 
given them within the bounds of Concord, near unto the 
English. When this question was projiounded* by 
Tahattawan, he was asked, why he desired a town so 
near, when there was more room for them up in the 
country ? The Sachem replied, that he knew if the 
Indians dwelt far from the English, they would not so 
much care to pray, nor could they be so ready to hear 
the word of God, but would be, all one, Indians still; 
but dwelling near the English, he hoped it might be 
otherwise with them then. We. who see in the squalid 
remnants of the twenty tribes of i^Iassachusetts, the iinal 
failure of this benevolent enterprise, can hardly learn 
without emotion, the earnestness with which the most 
sensible individuals of the copper race held on to the 
new hope they had conceived, of being elevated to 
equality witli their civilized brother. It" is piteous to 
see their self-distrust in their request to remain near the 

' S\\cx>MiXs CUar Sunsliin^ oj the Cos/', /, btmdon, 164S. 

'2 See them in Shattuck, p. 22. 
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English, and their unanimous entreaty to Captain 
Willard, to be their Recorder, being very solicitous that 
what they did agree upon might be faithfully kept with¬ 
out alteration. It was remarkable that the preaching 
was not wholly new to them. “Their foiefalheis, tie 
Indians told Eliot, “did know God, but a ter this, they 
fell into a deep sleep, and when they did awake, they 

quite forgot him.” ^ , . i • 

At the instance of Eliot, in 1651, their desire was 

granted by the General Court, and Nashobah, l^n^S neai 
Nagog pond, now partly in Littleton, partly in Acton, 
became an Indian town, where a Christian worship was 
established under an Indian ruler and teacher.- W ilson 
relates, that, at their meetings, “ the Indians sung a 
psalm, made Indian by Eliot, in one of our ordinal y 
English tunes, melodiously,”^ Such was, for halt a 
century, the success of the general enterprise, that, m 
1676, there were five hundred and sixty-seven pia>mg 
Indians, and in 1689, twenty-four Indian preachers, and 

eighteen assemblies. 

Meantime, Concord increased in territory and popu¬ 
lation. The lands were divided ; highways were cut from 
farm to farm, and from this town to Boston. A militaiy 
company had been organized in 1636. The Pequots, le 
terror of the farmer, were exterminated in 1037. 
Captain UnderhiU, in 1638, declared that the new 
plantations of Dedham and Concord do afford l^^g® 
accommodation, and will contain abundance , 

In 1639, our first selectmen, Mr. Flint, Lt. M dlard, ant 
Richard Griffin were appointed.^ And, m 1640 when 
the colony rate was £1200, Concord was assessed £5 . 
The country already began to yield more than was 
consumed by the inhabitants.' The very grea 
gration from England made the lands moie va ua 3 

every year, and supplied a market for the 

1643^ the colony was so numerous, that it became 

expedient to divide it into four counties, Concor g 


1 Shemrd no - SbattUCk, p. 27. 

3 WilLn’s Let?er, 1651. * T ^ 

3 Shatluck, p. 19. 3 Wmthrop, ' ol, n. P- 2 - 

■ ~ lliurhinson, vol. i. p* QO* 
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included in Middlesex.* In 1644. the town contained 
sixty families. 

l^ut, in 1640, all immij^ration ceased, and the country 
produce and farm-stock dcj^reciated.s Other difficulties 
accrued. The fish, which had been the abundant 
manure of the settlers, was found to injure the land.*'* 
The river, at this period, seems to have caused some 
distress now by its overflow, now by its drought.** A 
cold and wet summer blighted the corn ; enormous flocks 
of ])igeons beat down and eat up all sorts of English 
grain; and the croj'is suffered much from mice.^ New 
})lantations and better land had been opened, far and 
near; and whilst many of the colonists at Boston 
thought to remove, or did remove to England, the 
Concord jieople became uneasy, and looked around for 
new seats. In 1643, one seventh or one eighth part of 
the inhabitants went to Connecticut with Rev. Mr. 
Jones, and settled Fairfield. Weakened by this loss, 
the people begged to be released from a part of their 
rates, to which the General Court consented.'' Mr. 
Bulkelcy dissuaded his jieojde from removing, and 
admonished them to increase their faith with their 
griefs. Even this check which befell them acquaints us 
with the rapidity of their growth, for the got>d man, in 
dealing with his peoi>le. taxes them with luxury. “We 
pretended to come hither,” he says, “for ordinances; 
but now ordinances are light matters with us; we are 
turned after the i>rey. We have among us excess and 
pride of life; pride in apparel, daintiness in diet, and 
that in those who. in times jiast, would have been 
satisfied with bread. This is ihc sin of the lou'cst of 
the peopled ^ Better evidence could not be desired of 
the rapid growth of the settlement. 

The check was but momentary. The earth teemed 
with fruits. The people on the bay built ships, and 
found the way to the West Indies, with pi]ie-staves, 
lumber and fish ; and the country people speedily learned 

1 Hulchinson, vol. i. p. 112. 2 \Vi,uhrop, vol. ii. p. 21. 

I lutcliinson, vol. i. p. 94. 4 hulkclcy’s p. 209. 

^5 Winlhrop, vol. ii. p. 94. « Shattuck, p. 16. 

7 Cos/'tl Covennuty p. 301. 
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to supply themselves with sugar, tea and molasses. The 
college had been already gathered in 1638. Now the 
school house went up. The General Court, in 1647, 
“ to the end that learning may not be buried in the 
graves of our forefathers, Ordered, that every township, 
after the Lord had increased them to the number of 
fifty house-holders, shall appoint one to teach all 
children to write and read; and where any town shall 
increase to the number of one hundred families, they 
shall set up a Grammar school, the masters thereof being 
able to instruct youth so far as they may be fitted for 
the University.” ^ With these requirements Concord not 
only complied, but, in 1653, subscribed a sum for several 
years to the support of Harvard College.^ 

But a new and alarming public distress retarded the 
growth of this, as of the sister towns during more than 
twenty years from 1654 to 1676. In 1654, the four 
united New England Colonies agreed to raise 270 foot 
and 40 horse, to reduce Ninigret, Sachem of the 
Niantics, and appointed Major Simon Willard, of this 
town, to the command.® This war seems to have been 
pressed by three of the colonies, and reluctantly entered 
by Massachusetts. Accordingly, Major Willard did the 
le^t he could, and incurred the censure of the Com¬ 
missioners, who write to their ” loving friend Major 
Willard,” “ that they leave to his consideration the 
inconveniences arising from his non-attendance to his 
commission.”* This expedition was but the introduction 
of the war with King Philip. In 1670, the Wampanoags 
began to grind their hatchets, and mend their guns, 
and insult the English. Philip surrendered seventy guns 
to the Commissioners in Taunton Meeting-house,^ but 
revenged his humiliation a few years after, by carr3nng 
fire and the tomahawk into the English villages. From 
Narraganset to the Connecticut River, the scene of war 

r Bancroft, History of the United States^ vol. i. p. 498. 

2 Shattuck, p. 45. 

® Hutchinson, vol. i. p. 172. 

* See his instructions from the Commissioners, his narrative, and 
the Commissioners’ letter tohim in Hutchinson’s Collection^ pp. 261-270. 

® Hutchinson, History^ vol i. p. 254. 

VOL. IV. 
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was shifted as fast as those red hunters could traverse 
the forest. Concord was a military post. The 
inactivity of Major Willard, in Ninigret’s war, had lost 
him no confidence. He marched from Concord to 
Brookfield, in season to save the people whose houses 
had been burned, and who had taken shelter in a 
fortified house.* But he fought with disadvantage 
against an enemy who must be hunted before every 
battle. Some flourishing towns were burned. John 
Monoco, a formidable savage, boasted that “ he had 
burned Mcdfield and Lancaster, and would burn Groton, 
Concord, Watertown and Boston ; " adding, “ what me 
will, me do.” He did burn Groton, but before he had 
executed the remainder of his threat he was hanged, 
in Boston, in September, 1676.- 

A still more formidable enemy was removed, in the 
same year, by the capture of Canonchet, the faithful 
ally of Philip, who was soon afterwards shot at Stoning- 
ton. He stoutly declared to the Commissioners that 
” he would not deliver up a Wampanoag, nor the paring 
of a Wampanoag’s nail,” and when he was told that his 
sentence was death, he said ” he liked it well that he 
was to die before his heart was soft, or he had spoken 
anything unworthy of himself.” 

We know beforehand who must conquer in that 
unequal struggle. The red man may destroy here and 
there a straggler, as a wild beast may; he may fire a 
farm-house, or a village; but the association of the 
white men and their arts of war give them an over¬ 
whelming advantage, and in the first blast of their 
trumpet we already hear the flourish of victory. I 
confess what chiefly interests me, in the annals of that 
war, is the grandeur of spirit exhibited by a few of the 
Indian chiefs. A nameless Wampanoag who was put to 
death by the Mohicans, after ciuel tortures, was asked 
by his butchers during the torture, how he liked the 
war ?—he said, “ he found it as sweet as sugar was to 
Englishmen.” 

The only compensation which war offers for its 

' Hubbard,//rtrj', p. 119, cd, iSoi. 201. 

Uid.y p. 185, p, 245, 
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manifold mischiefs, is in the great personal qualities 
to which it gives scope and occasion. The virtues of 
patriotism and of prodigious courage and address were 
exhibited on both sides, and, in many instances, by 
women. The historian of Concord has preserved an 
instance of the resolution of one of the daughters of 
the town. Two young farmers. Abraham and Isaac 
Shepherd, had set their sister ^lary, a girl of fifteen 
years, to watch whilst they threshed grain in the barn. 
The Indians stole upon her before she was aware, and 
her brothers were slain. She was carried captive into 
the Indian country, but, at night, whilst her captors 
were asleep, she plucked a saddle from under the head 
of one of them, took a horse they had stolen from 
Lancaster, and having girt the saddle on. she mounted, 
swam across the Nashua river, and rode through the 
forest to her home.i 

With the tragical end of Philip, the war ended. 
Beleaguered in his own country, his corn cut down, his 
piles of meal and other provision wasted by the English, 
it was only a great thaw in January, that, melting the 
snow and opening the earth, enabled liis poor followers 
to come at the ground-nuts, else they had starved. 
Hunted by Captain Church, he fled from one swamp 
to another; his brother, his uncle, his sister, and 
his beloved squaw being taken or slain, he was at 
last shot down by an Indian deserter, as he fled 
alone in the dark of the morning, not far from his 
own fort.- 

Concord suffered little from the war. This is to be 
attributed no doubt, in part, to the fact that troops 
were generally quartered here, and that it was the 
residence of many noted soldiers. Tradition finds 
another cause in the sanctity of its minister. The elder 
Bulkeley was gone. . In 1659)** his bones were laid at 
rest in the forest. But the mantle of his piety and of 
the people’s affection fell upon lus son Edward,^ the fame 

1 Shattuck, p. 55. 

2 Hubbard, p. 260. 

Neal, History of New vol. i. p. 

^ Mather, j\Ia<iHa/ia, vol. i. p. 363. 
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of whose prayers, it is said, once saved Concord from 
an attack of the Indian.^ A great defence undoubtedly 
was the village of Praying Indians, until this settlement 
fell a victim" to the envenomed prejudice against their 
countrymen. The worst feature in the history of those 
years, is, that no man spake for the Indian. When the 
Uutch. or the French, or the English royalist disagreed 
with the Colony, there was always found a Dutch, or 
French, or Tory party.—an earnest minority,—to keep 
things from extremity. But the Indian seemed to 
inspire such a feeling as the wild beast inspires in the 
people near his den. It is the misfortune of Concord 
to have ])crmittod a disgraceful outrage upon the 
friendly Indians settled within its limits, in February, 
1676, which ended in their forcible expulsion from the 
town. 

This painful incident is but too just an example of 
the measure which the Indians have generally received 
from the whites. For them the heart of charity, of 
humanity, was stone. After Philip’s death, their 
strength was irrecoverably broken. They never more 
disturbed the interior settlements, and a few vagrant 
families, that arc now jiensioners on the bounty of 
Massachusetts, are all that is left of the twenty tribes. 

“ Alas ! for them—their day is o’er, 

'I’licir fires arc out from hill and shore* 

No more for them the wild deer bounds, 

The p'ough is on their hvinling grounds; 

'Phe pale man’s axe rings in their woods, 

The pale man’s sail skims o’er their floods. 

Their pleasant springs arc dry.”- 

I turn gladly to the progress of our civil history. 
Before i66b, 15,000 acres had been added by grants of 
the (General Court to the original territory of the town,^ 
so that Concord then included the greater part of the 
towns of l^edford, Acton, Lincoln and Carlisle. 

In the great growth of the country, Concord par¬ 
ticipated, as is manifest from its increasing polls and 
increased rates. Randolph at this period writes to the 

1 Shattuck, p 59. 2 Sprague’s Centennial Ode^ 

SliaUuck. 
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English government, concerning the country towns: 

“ Tlie farmers are numerous and wealthy, U\'e in good 
houses; are given to hospitality; and make good 
advantage by their corn, cattle, poultry, butter and 
cheese.” ^ Edward Bulkelcy was the pastor, until his 
death, in 1696. His youngest brother, Peter, was 
deputy from Concord, and was chosen speaker of the 
house of deputies in 1676. The following year, he was 
sent to England, with Hr Stoughton, as agent for the 
colony; and, on his return, in 1685, was a loyal 
councillor. But I am sorry to find that the servile 
Randolph speaks of liim with marked respect." It 
would seem that his visit to England had make him a 
courtier. In 1689, Concord partook of the general 
indignation of their province against Andros. A 
company marched to the capital under Lieut. Heald, 
forming a part of that body concerning which we are 
informed, “ the country people came armed into Boston, 
on the afternoon (of Thursday, i8th April,) in such rage 
and heat, as made us all tremble to think what would 
follow; for nothing would satisfy them but that the 
governor must be bound in chains or cords, and put in 
a more secure place, and that they would see done 
before they went away; and to satisfy them lie was 
guarded by them to the fort.” ^ But the town lecoids 
of that day confine themselves to descriptions of lands, 
and to conferences with the neighbouring towns to lun 
boundary lines. In 1699, so broad was their teriitory, 
I find the selectmen running the lines with Chelms¬ 
ford, Cambridge and Watertown.Some interesting 
peculiarities in the manners and customs of the time, 
appear in the town's books. . Proposals of nianiage 
were made by the parents of the parties, and minutes 
of such private agreements sometimes entered on the 
clerk's records.® The public charity seems to have been 
bestowed in a manner now obsolete. The town lends 
its commons as pastures, to poor men; and being 


1 

•> 
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Hutchinson’s CoUeciion^ p. 484. 
y/./c/., pp. 543. 548, 557 » 566. 

Hutchinson’s Histo>y, vol. 1. p. 336 - , ^ * Ktxoids. 

See Appendix (p* 52), Note A> March and April. 
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informed of the great present want of Thomas Pellit, 
gave order to Stephen Hosmer, to deliver a town cow, 
of a black colour, with a white face, unto said Pellit, 
for his present sup])ly,” ’ 

From the beginning to the middle of the eighteenth 
century, our records indicate no interruption of the 
tranquillity of the inhabitants, either in church or in 
civil affairs. After the death of Rev. Mr. Estabrook, 
in 1711, it was propounded at the town meeting, 

“ whether one of the three gentlemen lately improved 
here in preaching, namely, Mr. John Whiting, Mr. 
Holyoke and Mr. Prescott shall be now chosen in the 
work of the ministry ? Voted afhrmatively." - Mr. 
Whiting, who was chosen, was, we are told in his 
epitaph, “a universal lover of mankind.’' The charges 
of education and of legislation, at this period, seem 
to have afflicted the town; for, they vote to jietition 
the General Court, to be eased of the law relating to 
])roviding a school-master; happily, the Court refused; 
and in 1712, the selectmen agreed with Captain James 
Minott. " for his son Timothy to keep the school at the 
school-house for tlie town of Concord, for half a year 
beginning 2nd June; and if any scholar shall come, 
within the said time, for laming exceeding liis son’s 
ability, the said Captain doth agree to instruct them 
himself in the tongues, till the above said time be 
fulfilled; for which service, the town is to pay Capt. 
Minott ten pounds.” Cajitaiu Minott seems to have 
served our prudent fathers in tlie double capacity of 
teacher and representative. It is an article in the 
selectmen’s warrant for the town meeting, " to see if the 
town will lay in for a representative not exceeding 
four pounds.” Captain Minott was chosen, and after 
the Cioneral Court was adjourned recei^'ed of the town 
for his services, an allowance of three shillings per 
day. The country was not yet so thickly settled but 
that tlic inhabitants suffered from wolves and wild-cats, 
which infested tlie woods; since bounties of twenty 

I Records, July, 169S. - Records, Nov. 1711. 

^ Records, May, 1712. 
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“wf Whitn|' was ^'icweded m t|>e 

Rev. Daniel Bliss, m 1738. ‘, _,„,,i..,tical 

the town seems to h^^^^eenjnide^^^ 

discords. In 1,41, tne cei congregation. Mr. 

r.r.v„r.f.'pf o, ^ 

councils were called but no g Records, the 

good against him. I hna in answer thereto, and 

charges preferred against him, to have 

the result ^'^he Couned. The g moderation 

been made by the lo\eis o , ■ g.^(-itements. 

against Mr. Bliss, as 

His answer to one of the counts or 

piety that I cannot forbear to quote u. , ^^oh 

Slegation is “That in praying f°^V"‘he’was a POor 

meeting, in December last ^^\{owed as Alediator 

vile worm of the dust, that a 

between God and this peopl • c t Christ 

replied, “ In the prayer you God 

was acknowledged as t^ o^y C^ wonder, 

and man; at which time, 1 as I am was 

that such a sinful and worthless worm as^^l 

allowed to represent Christ, in y ,u„oh.offerings 
far as to be b^ringing the PChhons and thanh otle 

of the people unto God, a^nd Mediator in some 

to the people; and used the 4"onfess 

differing light from that you hav g word, lest some 

I was soon uneasy that ' L ” - the Council 

would put a \vrong meaning th |„r>ronrieties of ex- 
admonished Mr. Bliss of nurUv^and fidelity in 

pression, hut bore witness to 1 1 ^g^m at 

his office. In I/04, wnii ^ i pieached m 

Concord, on Sunday afteinoon, ‘ , thought their 
the morning, and the Concord people thoug 


1 Records, 1735- 


‘■i Church Records, July, 1742- 
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minister gave them the better sermon of the two. It 
was also his last. 

The planting of the Colony was the effect of religious 
principle. The Revolution was the fruit of another 
principle,—the devouring thirst for justice. From the 
appearance of the article in the Selectmen’s warrant, in 
1765, “to see if the town will give the Representative 
any instructions about any important affair to be trans¬ 
acted by the General Court, concerning the Stamp 
Act; “ * to the peace of 1783. the Town Records breathe 
a resolute and warlike spirit, so bold from the first as 
hardly to admit of increase. 

It would be impossible on this occasion to recite all 
these patriotic papers. I must content myself with a 
few brief extracts. On the 24th January, 1774, in 
answer to letters received from the united committees 
of correspondence, in the vicinity of Boston, the town 
say: 

“ We cannot possibly view with indifference the past 
and present obstinate endeavours of the enemies of 
this, as well as the mother country, to rob us of those 
rights, that are the distinguishing glory and felicity of 
this land; rights, that we are obliged to no power, 
under heaven, for tlie enjoyment of; as they are the 
fruit of the heroic enterprises of the first settlers of 
these American colonies. And though we cannot but 
be alarmed at the great majority, in the British 
parliament, for the imposition of unconstitutional taxes 
on the colonics, yet, it gives life and strength to every 
attempt to oppose them, that not only the people of 
this, but the neighbouring juovinces are remarkably 
united in the important and interesting opposition, 
which, as it succeeded before, in some measure, by the 
blessing of heaven, so, we cannot but hojie it wUl be 
attended with still greater success, in future. 

** Resolved, That these colonies have been and still 
are illegally taxed by the British parliament, as they 
are not virtually represented therein. 

“ That the inirchasing commodities subject to such 


* Records. 
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illegal taxation is an explicit, though an impious and 
sordid resignation of the liberties of this free and happy 


people. , j 

“That, as the British parliament have enipowGied 

the East India Company to export their tea into 

America, for the sole purpose of raising a revenue irom 

hence; to render the design abortive, we will not, in 

this town, either by ourselves, or any from or under us, 

buy, sell, or use any of the East India Company s tea, 

or any other tea, whilst there is a duty for raising a 

revenue thereon in America; neither will we suffer any 


such tea to be used in our families. 

“ That, all such persons as shall purchase, sell or use 
any such tea, shall, for the future, be deemed unfriendly 
to the happy constitution of this country. 

“That, in conjunction with our brethren in America, 
we will risk our fortunes, and even our lives, in defence 
of his majesty, King George the Thircl, his person, 
crown and dignity; and will, also, with the sarne 
resolution, as his free-born subjects in this country, to 
the utmost of our power, defend all our rights inviolate 


to the latest posterity. , . 

“That, if any person or persons, inhabitants ot ttiis 

province, so long as there is a duty on tea, shall ynp^i 

any tea from the India House, in England, or be factors 

for the East India Company, we will treat them, m an 

eminent degree, as enemies to their country, and wi 1 

contempt and detestation. . . , 

“ That, we think it our duty, at this critical time ol 

our public affairs, to return our hearty thanks to ie 
town of Boston, for every rational measure they a\e 
taken for the preservation or recovery of our invaluame 
rights and liberties infringed upon; and we ^®1^’ 
should the state of our public affairs reqiuie i , 
they will still remain watchful and persevering, wi 
steady zeal to espy out everything that shall nave 
tendency to subvert our happy constitution. 

On the 27th June, near three 
upwards of twenty-one years of age, inhabi an 


• Town Records. 
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Concord, entered into a covenant. “ solemnly engaging 
with each other, in the presence of God, to suspend all 
commercial intercourse with Great Britain, until the 
act for blocking the harbour of Boston be repealed; 
and neither to buy nor consume any merchandise 
imported from Great Britain, nor to deal with those 

who do.” ^ . i.- 

In August, a ( ounty Convention met in this town, to 

deliberate upon tlie alarming state of public affairs, and 
published an admirable report.^ In Scidember, incensed 
at the new royal law which made the judges dependent 
on the crown, the inhabitants assembled on the common, 
and forbade the justices to open the court of sessions. 
This little town then assumed the sovereignty. It was 
judge and jury and council and king. On the 26th of 
the montli, the whole town resolved itself into a com¬ 
mittee of safety, “to supi)rcss all riots, tumults, and 
disorders in said town, and to aid all untainted magistrates 
in the execution of the laws of the land.” ^ It was then 
voted, to raise one or more companies of minute men, 
by enlistment, to be paid by the town whenever called 
out of town; and to jirovide arms and ammunition, 

“ that those who arc unable to inirchase them them¬ 
selves, may have the advantage of them, if necessity 
calls for it.” ^ In October, the Provincial Congress met 
in Concord. John Hancock was President. This body 
was composed of the foremost patriots, and adopted 
tlmsc efficient measures whose progress and issue belong 
to the history of the nation." 

The clergy of New England were, for the most part, 
zealous promoters of the revolution. A deep religious 
sentiment sanctified the thirst for liberty. All the 
military movements in this town were solemnized by acts 
of iniblic worship. In January, 1775, a meeting was 
held for the enlisting of minute-men. Rev. William 
Emerson, the Chaplain of the Provincial Congress, 
preached to the peojile. Sixty men enlisted and. in a 
few days, many more. On 13th March, at a general 

* Town Records. - Sec the Report in Sliattuck, p. 82. 

Records. 

^ Bradford, History of MassachusdtSy vol. i, p. 353. 
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review of all the military companies, he preached to 
a very full assembly, taking for his text, 2 Lhionicles 
xiii. 12, “And. behold. God himself is with us for oui 
captain, and his priests with sounding trumpets to ciy 
akrm against you.” ' It is said that all the services of 
that day made a deep impression on the people, even to 

the singing of the psalm. . , 

A large amount of military stores had been deposited 

in this town, by order of the Provincial Committee ot 

Safety. It was to destroy those stores, that the troops 

who were attacked in this town, on the 19th Apri, 


were sent hither by General Gage. 

The story of that day is weU known. In these 

peaceful fields, for the first time since a hundicd 
the drum and alarm-gun were heard, and the laiineis 
snatched down their rusty firelocks from the kitchen 
walls, to make good the resolute words of their town 
debates. In 'the field where the western abutment oi 
the old bridge may still be seen, about half a mile 
this spot, the first organized resistance was i^ 

British arms. There the Americans first shed Dritish 
blood. Eight hundred British soldiers, undei e 
command of Lieut.-Col. Francis Smith, had marched 
from Boston to Concord; at Lexington had filed upo 
the brave handful of militia, for w'hich a speedy 
was reaped by the same militia in the afternoon. W le 
they entered Concord, they found the mihtia an 
minute-men assembled under the coinniana o • 
Barrett and Major Buttrick. This little J 

though in their hasty council some were urgent to ^ a 
their ground, retreated before the enemy to the ig 
land on the other bank of the river, to wait lor 
forcement. Col. Barrett ordered the troops not to me, 
unless fired upon. The British following them across 
the bridge, posted two companies, amounting o a 
one hundred men, to guard the bridge, and r 

return of the plundering party. IMeantime, the , 

Acton, Bedford, Lincoln, and Carlisle, all once 
in Concord, remembering their parent town in i 


' Rev. W. Emerson’s MS. Journal. 
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of danger, arrived and fell into the ranks so fast, that 
Major Buttrick found liimscU superior in number to the 
enemy's party at the bridge. ‘ And wlicn the smoke 
began to rise from the village where the British were 
burning cannon - carriages and military stores, the 
Americans resolved to force their way into town. The 
English beginning to pluck up some of the planks of the 
bridge, the Americans qtiickcncd their pace, and the 
British fired one or two shots u]> the river, (our ancient 
friend here. Master l^lood, saw the water struck by the 
first ball;) then a single gun, the ball from which 
wounded Luther Blanchard and Jonas Brown, and then 
a volley, by which Captain Isaac Davis and Abner 
Hosmer of Acton were instantly killed. Major Buttrick 
leaped from the ground, and gave the command to fire, 
which was repeated in a simultaneous cry by all his 
men. The Americans fired, and killed two men and 
wounded eight. A head stone and a foot stone, on this 
bank of the river, mark the place whore these first 
victims lie. The British retreated immediately towards 
the village, and were joined by two companies of 
grenadiers, whom the noise of the firing had hastened 
to the s|)ot. The militia and minute-men,—every 
one from that moment being his own commander,— 
ran over the hills op))osite the battlefield, and across 
the great fields, into the east quarter of the town, to 
waylay the enemy, and annoy his retreat. The 
British, as soon as they were rejoined by the jdunder- 
ing detachment, began that disastrous retreat to Boston 
which was an omen to both parties of the event of 
the war. 


In all the anecdotes of that day’s events we may 
discern the natural action of the jicoplc. It was not an 
cxtraviigant eliullition of feeling, but might have been 
calculated on by any one acquainted with the sihrits 
and habits of our community. Those i>oor farmers who 
came iq), that day, to defend their native soil, acted 
from the simplest instincts. They did not know it was 
a deed of fame they were doing. These men did not 
babble of glory. Tliey never dreamed their children 
would contend who had done the most. They supposed 
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they had a right to their corn and their cattle, without 
paying tribut e to any but their own governors. And as 
they had no fear of man, they yet did have a fear of 
God, Capt. Charles Miles, who was wounded in the 
pursuit of the enemy, told my venerable friend who sits 
by me, that “he went to the services of that day, with 
the same seriousness and acknowledgement of God, 
which he carried to church.” 

The presence of these aged men who were in arms on 
that day, seems to bring us nearer to it. The benignant 
Providence which has prolonged their lives to this hour, 
gratifies the strong curiosity of the new generation. 
The Pilgrims are gone; but we see what manner of 
persons they were who stood in the worst perils of the 
Revolution. We hold by the hand the last of the 
invincible men of old, and confirm from living lips the 
sealed records of time. 

And you, my fathers, whom God and the history of 
your country have ennobled, may well bear a chief 
part in keeping this peaceful birth-day of our town. 
You are indeed extraordinary heroes. If ever men in 
arms had a spotless cause, you had. You have fought 
a good fight. And having quit you like men in the 
battle, you have quit yourselves like men in your 
virtuous families; in your cornfields; and in society. 
We will not hide your honourable gray hairs under 
perishing laurel leaves, but the eye of affection and 
veneration follows you. You are set apart, and 
forever,—for the esteem and gratitude of the human 
race. To you belongs a better badge than stars and 
ribbons. This prospering country is your ornament, 
and this expanding nation is multiplying your praise 
'vith millions of tongues. 

The agitating events of those days were duly re¬ 
membered in the church. On the second day after the 
affray, divine service was attended, in this house, by 
700 soldiers. William Emerson, the pastor, had a 
hereditary claim to the affection of the peopl^ being 
descended in the fourth generation from Edward 
Bulkeley, son of Peter. But he had merits 01 
o\vn. The cause of the colonies was so much in us 
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heart, that he did not cease to make it the subject of 
liis preaching and his i>rayers, and is said to Jiavc 
dce|)ly inspired many of his people with his own 
enthusiasm. He, at least, saw clearly the pregnant 
consequences of the 19th April. I have found within a 
few days, among some family pajjcrs, his almanac of 
1775, in a blank leaf of wliich he has written a narrative 
of the fight; 1 and, at the close of the month, he writes, 
“ This month remarkable for the greatest events of the 
jirescnt iige.” To jiromotc the same cause, he asked, 
and obtained of the town, leave toacce(>t the commission 
of chaplain to the Northern army, at Ticondcroga, and 
died, after a few months, of the distemper that prevailed 
in the camj). 

In the whole course of the war the town did not 
depart from this jilcdge it had given. Its little 
population of 1300 souls behaved like a party to the 
contest. The number of its troops constantly in service 
is very great. Its pecuniary burdens are out of all 
proportion to its capital. The economy so rigid which 
marked its earlier history, has all vanished. It spends 
profusely, affectionately, in the service. “Since.” say 
the plaintive records, “General Washington, at Cam¬ 
bridge, is not able to give but 24s. per cord for wood, 
for the army; it is Voted, that this town encourage the 
inhabitants to supi)ly the army, by paying two dollars 
per cord, over and above the General’s price to such as 
shaU carry wood thither;” - and 210 cords of wood 
were caiiicd.'** A similar order is taken respecting hay 
Whilst Boston was occupied by the British troops' 
Concord contributed to the relief of the inhabitants, /70 
in money; 225 bushels of grain; and a quantity of 
meat and wood. When, presently, the poor of Boston 
were quartered by the Provincial Congress on the 
neigdibourmg country, Concord received 82 persons to 
its hospitality.^ In the year 1775, it raised 100 minute- 
men, and 74 soldiers to serve at Cambridge. In March 
i 77 b> 145 were raised by this town to serv’e at 


1 See the Appendix (p 52), Note B. 
Shaltuck, p. 125. 


- Records, Dec. 1775. 
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Dorchester Heights.^ In June, the General Assembly of 
Massachusetts resolved to raise 5000 militia for six 
months, to reinforce the Continental Army. “Tlie 
numbers,” say they, “are large, but this Court has the 
fullest assurance, that their brethren, on this occasion, 
will not confer with flesh and blood, but will, without 
hesitation, and with the utmost alacrity and despatch, 
fill up the numbers proportioned to the several towns.” - 
On that occasion, Concord furnished 67 men, paying 
them itself, at an expense of £622. And so on, with 
every levy, to the end of the war. For these men it 
was continually providing shoes, stockings, shirts, coats, 
blankets and beef. The taxes, which, before the war, 
had not much exceeded £200 per annum, amounted, in 
the year 1782, to $9544. in silver.-* 

The great expense of the war was borne with cheer¬ 
fulness, whilst the war lasted; but years passed, after 
the peace, before the debt was paid. As soon as 
danger and injury ceased, the people were left at 
leisure to consider their poverty and their debts. The 
town records show how slowly the inhabitants recovered 
from the strain of excessive exertion. Their instructions 
to their representatives are full of loud complaints of 
the disgraceful state of public credit, and the excess of 
public expenditure. They may be pardoned, under 
such distress, for the mistakes of an extreme frugality. 
They fell into a common error, not yet dismissed to 
the moon, that the remedy was, to forbid the great 
importation of foreign commodities, and to prescribe 
by law the prices of articles. The operation of a new 
government was dreaded, lest it should prove expensive, 
and the country towns thought it would be cheaper if 
it were removed from the capital. They were jealous 
lest the General Court should pay itself too liberally, 
and our fathers must be forgiven by their charitable 
posterity, if, in 1782, before choosing a representative, 
it was “Voted, that the person who should be chosen 
representative to the General Court should receive 6s. 

’ Shattuck, p. 124 . 

“ Bradford, History of Massachusetts^ vol. ii. p. 113* 

^ Shattuck, p. 126 . 
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per day, whilst in actual service, an account of which 
time lie sliould bring to the town, and if it should be 
that the General Court should resolve, that their pay 
should be more than 6s., then the representative shall 
be licreby directed to pay the overplus into the town 
treasury." ^ This was securing the prudence of the 
])ublic servants. 

But whilst the town had its own full share of the 
public distress, it was very far from desiring relief at 
the cost of order and law. In 1786, when the general 
sufferings drove the people in parts of Worcester and 
Hampshire counties to insurrection, a large party of 
armed insurgents arrived in this town, on the 12th 
September, to hinder the sitting of the Court of Common 
Pleas. But they found no countenance here.- The 
same people who had been active in a County Conven¬ 
tion to consider grievances, condemned the rebellion, 
and joined the authorities in ])utting it down. In 1787, 
the admirable instructions given by the town to its 
re]>rcsentative arc a proud monument of the good sense 
and good feeling that jircvailcd. The grievances ceased 
with the adoption of the Federal constitution. The 
constitution of Massachusetts had been already accepted. 
It was put to the town of Concord, in October, 1776, 
by the Legislature, whether the existing house of 
representatives should enact a constitution for the 
State ? The town answered No.^ The General Court, 
notwithstanding, drafted a constitution, sent it here, 
and asked the town whether they would have it for 
the law of the State ? The town answered No, by a 
unanimous vote. In 1780, a constitution of the State, 
j)roposcd by the Convention chosen for that purpose, 
w'as accepted by the town with the reservation of some 
articles.^ And, in 1788. the town, by its delegate, 
accepted the new Constitution of the United States, 
and this event closed the whole scries of important 
public events in which this town played a part. 

’ Records, May 3. 

^ Hradford, J/istory of Massachusetts, vol. i. p. 266, and Records, 
9lh Septemoer. 

Records, 2ist October. i JHd„ 7th May. 
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From that time to the present hour, tins town lias 
made a slow but constant progress in populaliun and 
wealth, and the arts of peace. It has siiftLied neither 
from war, nor pestilence, nor famine, nor flagrant crime. 
Its population, in the census of 1830, was 2020 soul ^. 
The public ex :)enses, for the last year, amounted to 
S4290; for the present year, to 85040.^ If the 
community stints its expense in small matters, it spends 
freely on great duties. The town raises, this year, 
$1800 for its public schools; be^ides about Si200 
which are paid, by subscription, for private schools. 
This year, it expends S800 for its poor: the last year 
it expended 8900. Two religious societies, of differing 
creed, dwell together in good understanding, both 
promoting, we hope, the cause of righteousness and 
love. Concord has always been noted for its ministers. 
The living need no praise of mine. Yet it is among 
the sources of satisfaction and gratitude, this day, that 
the aged with whom is wisdom, our fathers’ counsellor 
and friend, is spared to counsel and intercede for the 
sons. 

Such, Fellow Citizens, is an imperfect sketch of the 
history of Concord. I have been greatly indebted, in 
preparing this sketch, to the printed but unpublished 
History of this town, furnished me by the unhesitating 
kindness of its author, long a resident in this place. I 
hope that History will not long remain unknown. The 
author has done us and posterity a kindness, by the 
zeal and patience of his research, and has wisely enriched 
his pages with the resolutions, addresses and instructions 
to its agents, which from time to time, at critical periods, 
the town has voted. Meantime, I have read with care 
the town records themselves. They must ever be the 
fountains of all just information respecting your 
character and customs. They arc the history of the 
town. They exhibit a pleasing picture of a community 
almost exclusively agricultural, where no man has much 
time for words, in his search after things ; of a community 
of great simplicity of manners, and of a manifest love of 


VOL.IV. 
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justice. For tlic most part, the town has deserved the 
name it wears. 1 find our annals inarked with a 
uniform ^^ood sense. I find no ridiculous l.ivss, no 
eave^droj)i)inj^ h'f^i-'lators, no hanj^ing of witches, no 
f^liosts. no \^hip|)in^4 of Onakers. no unnatinal dimes, 
'file t(nic of the records rises with the dignity of the 
event. These soiled and musty hooks arc luminous and 
electi'ic within. I he ohl town clerks did not s]teU \eiy 
correctly, hut they contrive to make pretty intelligihlc 
the will of a free and just community. Frugal our 
fathers were.—very frugal.—though, for the most part, 
they deal generoush’ hy their minister, and provide well 
for tlie schools and the poor. If. at any time, in 
common with most of our towns, tlu’y ha\'e cairied this 
economy to the verge of a vice, it is to he rememhered 
that a town is, in many respects, a financial coriunation. 
They economi/e, that they may sacrifice. They stmt 
and'higule on the price of a in-w. that they may send 
200 soldiers to (ieneral W’a-'hington to keep Ciieat 
Hritaiii at hay. For splendour, there must somewhere 
he rigid economy, d hat the head of the house may go 
hraye, tlie meinhers must he jilainly clad, and the 
town must saye that the State may spend. (M late 
years, the growth of ( oncord has heen slow. ithout 
nayigahle waters, without mineral riches, without any 
considerahle mill priyileges. the natural increase of her 
j^ojuilation is drained hy the constant c'migration of the 
youth. Her sons hayo settled the region around us, 
and far from us. Their wagmns hayc rattled down the 
remote western hills. And in eyery jiart of this country, 
and in many foreign t>arts. they plough the earth, they 
trayerse the sea, they engage in trade and in all the 
professions. 

Fellow Citizens : let uoi the solemn shadows of two 
hundred years, this day, fall oyer us in yain. 1 feel 
some unwillinyiu'ss to (piit the rememhranee of the past. 
With all the hope of the new 1 feel that we are leaving 
the old, F.\'ery moment carries us further from the two 
great epochs ol public ]U‘inci]de, the Planting, and the 
l^evolution of the ('olony. Fortunate and lavoured this 
town has heen, in ha\ ing received so largo an infusion 
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of the spirit of both of those periods. Humble as is 
our village in the circle of later and prouder towns that 
whiten the land, it has been consecrated hy the presence 
and activity of the purest men. Why need I remind 
you of our own Hosmers, Minotts, Cumings, Barretts, 
Beattons, the departed benefactors of the town ? On 
the village green have been the steps of Winthrop and 
Dudley; of John Eliot, the Indian ajjostle, who had a 
courage that intimidated those savages whom his love 
could not melt; of \\ hitelield, whose silver voice melted 
his great congregation into tears; of Hancock, and his 
compatriots of the provincial Congress; of Langdon, and 
the college over which he presided. But even more 
sacred influences than these have mingled here with the 
stieam of human life. The merit of those who fill a space 
in the world s history, who are borne forward, as it were, 
by the weight of thousands whom they lead, sheds a per¬ 
fume less sweet than do the sacrifices of private virtue. 
I have had much opportunity of access to anecdotes of 
families, and I believe this town to have been the dwell¬ 
ing place, in all times since its planting, of pious and 
excellent persons, who walked meekly through the paths 
of common life, who served God, and loved man, and 
never let go the hope of immortality. The benediction 
of their prayers and of their principles lingers around us. 
The acknowledgment of the Supreme Being exalts the 
history of this people. It brought the fathers hither. 
In a war of principle, it delivered their sons. And so 
long as a spark of this faith survives among the children’s 
children, so long shall the name of Concord be honest 
and venerable. 
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APPENDIX. 

NOTE A.—SEE P. 37. 

The followinpj iniinitcs from the Town Records in 
1692, niav serve as an example :— 

John CraRgin, aged al)oiit 63 years, and Sarah his 
wife, aet. about 63 years, do Imth testify upon oath, 
that, al)out 2 years ago, John Shepard, sen. of Concord, 
came (o our liousc in Ol^ournc, to treat with us, and give 
us a visit, and carried the said Sary Craggin to Concord 
with him, and there discoursed us in order to a marriage 
between his son, John Sliepard, Jr. and our daughter, 
Eliz. Oaggin, and, for our incouragement, and before us, 
did promise, that, ui)on the consummation of the said 
marriage, he, the said Jolm Shepard, sen. would give to 
his son, John Shejmrd, jun. the one half of his dwelling 
house, and the old barn, and the pasture before the 
barn: the old plow-land, and the old horse, when his 
colt was ht to ride, and his old oxen, when his steers 
were fit to work. All this he ]u*omised upon marriage 
as above said, which marriage was consummated upon 
March following, which is two years ago, come next 
March, Dated Feb. 25, 1692. Taken on oath before me, 
Wm. Johnson. 


NOTE B.-SEE P. 46. 

The importance which the skirmish at Concord Bridge 
dcriv’cd from subseciuent events, has, of late years, 
attracted much notice to the incidents of the day. 
There are, as might be expected, some discrepancies 
in the different narratives of the light. In the brief 
summary in tlie text, I have relied mainly on the deposi¬ 
tions taken by order of the Provincial Congress within a 
few days after the action, and on the other contemporary 
evidence. I have consulted the English narrative in the 
Massachusetts Historical Collections, and in the trial of 
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Horne (Cases adjudged in King's Bench ; London, 1800. 
vol ii. p. 677), the inscription made by order of the 
legislature of Massachusetts on the two field-pieces pre¬ 
sented to the Concord Artillery; Mr. Phinney s History 
of the Battle at Lexington; Dr. Ripley’s History ol 
Concord Fight; Mr. Shattuck’s narrative in his History 
besides some oral and some manuscript evidence 01 
eye - witnesses. The following narrative, written hy 
Rev William Emerson, spectator of the action, has never 
been published. A part of it has been m my possession 
for years; a part of it I discovered, only a lew days 
since, in a trunk of family papers:— 


177s, IQ April. This morning, between 1 and 2 o’clock, 
we were alarmed by the ringing of the bell, and uiiori 
examination found that the troops, to the number o 
800, had stole their march from Boston, in boats and 
barges, from the bottom of the Common over to a point 
in Cambridge, near to Inman’s Farm, and were at Lex¬ 
ington Meeting-house, half an hour before sunrise, where 
they had fired upon a body of our men, and (as we after¬ 
ward heard.) had killed several. This intelligence was 
brought us at first by Dr. Samuel Prescott, who narrouly 
escaped the guard that were sent before on horses, 
purposely to prevent all posts and messengers from 
giving us timely information. He, by the help o a very 
fleet horse, crossing several walls and fences, aiiivc 
at Concord at the time above mentioned; when several 
posts were immediately despatched, that returning con 
firmed the account of the regulars’ arrival at 
and that they were on their way to Concord. Upon this 
a number of our minute men belonging to this town, and 

Acton, and Lyncoln, with severM 

readiness, marched out to meet them ; while the alarm 

company were preparing to receive m ' 

CapL Minot, who commanded them, thought it proper 
to take possession of the hill above the mee mg , 
as the most advantageous situation. No ^0°"^ 
our men gained it, than we were met by 
panies that were sent out to meet the troops rvh 
informed us, that they were just upon us, and that we 
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must retreat, as their number was more than treble ours. 
We then retreated from the liill near the Liberty Pole, 
and took a new post l)ack of the town upon an eminence, 
where we formed into two battalions, and waited the 
arrival of the enemy. Scarcely had we formed, before we 
saw the British troojis at the distance of a quarter of a 
mile, glittering in arms, advancing towards us with the 
greatest celerity. Some were for making a stand, not¬ 
withstanding the superiority of their number ; but others 
more i>nKlcnt thought best to retreat till our strength 
should be cqu?l to the enemy’s by recruits from 
neighbouring towns that were continually coming in to 
our assistance. Accordingly we retreated over the bridge, 
when the troops came into the town, set fire to several 
carriages for the artillery, destioyed 6o bbls. flour, rifled 
several houses, took j)ossession of the town-house, 
destroyed 500 11). of balls, set a guard of 100 men at 
tlic North J^ridge, and sent uj) a party to the house of 
Col. Barrett, where they were in expectation of finding 
a quantity of warlike stores. But those were happily 
secured just before their arrival, by fransi>ortation into 
the woods and other byqdaces. In the meantime, the 
giuyd set by the enemy to secure the pass at the North 
Bridge were alarmetl by tlie ai)i)roach of our people, who 
had retreated, as mentioned before, and were now ad¬ 
vancing with sj)ecial orders not to fire upon the troops 
unless fired ujion. Tliese orders were so punctually 
observed that we received the fir' of the enemy in three 
several and separate discharges of their pieces before it 
was returned by our commanding officer ; the firing then 
soon became general for several minutes, in which 
skirmish two were killed on each side, and several of the 
enemy wounded. It may here be observed, by the way, 
that we were the more cautious to prevent beginning a 
rupture with the Iving s troops, as we were then uncertain 
what liad hai)i)cned at Lexington and knew [not]* 
that they had began the quarrel there by first firing 
upon our i)eople, and killing eight men upon the spot. 

^ ^ 1 he contex* and the testimony of some <.>f tlic svirviving veleruns 
incline me to think that this wortl was acciilcntaliy omitted. 

K. W. E. 
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The three companies of troops soon quitted then pos 
at the briie, and retreated in the greatest d.sordei and 
confusion to the main body, wlio were soon upon the 
march to meet them. For half an hour, the enemy, y 

their marches and counter-marches, discovered great 
fickleness and inconstancy of mind, advancing 

sometimes returning to their former posts > ^ 

they quitted the town, and retreated y V 

In the meantime a Party of our m n (150 took 
the hank wav through the Great Fields into the east 

quarter, and had placed themselves to Jymg m 

ambush behind walls, fences and buildings, ready 

Upon the enemy on their retreat. 
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MICHELANGELO.* 


T here arc few lives of cniinent men that are har¬ 
monious; few that fvirnish, in all the facts, an image 
cf)iTCsi)on(ling with their fame. Put all things recorded of 
M irhelaiigrlo I inonarroti agree togt'ther. I le lived one life; 
lu' pursued one career. He accomplished extraordinary 
works; he ut tered extraordinary words ; and in this great¬ 
ness was so little eccentricity, so true was he to the laws 
of the human mind, that his character and his works, like 
Sir Isaac XewtvUi’s, seem rather a part of nature than 
arbitrary i)rodttctions of the human will. Esix'cially we 
venciate his moral fame. Whilst his name belongs to 
Uie highest class of g<'nius. his life contains in it no 
injurious influence. ]-'.very line in liis biograjdiy might 
b(‘ read to the liumau race with wholesome effect. The 
means, the materials of liis activity, were coarse enough 
to l)eaj)])reciat('d. being addressed for the most part to 
the eye ; the results, sublime and all innocent. A purity 
severe and even terril)le goes out from the lofty pro¬ 
ductions ()f his pencil and liis chisel, and again from the 
more ju-rtect scul dure of his own life, which heals and 
exalts. ■■ He not ling common did. or mean,” and dying 
at the end of near ninety years, had not yet become old, 
but wasyiigaged in executing his grand conceptions in 
the meltac(‘ab!e aia hitixture of St. Peter’s. 

Above all men whose history we know, Michelangelo 
presents us with the perfect image of the artist. He is 
mi eminent master in the four line arts. Painting 
Senlptnre. Arehitecture and Poetry. In three of them 
by visibli* means, and in poetry liy words, he strove to 
express (he Ide.i of Heauty. This idea possessed him 
and determined all his activity. Heauty in the largest 
simse lieauty inwaixl aiul outward, comprehending 
grandeur as a ])art, and reaching to goodness as its 
sou .—this to receive and this to impart, was his genius 
It IS not without pleasure that we see. amid the falsehood 

' I'ro.n the M>r/A A’,|;uiu;,ry 
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and griefs of the human race, a soul at intervals born to 
behold and create only beauty. So shall not the inde¬ 
scribable charm of the natural world, the great spectacle 
of mom and evening which shut and open the most 
disastrous day, want observers. ^The ancient Greeks called 
the world Beauty; a name which, in our artiticial 

state of society, sounds fanciful and impertinent^ Yet, 
in proportion as man rises above the servitude to wealth 
and a pursuit of mean pleasures, he perceives that what 
is most real is most beautiful, and that, by the contem¬ 
plation of such objects, he is taught and exalted. Ihis 
tmth, that perfect beauty and perfect goodness are 
one, was made known to Michelangelo; and we shall 
endeavour by sketches from his life to show the direction 
and limitations of his search after this element. 

In considering a life dedicated to the study of Beauty, 
it is natural to inquire, what is Beauty ? Is this charm¬ 
ing element capable of being so abstracted by the human 

mind, as to become a distinct and permanent object ? We 

answer,(Beauty cannot be defined. (Like Truth, it is an 
ultimate aim of the human beingJ It does not lie within 
the limits of the understanding. ‘/The nature of the 
beautiful,”—we gladly borrow the language of Moritz, a 
German critic,—“ consists herein, that because the under¬ 
standing in the presence of the beautiful cannot ask, 

‘ Why is it beautiful ? ’ for that reason is it so. 1 here 
is no standard whereby the understanding can determine 
whether objects are beautiful or otherwise. What other 
standard of the beautiful exists, than the entire circuit 
of all harmonious proportions of the great system of 
nature ? All particular beauties scattered up and down 
in nature are only so far beautiful, as they suggest rnore 
or less in themselves this entire circuit of harmonious 
proportions.”/ This great Whole, the understanding 
cannot embrace. /Beauty may be felt. It may be 
produced. But it cannot be defined. J 
The Italian artists sanction this view of beauty by 
describing it as il piii nelV uno^ ” the many in one,’ or 
multitude in unity, intimating that what is truly 
beautiful seems related to all nature. A beautiful 
person has a kind of universality, and appears to have 
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truer conformity to all ])leasing ol)jccts in external 
nature than another. ICvery great work of art seems to 
talcc up into itself the excellencies of all works, and to 
present, as it were, a miniature of nature. 

In relation to this clement of Beauty, the minds of 
men div'ide themselves into two classes. In the first 
I)lace, all men liavc an organization corresponding more 
or less to the entire system of nature, and therefore a 
]>ower of deriving pleasure from Beauty. This is Taste. 
In the second place, certain minds, more closely 
harmonized with nature, possess the jiower of abstract¬ 
ing Beauty from things, and reproducing it in new 
forms, on any object to which accident may determine 
tlu'ir activity; as stone, canvas, song, history. This is 
Art. 

Since Beauty is thus an abstraction of the harmony 
and proportion that reigns in all nature, it is therefore 
studied in nature, and not in what does not exist. 
Hence tlie celebrated French maxim of Rhetoric, Ricn 
de beau qiic Ic vrai; Nothing is beautiful but what is 
true.” lit has a mucl* wider application than to Rhetoric ; 
as widc% namely, as the terms of the proposition admit. 
In art, Michelangelo is himself but a document or 
verification of this maxim. He laboured to express the 
beautiful, in the entire conviction that it only to be 
attained unto by knowledge of the true, frhe common 
eye is satisfied with the surface on which u rests. The 
wise eye knows that it is surface, and, if beautiful, only 
the result of interior harmonies, which, to him who 
knows them, compose the image of higher beautyJ 
Moreover, he knew well that only by an understanding 
of the intcrmil mechanism can the outside be faithfully 
delineated, triic walls of houses are transparent to the 
architect. The symptoms disclose the constitution to 
the ])hysician ; and to the artist it belongs by a better 
knowledge of anatomy, and, within anatomy, of life and 
thought, to ac(|uire the ])ower of true drawing, ) “ The 
human form,” says (ioethe, “cannot be comprehended 
through seeing its surface. It must be stripped of 
the muscles, its parts separated, its joints observed, its 
divisions marked, its action and counter-action learned \ 
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the hidden, the reposing, the foundation of the api)arent, 
must be searched, if one would really see and imitate 
what moves as a beautiful inseparable whole in living 
waves before the eye.”l Michelangelo dedicated him¬ 
self, from his childhoc/d to his death, to a toilsome 
observation of nature. The first anecdote recorded of 
him shows him to be already on the right road. 
Granacci, a painter’s apprentice, having lent him, 
when a boy, a print of St, Antony beaten by devils, 
together witli some colours and pencils, he went to the 
fish-market to observe the form and colour of fins and 
of the eyes of fish. Cardinal Farnese one day found 
him, when an old man, walking alone in tlie Coliseum, 
and expressed his surprise at finding him solitary 
amidst the ruins; to which he replied, “I go yet to 
school that I may continue to learn.” And one of the 
last drawings in his portfolio is a sublime hint of his 
own feeling; for it is a sketch of an old man with a 
long beard, in a go-cart, with an hour-glass before him; 
and the motto, Ancora imparo, “ I still learn.” 

In this spirit he devoted himself to the study of 
anatomy for twelve years; we ought to say rather, as 
long as he lived. The depth of his knowledge in 
anatomy has no parallel among the artists of modern 
times. Most of his designs, his contemporaries inform 
us, were made with a pen, and in the style of an 
engraving on copper or \vood; a manner more expressive 
but not admitting of correction. When Michelangelo 
would begin a statue, he made first on paper the 
skeleton ; afterwards, upon another paper, the same 
figure clothed with muscles. The studies of the statue 
of Christ in the Church of Minerva at Rome, made in 
this manner, were long preserved. 

It strikes those who have never given attention to the 
arts of design, as surprising that the artist should find so 
much to study in a fabric of such limited parts and dimen¬ 
sions as the human body. But it is the effect of reflection to 
disclose evermore a closer analogy between the finite form 
and the infinite inhabitant. (Man js^he highest, and indeed 
the only proper object of plastic art,' There needs no better 
proof of our instinctive feeling of the immense expression 
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of which the human figure is capable, than the uniform 
tendency wliicli the religion of every country has 
lietrayed towards AnthroiJomorphism, or attributing to 
the Deity the human form. And behold the effect of 
this familiar object every day! No acquaintance with 
the secrets of its mechanism, no degrading views of 
liuman nature, not the most swinish compost of mud 
and blood that was ever misnamed philosophy, can avail 
to hinder us from doing involuntary reverence to any 
exhibition of majesty or surpassing beauty in human clay. 

Yet our knowledge of its highest expression we owe 
to the Fine Arts. Not easily in this age will any man 
acquire by himself such perceptions of the dignity or 
grace of the human frame, as the student of art owes to 
the remains of Phidias, to the Apollo, the Jove, the 
p .ialings and statues of Michelangelo, and the works 
of Canova. There are now in Italy, both on canvas 
and in marble, forms and faces which the imagination 
is enricheil by contem))lating. Goethe says that he is 
but half Ihmself who has never seen the Juno in the 
Rondanini palace at Rome. Seeing those works true 
to human nature and yet superhuman, “ we feel that wo 
are greater than we know." ‘‘Seeing these works, we 
appreciate the taste which led Michelangelo, against 
the taste and against the admonition of his patrons, to 
cover the walls of churches witli tinclothcd figures, 
imj^ro])er,’' says his biographer, ‘‘ for the place, but 
proper for the exhibition of all the pomp of his profound 
knowledge." 

The love of beauty which never passes beyond outline 
and colour, was too slight an object to occupy the 
powers of his gi nius. There is a closer relation than is 
commonly thought between the fine arts and the xiseful 
arts; and it is an essential fact in the history of 
Michelangelo, that his love of beauty is made solid 
and perfect by his deep understanding of the mechanic 
arts. Architecture is the bond that unites the elegant 
and the economical arts, and his skill in this is a pledge 
of his capacity in both kinds. His Titanic hand^\Titing 
in marble and travertine is to be found in every part 
of Rome and Florence : and even at ^Vnice, on defective 
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evidence, he is said to have given the plan of the bridge 
of the Rialto. Nor was his a skill in ornament, or 
confined to the outline and designs of towers and 
fa(;ades, but a thorough acquaintance with all the secrets 
of the art, with all the details of economy and strength. 

When the Florentines united themselves with Veni(^, 
England and France, to oppose the power of the 
Emperor Charles V., Michelangelo was appointed 
Military Architect and Engineer, to superintend the 
erection of the necessary works. He visited Bologna to 
inspect its celebrated fortifications, and, on his return, 
constructed a fortification on the heights of San Aliniato, 
which commands the city and environs of Floience. 
On the 24th of October, 1529, the Prince of Orange, 
general of Charles V., encamped on the hills surrounding 
the city, and his first operation was to throw 
rampart to storm the bastion of San ]\Iiniato. His 
design was frustrated by the providence of Michel¬ 
angelo. Michel made such good resistance, that the 
Prince directed the artillery to demolish the tower. 
The artist hung mattresses of wool on the side exposed 
to the attack, and by means of a bold projecting comice, 
from which they were suspended, a considerable space 
was left between them and the wall. This simple ex¬ 
pedient was sufficient, and the Prince was obliged o 


turn his siege into a blockade. t ^ 

After an active and successful service to the 
six months, Michelangelo was informed of a treachery 
that was ripening within the walls. He commimica e 
it to the goverment with his advice upon it; bu w 
mortified by receiving from the government reproac le 
at his credulity and fear. He replied, “ th^ it 
useless for him to take care of the walls, if they \ 
determined not to take care of themselves, an 
withdrew privately from the city to Ferrara, and e 
to Venice. The news of his departure ,1 . 

general concern in Florence, and tie was ms y 
followed with apologies and importundies to • 

He did so, and resumed his office. On the 21st ot 

March, 1530, the Prince of Orange .-Zred 

storm. Michelangelo is represented as having 
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his defence so vigorously, that the Prince was compelled 
to retire. Hy tlie treachery liowevcr of the general of 
the Republic, Malatesta l^aglioni, all his skill was 
rendered unavailing, and the city cajntulated on the 9th 
of August. The excellence of the works constructed by 
our artist has been ap])roved by Vauban, who visited 
them and took a plan of them. 

In Rome, Michelangelo was consulted by Pope 
Paul III. in building the fortifications of San Borgo. 
He built the stairs of Ara Cadi leading to the Church 
once the temple of Jupiter ('apitolinus; he arranged the 
j)iazza of the Ca]>itol, and built its porticoes. He was 
charged with rebuilding the Pons Palatimis over the 
Tiber. He ])repared, accordingly, a large quanity of 
blocks of travertine, and was proceeding with the work, 
when, tlirough the inter\-ention of his rivals, this work 
was taken from him and intrusted to Nanni di Bacio 


liigio, wlio ])lays but a ])itiful part in Michel’s history. 
Nanni sold the travertine, and filled up the piers with 
gravel at a small expense. Michelangelo made known 
liis opinion, that the liridgc could not resist the force of 
the current ; and. one day riding over it on horseback, 
with his friend \'asari. he cried, “George, this bridge 
trembles under us ; let us ride faster lest it fall whilst 
we are upon it.” It fell, five years after it was built, 
in 1557, and is still called the “ Broken Bridge.” 

^Versatility of talent in men of undoubted ability 
always awakens the liveliest interest); and wo observe 
with delight, that, besides the sublimity and even ex¬ 
travagance of Michelangelo, he possessed an unexj>ected 
dexterity in minute mechanical contrivances. When 
the Sistine Chapel was juepaivd for him that he might 
jiaint the ceiling, he found the platform on which he 
was to work, suspended by ropes which i>assed through 
the ceiling. Michel demanded of San Gallo, the Pope's 
architect, how tliese holes wore to be repaired in the 
picture? San Gallo replied; “That was for him to 
consider, for the platform could be constructed in no 
other wav.” Michel removed the whole, and con- 
striicted a movable platform to rest and roll upon the 
floor, which is believed to be the same simple contrivance 
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which is used in Rome, at this day, to repair the walls 

of churches. He gave this model to a carpenter, who 

made it so profitable as to furnish a dowry for his two 

daughters. He was so nice in tools, that he made with 

his own hand the wimbles, the files, the rasps, the 

chisels and all other irons and instruments which he 

needed in sculpture; and, in painting, he not only 

mixed but ground his colours himself, trusting no one. 

And not only was this discoverer of Beauty, and its 

teacher among men, rooted and grounded in those severe 

laws of practical skill, which genius can never teach, 

and which must be learned by practice alone, but he 

was one of the most industrious men that ever lived. 

His diligence was so great that it is wonderful how he 

endured its fatigues. The midnight battles, the forced 

marches, the winter campaigns of Julius Caesar or 

Charles XIL do not indicate greater strength of body 

or of mind. He finished the gigantic painting of the 

ceiling of the Sistine Chapel in twenty months, a fact 

which enlarges, it has been said, the known powers of 

man. Indeed he toiled so assiduously at this painful 

work, that, for a long time after, he was unable to see 

any picture but by holding it over his head. A little 

bread and wine was all his nourishment; and he told 

\ asari that he often slept in his clothes, both because 

he was too weary to undress, and because he would rise 

m the^night and go immediately to work. “I have 

found, says his friend, " some of his designs in Florence, 

where, whilst may be seen the greatness of his genius, it 

may also be known that when he wished to take Minerva 

uom the head of Jove, there needed the hammer of 

Vulcan, He used to make to a single figure nine, ten, 

heads before he could satisfy himself, seeking 

that there should be in the composition a certain universal 

grace such as nature makes, saying, that “ he needed to 

have his compasses in his eye, and not in his hand, 

because the hands work whilst the eye judges.’' He was 

accustomed to say, “ Those figures alone are good, from 

which the labour is scraped off, when the scaffolding is 
taken away.” 

At near eighty years, he began in marble a group of 
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four figures for a dead ( hrist; because, he said, to 
exercise liiniself with the mallet was goc-d h-r liis health. 

And what did he accom])lish ? It does not fall within 
our design to give an account of liis works, yet for the 
sake of tlie comi>lel(“ne'-s of our sketch we will name the 
)rinci|)al ones. Sculj>ture. he called his art, and to it 
le regretted afterwards he liad not singly given himself. 
The st\i(‘of his paintings is monumental; anti even his 
j^oetry jiartakes of that character. In scul]>ture, his 
greate-^t work is the statue of Moses in the Church of 
Pietro in X’incoli, in Rome. It is a sitting statue of 
colossal size, and is designed to embody the Hebrew 
Law. I he lawgiver is supposed to ga/e upon the 
worshippers of the golden calf. The maje''tic wrath of 
the ligurt^ daunts the beholder. In the Pia/za del Gran 
Duca at Idorence, stands, in the open air. his David, 
about to hurl the stone at (ioliath. In the Church called 
tile .Minerva, at Rome, is liis Christ : an object of so 
nnuh devotion to the ]>eople. th.it the right foot has 
been shod with a bra/iai sandal to ]»revent it from 
being kissed away. In St. Peter's, is his Pieta, or dead 
Christ in the arms of Ins mother. In the Mausoleum of 
the Medici at k'lorence. are the tombs of Loren/o and 
Cosmo, with the grand st.itues of Night and Day, and 
Aurora and Twilight. Several st.itues of less fame, and 
bas-reliefs, arc in Rome and Idorence and Paris. 

His Paintings are in the Sistine Cha]vl. of which he 
first covered the ceiling witli the story of the creation, 
in successive compartments, with the great series of the 
Prophets and Sibyls in alternate tablets, and a series of 
greater and smaller fancy-]>ieces in the lunettes. This 
is his capital work ixiinted in fre>co. I'.very one of these 
juecos, every figure, every hand and fool and finger, is a 
study of anatomy and design. Slighting the secondary 
arts of colouring, and all the aids of graceful finish, he 
aimed exclusively, as a stern designer, to ex])ress the 
vigour and magnificence of his conce]>lions. l^pon the 
wall, over the altar, is ]iainted the Last Judgment. 

Of his designs, the most celebrated is the cartoon 
representing soldiers (oming out of the bath and arming 
themselves; an incident of the war of Pisa. The 
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wonderful merit of this drawing, which contrasts the 
extremes of relaxation and vigour, is conspicuous even 
in the coarsest prints. 

Of his genius for Architecture, it is sufficient to say 
that he built St. Peter’s, an ornament of the earth. He 
said he would hang the Pantheon in the air; and he 
redeemed his pledge by suspending that vast cupola, 
without offence to grace or to stability, over the 
astonished beholder. He did not live to complete the 
work; but is there not something affecting in the 
spectacle of an old man, on the verge of ninety years, 
carrying steadily onward with the heat and determina¬ 
tion of manhood, his poetic conceptions into progressive 
execution, surmounting by the dignity of his purposes 
all obstacles and all enmities, and only hindered by the 
limits of life from fulfilling his designs ? \'ery slowly 
came he, after months and years, to the dome. At last 
he began to model it very small in wax. When it was 
finished, he had it copied larger in wood, and by this 
model it was built. Long after it was completed, and 
often since, to this day, rumours are occasionally spread 
that it is giving way, and it is said to have been injured 
by unskilful attempts to repair it. Benedict XIV., 
during one of these panics, sent for the architect 
Marchese Polini, to come to Rome and examine it. 
Polini put an end to all the various projects of repairs, by 
the satisfying sentence; “ The cupola does not start, and if 
it should start, nothing can be done but to pull it down.’' 

The best commendation of his works is in their in¬ 
fluence. The impulse of his grand style was instantaneous 
upon his contemporaries. Every stroke of his pencil 
moved the pencil in Raphael’s hand. Raphael said, 
“I bless God I live in the times of Michelangelo.” 
Sir Joshua Reynolds, two centuries later, declared to 
the British Institution, “ I feel a self-congratulation 
m knowing myself capable of such sensations as he 
intended to excite.” 

It will be readily conceded that a man of such habits and 
such deeds made good his pretensions to a clear perception 
accurate delineation of external beauty. But inimit¬ 
able as his works are, his whole life confessed that his hand 

VOL.IV. E 
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was all inadequate to express his thought. “ He alone/* 
he said, “ is an artist whose hands can perfectly execute 
what his mind has conceived ; ” and such was his own 
mastery, that men said, “ the marble was flexible in his 
hands." Yet, contemplating ever with love the idea of 
absolute beauty, he was still dissatisfied with his own 
work. The things proposed to him in his imagination were 
such that, for not being able with his hands to express 
so grand and terrible concejitions, he often abandoned his 
work This is the reason why he so often only blocked 
his statue. A little before he died, he burned a great 
number of designs, sketches, and cartoons made by him, 
being imiiatient of their defects. Grace m living forms, 
except in very rare instances, did not satisfy hini. He 
never made but one portrait (a cartoon of Messer 
Tommaso di Cayalieri). because he abhorred to draw a 

likeness unless it were of infinite beauty. 

Such was liis devotion to art. But let no man suppose 
that the images which his spirit worshipped were mere 
transcripts of external grace, or that this profound soul 
w;is taken or holden in tlio chains of superficial beauty. 
To liim, of all men. it was transparent. Through it he 
beheld the eternal spiritual beauty which ever clothes 
itself with grand and graceful outlines, as its appropriate 
form. |He spoke of eternal grace as “ the frail and weary 
weed, in which God dresses the soul which he has called 
into Time." '• As from the fire, heat cannot be divided, 
no more can beauty from the eternal.*7 He was con- 
scious in his efforts of hi^licr Jiims thnn to address the 
eye. He sought, through the eye, to reach the soul. 
Therefore, as, in the first place, he sought to approach 
the Beautiful by the study of the True, so he failed not 
to make the next step of progress, and to seek Beauty 
in its highest form, that of Goodness. The sublimity of. 
his art 'is in his life. He did not only build a divine 
temple, and paint and carve saints and prophets. He 
lived out the same inspiration. There is no spot upon 
his fame. Tlie fire and sanctity of his pencil breathe 
in his words. W hen he was informed that Paul IV. 
desired he should paint again the side of the chapel 
where the Last Judgment was painted, because of the 
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indecorous nudity of the figures, he replied, Tell the 
Pope that this is easily done. Let him reform the world 
and he will find the pictures will reform themselves. He 
saw clearly that if the corrupt and ymlgar eyes, that 
could see nothing but indecorum in his terrific prophets 
and angels, could be purified as his own were pure, they 
would only find occasion for devotion in the same 
figures. As he refused to undo his work, Daniel di 
Volterra was employed to clothe the figures; hence 
ludicrously called 11 Braghetione. \Micn the Pope sug¬ 
gested to him that the chapel would be emiched “ 
figures were ornamented with gold, Michelangelo replied, 

“ In those days, gold was not worn ; and the chaiacteis 1 
have painted were neither rich nor desirous of wealth, but 
holy men, with whom gold was an object of contempt 
It was not until he was in the seventy-third year ot Ins 
age, that he undertook the building of St. Peter s. 
death of.San Gallo, the architect of the church, Paul lit 
first entreated, then commanded the aged artist, to assume 
the charge of this great work, which though commenced 
forty years before, was only commenced by Bramante, 
and ill continued by San Gallo. Michelangelo, who 
believed in his own ability as a sculptor, but distrusted 
his capacity as an architect, at first refused and then 
reluctantly complied. His heroic stipulation with me 
Pope was worthy of the man and the work. He 
required that he should be permitted to accept this work 
without any fee or reward, because he undertook it as a 

religious act; and, furthermore, that he should be absolu e 

master of the whole design, free to depart from the plans 
of San Gallo and to alter what had been already done. 

This disinterestedness and spirit,—no fee and no 
interference,—reminds one of the reward named by tne 
ancient Persian. When importuned to claim some 
compensation of the empire for the important seivices 
he had rendered it, he demanded, “that 
should neither command nor obey, but should be re . 
However, as it was undertaken, so was it pertormed. 
When the Pope, delighted with one of his chapels, sent 
him one hundred crowns of gold, as one month s w^s 
Michel sent them back. The Pope was angry, 
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avtist was imiTiovablc, Anii<lst cucllcss annoyances 
froni the envy jxncl interest of t]\c otVice-holdcrs and 
a^^fiits in the work whom 1 k' liad displaced, he steadily 
litHMied and executed liis vast iileas. 1 he combined 
drWirc to fulfil in everlasting stone, the conceptions of 
his mind, and to complete his worthy offering to 
Almighty (iod, sustained him through numberless 
vexaUtins with unbroken spirit. In answer to the 
importunate solicitations of the Duke of Tuscany that 
he would come to Florence, he replies that “ to leave 
St. Peter’s in the state in which it now was, would be 
to ruin the structure, and thereby be guilty of a great 
sin * ” that he hoped he should shortly see the execution 
of his j)lans brought to such a iK>int that they could no 
longer be interfered with, that this was the capital 
object of his wishes, " if.” he adds. *' I do not commit a 
great crime, by disapi>ointing the cormorants who are 

daily hoi>ing to got rid of me.” - , 

A natural fruit of the nobility of lus^ spirit is his 
admiration of Dante, to whom two of his sonnets are 
addressed. IK shared Dante's “ deep contempt of the 
vulgar, not of the simple inhabitants of lowly streets or 
humble cottages, but of that sordid and abject crowd 
of all classes, and all jdaces, who obscure, as much as 
in them lies, every beam of beauty in the universe. In 
like manner, be jiossessed an intense love of solitude. 
He h\ ed alone, and never or very rarely took his meals 
with any person. As will be supposed, he had a passion 
for the country, and in old age speaks with extreme 
treasure of his residence willi the hermits in the 
mountains of Spoleto; so much so that he says he is 
“only half in Rome, since, truly, peace is only to be 
found in the woods.” Traits of an almost savage 
indei>endence mark all bis history. Although he %vas 
rich, he lived like a ]M)or man. and never would receive 
a ]M'esent from any person; because it seemed to him 
that if a man gave him anything, he w^ always 
obligated to that imlividual. His friend \'asan mentions 
one 0 ( casion on which his scruples were overcome. It 
seems that Michel was accustomed to work at night 
with a jiasteboard cap or helmet on his head, into which 
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he stuck a candle, that his work might be lighted and 
his hands at liberty. Vasari observed that he did not 
use wax candles, but a better sort made of the tallow of 
goats. He therefore sent him four bundles of them, 
containing forty pounds. His servant brought them 
after night-fall, and presented them to him. ^lichel- 
angelo refused to receive them. “ Look you, Messer 
Michelangelo,” replied the man, “ these candles have 
well nigh broken my arm, and I will not carry them 
back; but just here, before your door, is a sj)ot of soft 
mud, and they will stand upriglit in it very well, and 
there I will light them all.”—“ Put them down, then.” 
returned Michel, “since you shall not make a bonfire 
at my gate.” Meantime he was liberal to profusion to 
his old domestic Urbino, to whom he gave at one time 
two thousand crowns, and made him rich in his service. 

Michelangelo was of that class of men who arc too 
superior to the multitude around them to command a 
full and perfect sympathy. They stand in the attitude 
rather of appeal from their contemporaries to their race. 
But he did not, therefore, fix his eye upon his own 
greatness, and avert it from the good works of others. 
It has been the defect of some great men, that they did 
not duly appreciate or did not confess the talents and 
virtues of others, and so lacked one of the richest sources 
of happiness and one of the best elements of humanity. 
This apathy perhaps ha])])ens as often from preoccupied 
attention as from jealousy. It has been suj^jiosed that 
artists more than others are liable to this defect. But 
l\Iichelangelo’s praise on many works is to this day 
the stamp of fame. Alichelangelo said of Masaccio’s 
pictures that when they were first painted they must 
have been alive. He said of his predecessor, the 
architect Bramante, that he laid the first stone of St. 
Peter’s, clear, insulated, luminous, with fit design for a 
vast structure. He often expressed his admiration of 
Cellini’s bust of Altoviti. He loved to ex})ress admira¬ 
tion of Titian, of Donatello, of Ghiberti, of Brunelleschi. 
And it is said that when he left Florence to go to Rome, 
to build St. Peter’s, he turned his horse's head on the 
last hill from which the noble dome of the Cathedral 



MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 


70 

4 

(built by Brunelleschi) is visible, and said, “ Like you, I 
will not build; better than you I cannot." Indeed, as 
we have said, the reputation of many works of art now 
in Italy derives a sanction from the tradition of his 
praise. It is more commendation to say, “ This was 
Michelangelo’s favourite," than to say, “This was 
carried to Paris by Najioleon." Michel, however, had 
the philosophy to say, “Only an inventor can use the 
inventions of others." 

There is yet one more trait in Michelangelo’s history, 
which humanizes his character without lessening its 
loftiness; this is his |>latonic love. He was deeply 
enamoured of the most accomidished lady of the time, 
Vittoria Colonna, the widow of the Marquis di Pescara, 
who, after the death of her husband, devoted herself to 
letters, and to the writing of religious jioctry. She was 
also an admirer of his genius, and came to Rome re¬ 
peatedly to sec him. To her his sonnets are addressed; 
and they all breathe a chaste and divine regard, 
unparalleled in any amatory poetry except that of 
Dante and Petrarch. 'I'hey arc founded on the thought 
thatjbeauty is the virtue of the body, as virtue is the 
beauty of the soul; that a beautiful jicrson is sent into 
the world as an image of the divine beauty, not to 
provoke but to i)urify the sensual into an intellectual 
and divine love.)| He enthrones his mistress as a 
benignant angel, who is to reline and ])erfcct his own 
character, ( ondivi, his friend, has left this testimony; 
“ I have often heard Michelangelo reason and dis¬ 
course upon love, but never heard him speak otherwise 
than upon platonic love. As for me, I am ignorant 
what Plato has said upon this subject; but this I know 
very well, that, in a long intimaev, I never heard from 
his mouth a single word that was not perfectly decorous 
and having for its object to extinguish in youth every 
im])roi)er desire, and that his own nature is a stranger to 
de]:)ravity." The ]>oems themselves cannot be read 
without awakening sentiments of virtue. An eloquent 
vindication of their philosojdw may he found in a 
Iiajicr by Signor Radici in the lamdon “Retrospective 
Review," and. by the Italian scholar, in the Discourse of 
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Benedetto Varchi upon one sonnet of Michelangelo, con¬ 
tained in the volume of his poems published by Biagioli, 
from which, in substance, the views of Radici are taken. 

Towards his end, there seems to have grown in him 
an invincible appetite of dying, for he knew that his 
spirit could only enjoy contentment after death, bo 
vehement was this desire that, he says, “his soul can 
no longer be appeased by the wonted seductions ol 
painting and sculpture.” A fine melancholy, not 
unrelieved by his habitual heroism, pervades his thoughts 
on this subject. At the age of eiglity years, he wrote to 
Vasari, sending him various spiritual sonnets he had been 
composing, and tells him “ he is at the end of his life, tha 
he is careful where he bends his thoughts, that he sees 
it is already twenty-four o’clock, and no fancy aiose m 
his mind but death was sculptured on it' In con¬ 
versing upon this subject with one of his friends, that 
person remarked, that Michel might well grieve that 
one who was incessant in his creative labours shoul 
have no restoration. “ No,” replied Michel, it is 
nothing; for,(if life pleases us, death, being a work ot 
the same master, ought not to^ displease ns.y nut a 
nobler sentiment, uttered by him, is contained in ms 
reply to a letter of Vasari, who had informed him 01 t e 
rejoicings made at the house of his nephew Lionardo, a 
Florence, over the birth of another Buonarroti. Micne 
admonishes him that ” a man ought not to snnle, w cn 
all those around him weep; and that we ought not o 
show that joy when a child is born, which shoula e 

reserved for the death of one who has lived . 

Amidst all these witnesses to his independence, is 
generosity, his purity and his devotion, are we no 
authorized to say that this man was penetrated wit \ 
love of the highest beauty, that is, goodness; fha 
was a soul so enamoured of grace, that it could uo s l 
to meanness or depravity; that art was to hiin 
means of livelihood or road to fame, but the en 
living, as it was the organ through which he soug 1 
suggest lessons of an unutterable wisdom; ^ - 

was a man who lived to demonstrate that to the ‘ 
faculties, on every hand, worlds of grandeur an g 
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arc opened, which no profane eye and no indolent eye 
can behold, but which -to see and to enjoy, demands the 
severest discipline of all the jdiysical, intellectual, and 
moral faculties of the individual ? 

The city of Tlorence, on the river Arno, still treasures 
the fame of tins man. There, his ]>icturc hangs in every 
window; there, the tradition of his opinions meets the 
traveller in every spot. " Do you see that statue of 
St. {'.corge ? Michelangelo asked it why it did not 
speak.”—" Do you see tliis fine church of Santa Maria 
Novella? It is that wliich Michelangelo called ‘ his 
bride.’ Look at these broiue gates of the Baptistery, 
with their high reliefs, cast by Ghiberti five hundred 
years ago. Michelangelo said, ‘they were fit to be 
the gates of Paradise,’ ’’—Here is the church, the 
palace, the Laurentian library, he built. Here is his 
own house. In tlie church of Santa Croce are his mortal 
remains. Whilst lie was yet alive, he asked that he 
might be buried in that church, in such a spot that the 
dome of the cathedral might be \ isible from his tomb 
when the doors of the church stood open. And there 
and so is he laid. The innumerable jiilgrims whom the 
genius of Italy draws to the city, <luly visit this church, 
which is to Idorence what Westminster Abbey is to 
England. There, near tlie tomb of Nicholas Machiavelli, 
the historian and )>hilosopher; of (ialileo, tlie great¬ 
hearted astronomer ; of l^)OCcaccio, and of Alfieri, stands 
the monument of Michelangelo Buonarroti. Ihree 
significant garlands arc sculptured on the tomb; they 
should be four, but that his countrymen feared their 
own jiartiality. The forehead of the bust, esteerned a 
faithful likeness, is furrowed with eight deep wrinkles 
one above another. The traveller from a distant 
continent, who gazes on that marble brow, feels that he 
is not a stranger in the foreign church ; for the great 
name of Michelangelo sounds hospitably in his ear. 
He was not a citizen of any country ; he belonged to 
the human race; he was a brother and a friend to all 
who acknowledge the beautv that beams in universal 
nature, and who seek by labour and self-denial to 
apiiroach its source in perfect goodness. 
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MILTON.' 

T he discovery of the lost work of Hilton, the 
treatise “Of the Christian Doctrine," in 1823, drew 
a sudden attention to his name. For a short time the 
literary journals were filled with disquisitions on his 
genius; new editions of his works, and new compilations 
of his life, were published. But the new-found book 
having in itself less attraction than any other work of 
Milton, the curiosity of the public as quickly subsided, 
and left the poet to tlie enjoyment of his permanent 
fame, or to such increase or abatement of it only as is 
incidental to a sublime genius, quite independent of the 
momentary challenge of universal attention to his claims. 

But if the new and temporary renown of the poet 
is silent again, it is nevertheless true, that he has 
gained, in this age, some increase of permanent praise. 
(The fame of a great man is not rigid and stony like his 
bust. It changes with time. It needs time to give it 
due perspective.^ It was very easy to remark an altered 
tone in the criticism when Milton re-appeared as an 
author, fifteen years ago, from any that had been 
bestowed on the same subject before. It implied 
merit indisputable and illustrious; yet so near to the 
modern mind as to be still alive and life-giving. The 
aspect of Milton, to this generation, will be part of 
the history of the nineteenth century. There is no 
name in literature between his age and ours that 
rises into any approach to his own. And as a man’s 
fame, of course, characterizes those w'ho give it, as 
much as him who receives it, the new criticism indicated 
a change in the public taste, and a change which the 
poet himself might claim to have wrought. 

The reputation of Milton had already undergone one 
or two revolutions long anterior to its recent aspects. 
In his lifetime, he was little or not at all known as a 
poet, but obtained great respect from his contemporaries 
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as an accomplished scholar and a formidable 
controvertist. His poem fell unregarded among his 
countrymen. His prose writings, especially the 
■' Defence of the English People, seem to have been 
read with avidity. These tracts are rernarkable com¬ 
positions. They are earnest, spiritual, nch^ vvith 
alUision, sparkling with innumerable ornarnents, but, 
as writings designed to gain a practical point, they tail. 
They are not effective, like similar productions of Swift 
and Burke; or. like what became, also controversial 
tracts, several masterly speeches in the history of the 
American Congress. Milton seldom deigns a glance at 
the obstacles that are to be overcome before that which 
he iiroposes can be done. There is no attempt 
to conciliate,—no mediate, no preparatory course 
suggested,—but. peremptory and impassioned, he 
demands, on the instant, an ideeil lustice. , 1 herein 
they are discriminated from modern vvritings, in which 
a regard to the actual is all but univ'eisal. 

Their rhetorical excellence must also suffer some 
deduction. They have no perfectness. These writings 
are wonderful for the truth, the learning, the subtilty 
and pomp of the language; but the whole is saenneed 
to the i>articular. Eager to do ht justice to each 
thought, he does not subordinate it so as to project 
the main argument. He writes whilst he is heated; the 
iMcce shows all the rambles and resources of indignation, 
but he has never integrated the jiarts of the arjjumcnt 
in his mind. The reader is fatigued with admiration, 
but is not yet master of the subject. _ 

Two of his pieces may be excepted from this de- 
scrijition, one for its faults, the other for its excellence. 
The “Defence of the People of England,” on which his 
contemporary fame w;is founded, is, when divested of its 

jiure Latinity, the worst of his works. Only 
aim, and a few elevated passages, can save it. We coula 
be well content, if the flames to which it was condemned 
at Paris, at Toulouse, and at London, had utterly con¬ 
sumed it. The lover of his genius will always legret 
that he should not hav e taken counsel of his own lofty 
heart at this, as at other times, and have written from 
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the deep convictions of love and right which are the 
foundatwns of civil liberty. There is i tie po^^t^y^or 

prophecy in this mean and ribalcl • fiesi„n 

Llmsi^, not to acquit England, is the mam des. n 

What under heaven had Madame ^e Saumai^e m the 

manner of living of Sauniaise. or Sataiasius oi ' ^ b undt s 

of grammar, or his niceties o diction 

solemn question whether Chatles Stu cv[i[cii\ 

rightly slain? Though it evinces learning and cii c 

skill, yet, as an historical argument it be r aluJ 

with similar disquisitions of Robertson and ^ “ 

even less celebrated scholars. But, when >« “^es to 
speak of the reason of the thing, then he ^ 

himself. The voice of the mob 

speaks. And the peroration, in '“'" . ^‘"'aeedf 

countrymen to refute this adveisary by t i S 

is in a just spirit. The ot'«r piece is his Areopa^ 
gitica,” the discourse, addressed to tbe Pai amc 
favour of removing the censorship of i ...i.p,’. cnid 

most splendid of his prose works. It is, as hands 

of oni of Melancthon’s writings, alive. hands 

and feet,-and not like Erasmus's sentences. ''‘-J' 
made, not grown.” The weight of the . 
equalled by the vivacity of the expression an tceus 
as well as teaches. This tract is far the _^est knmin 

and the most read of all, and is st"/, "'Xble in 
reasons lor the freedom of the press. It s , . 

history as an argument addressed to a Sir>' 
produce a practical end, and plainly presupp 

peculiar state of society. . • ,,,u\ch 

But deeply as that peculiar state of soc e y, m vluch 

and for which ^lilton wrote, has . ,.rh\r\\ 

remembrance of the world, it shares the ^ 
overtakes everything local and personal m . . ’ 

the accidental facts on which a into 

fought have already passed, or are .P, ^ 

oblivion. We have lost all /• innate 

redoubted disputant of a sect; but by u .yorld’s 

worth this man has steadily m he^ world ^ 

reverence, and occupies a more imposing 1 ‘ 
mind of men at this hour than ever be ore. 
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Tt is the as])cct which he ])resents to this generation, 
that alone concerns us. Milton the controvertist has lost 
his popularity long ago; and if we skip the pages of 
“ Paradise host” where “God the Father argues like a 
school divine.” so did the next age to lus own. P>ut, 
we are persuaded, he kindles a love and emulation in us 
which lu- did not in foregoing generations. We think 
we have seen and heard criticism upon the poems, which 
the bard himself would have more valued than the 


retorded praise of Drydcn, Addison and Johnson, 
l)e( ause it came nearer to the mark; was finer and 
(loser ap])reciation; the j^raisc of intimate knowledge 
and delight : and. of course, more welcome to the poet 
than the gcmeral and vague acknowledgment of his 
genius by those able but unsympathizing critics. We 
think w(‘ have heard the recitation of his verses by 
genius which found in them that wliich itself would say; 
recitation which told, in the diamond sharpness of 
every articulation, that now first was such perception 
and enjoyment pos>il)le; the perception and enjo^Tnent 
of all his varied rhvlhm, and his perfect fusion of the 
classic and tlu* l'higli>h styles. This is a ]>oi‘t*s right; for 
e\-ery master]>iece of art goes on for some ages reconciling 
the world unto itself and despotically fashioning the 
])ublic (‘ar. 'fhe ()j)position to it, always grciitest at first, 
continually decreases and at last ends; and a new race 
grows up in the taste and spirit of the work, with the ut¬ 
most advantage for seeing intimately its power and beauty. 

Put it would be gii'at injustice to Milton to consider 
him as enjoying merely a critical reputation. It is the 
prerogative of this great man to stand at this hour 
foremo>t of all men in literary history, and so (shall we 
not say ?) of all men. in the ])ower to Virtue 

goes out of him into others. Leaving out of view the 
pretensions of our contemporaries (always an incalculable 
inlluence), we think no man can be named whose mind 
still acts on the cultivated intellect of England and 
America with an energy com]>arable to that of Milton. 
As a ])oet, Shakesiieare undoubledly transcends, and far 
surpasses him in his ])0]Hilarity with foreign nations; 
but Shakespeare is a voice merely; who and what he 
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was that sang, that sings, we know not. Jlilton stands 
erect, commanding, still visible as a man among men, 
and reads the laws of the moral sentiment to the new¬ 
born race. There is something pleasing m the aitection 
with which we can regard a man who died a huncliea 
and sixty years ago in the other hcmispheie, w lo, m 
respect to personal relations, is to us as the wind, yet 
by an influence purely spiritual niakes us jealous tor 
his fame as lor that of a near friend. He is identifted 
in the mind with all select and holy images with the 

supreme interests of the human race. If ^ 

attain any more precision, we proceed to say that ise thmk 

no man in these later ages, and few men ever, 
so great a conception of the manly char^ter. 
than any other he has discharged the office of e\ ery 
great man, namely, to raise the l^ea of Man m the 
minds of his contemporaries and of 
after nature a life of man, exhibiting such a 
of grace, of strength and of virtue, as P.°® , 
described nor hero lived. Human nature g - 

is indebted to him for its best portrait. , i-ZTillv 

osophers in England, France and Germany, hav ‘ 7 

dedicated their study to this problem; a^d we think it 
impossible to recall one in those countries 

municates the same vibration of hope, of se - ’ 

of piety, of delight in beauty, which he name of M on 
awakens. Lord Bacon, who has written jnd "th 
prodigious ability on his science, shrin ;s ^..^on’s 
before the absolute and uncourtly lurit. . h ^ 
Essays are the portrait of an ambitious and P™ 

calculator,—a great man of the vulgar s • , , j ^ 

upper worid of man's being they speak few and famt 

words. The man of Locke is vir u Ajj^ison 
enthusiasm and intelligent without Po;‘^y- pke 

Pope, Hume and Johnson, students, \\i 7 

temper and success, of the same subjec ’ 
together, make any pretension to Ue am 
quality of Milton's inspirations. The 

Chesterfield is unworthy to touch his S citizen, 

Franklin’s man is a frugal, inoffensive thrdty^ c^z^^, 

but savours of nothing heroic. T ? 
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has not, even in her best clays, yet culminated in any 
one head,—not in Rousseau, not in Pascal, not in 
Fenelon.—into such percej)tion of all the attributes of 
humanity as to entitle it to any rivalry in those lists. 
In Germany, the greatest writers arc still too recent to 
institute a comparison ; and yet we are tempted to 
say that art and not life seems to be the end of their 
effort. But the idea of a purer exi’^tence than any he 
saw around him, to be realized in the life and conversa¬ 
tion of men, inspired every act and every writing of 
John Milton. He defined the object of education to be, 

“ to fit a man to perform justly, skilfully and mag¬ 
nanimously all the ofhees, both juivatc and public, of 
peace and war.” He declared that ” he who would 
as])ire to write well hereafter in laudable things, ought 
himself to be a true poem ; that is, a composition and 
pattern of the best and honourablest things, not pre¬ 
suming to sing high praises of heroic men or famous 
cities, unless he have in himself the experience and the 
practice of all that which is jiraisoworthy.” Nor is 
there in literature a more noble outline of a wise 
external education, than that which he drew up, at the 
age of thirty-six, in his Letter to Samuel Hartlib. The 
muscles, the nerves and the flesh with which this 
skeleton is to be filled up and covered, exist in his 
works and must be sought there. 

For the delineation of this heroic image of man. 
Milton enjoyed singular advantages. Perfections of 
body- and of mind are attributed to him by his 
biographers, that, if the anecdotes had come down from 
a greater distance of time, or had not been in j^art 
furnished or corroborated by political enemies, would 
lead us to suspect the portraits were ideal, like the 
Cyrus of Xeno])hon, the Telemachus of Fenelon, or tlie 
popular traditions of Alfred the Great. 

Handsome to a ])roverb, he was called the lady of his 
college. Aubrey says, ” This harmonical and ingenuous 
soul dwelt in a beautiful and well-proportioned body.’* 
His manners and carriage did him no injustice. Wood, 
his political o]>ponent, relates that “ his deportment was 
affable, his gait erect and manly, bespeaking courage and 



MILTON. 


79 


undauntedness.'’ Aubrey adds a sharp trait, that “he 
pronounced the letter R very hard, a certain sign ol 
satirical genius." He had the senses of a Greek. His 
eye was quick, and he was accounted an excellent 
master of his rapier. His ear for music was so acute, 
that he was not only enthusiastic in his love, but a skil¬ 
ful performer himself; and his voice, we are told, was 
delicately sweet and harmonious. He insists that music 
shall make a part of a generous education. 

With these keen ])erceptions, he naturally received a 
love of nature and a rare susceptibility to impressions 
from external beauty. In the midst of London, he 
seems, like the creatures of the held and the forest, 
to have been tuned in concord with the order of the 
world; for, he believed, his poetic vein only flowed 
from the autumnal to the vernal equinox; and, in his 
essay on Education, he doubts whether, in the fine 
days of spring, any study can be accomiflished by 
young men. In those vernal seasons of the year 
when the air is calm and pleasant, it were an injury and 
sullenness against nature not to go out and see her 
riches^ and partake in her rejoicing with heaven and 
earth, j His sensibility to impressions from beauty 
needs no proof from his history; it shines through every 
page. The form and the voice of Leonora Baroni 
^ fo have captivated him in Rome, and to her he 
addressed his Italian sonnets and Latin epigrams. 

To these endowments it must be added that his 
^dress and his conversation were worthy of his fame. 
His house was resorted to by men of wit, and foreigners 
came to England, we are told, “to see the Lord 
rotector and Mr. Milton," In a letter to one of his 
oreign correspondents, Emeric Bigot, and in reply 
apparently to some compliment on his powers of con- 
ersation, he writes: “Many have been celebrated for 

• ^ whose common conversation and 

ercour^ have betrayed no marks of sublimity of 

possible, I aim to show myself 
ai m thought and speech to what I have written, if 
1 have written anything well.” 

cse endowments received the benefit of a careful 
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and happy discipline. His father's care, seconded by 

his own endeavoAr, introduced him to a profound skill m 
all the treasures of the Latin, Greek, Hebrew and Italian 
tongues ; and, to enlarge and enliven his elegant learning, 
he was sent into Italy, where he beheld the remains of 
ancient art, and the rival works of Raphach Michel- 
aiitrelo and Correggio; where, also, he received social 
and academical honours from the learned and the great 
In Paris, he became acquainted with Grotius, in 
Elorcncc or Rome, with Galileo; and probalily no 
traveller ever entered that country of history with better 
ri"ht to its hospitality, none upon whom its influences 

could have fallen more congenially. 

Among the ad ,'antages of his foreign travel Milton 

certainly did not count it the least that it con ributed 
to forge and polish that great weapon of which he 
acquired such extraordinary ma^^tcry,—his power of 
language. His lore of foreign tongues added daily to his 
consuiLate skill in the use of his own. No individual 
writer has been an equal benefactor of the English tongue 
by showing its capabilities. Very early in ifc he became 
conscious that he had more to say to his fellow-men than 
thev had fit wards to embody. At mnotcen years, in a 
collcce exercise, he addresses bis native language, saying 
to it that it would be his choice to leave tnilcs for a 

grave argument— 


ti 


Such as may make thee search thy coffers round, 
Ilefore tlum clothe my fancy in fit sound ; 

Such where the deep transported mind may soar 
Above the wheeling poles, and at Heaven s door 

Look in, and see each blis-sful deity, 

How he before ibc thunderous llironc doth lie. 


Michelangelo calls “him alone an artisL ^wliose 
hands can execute what his mind has conceded, 
world, no doubt, contains many of that class ol men 
whom Wordsworth denominates siloU pods, 

minds teem with images whieh they 

clothe. But ^niton’s mind seems to have no thougnt or 

emotion which refused to be recorded. His mastery ot 

his native tongue was more than to use it as well as any 
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other; he cast it into new forms. He uttered in it 
things unheard before. Not imitating but rivalling 
Shakespeare, he scattered, in tones of prolonged and 
delicate melody, his pastoral and romantic fancies; then, 
soaring into unattempted strains, he made it capable of 
an unknown majesty, and bent it to express e\ciy tiait 
of beauty, every shade of thought; and searched the 
kennel and jakes as well as the palaces of sound for the 
harsh discords of his polemic wrath. We may even 
apply to his performance on the instrument of language, 
his own description of music ; 

« —noles, with many a winding bout 
Of linked sweetness long drawn out, 

With wanton heed and giddy cunning, 

The melting voice through mazes running, 

Untwisting all the chains that lie 
The hidden soul of harmony.” 

But, whilst Jlilton was conscious of possessing this 
intellectual voice, penetrating through ages and i^ro- 
pelling its melodious undulations forward through the 
coming world, he knew that this mastery of language 
was a secondary power, and he respected the mysterious 
source whence it had its spring; namely, clear concep¬ 
tions and a devoted heart. “ For me,” he said, in his 
'‘Apology for Smectymnuus,” “although I cannot say 
that I am utterly untrained in those rules which best 
rhetoricians have given, or unacquainted with those 
examples which the prime authors of eloquence have 
written in any learned tongue, yet true eloquence 1 nna 
to be none but the serious and hearty love of truth, 
and that whose mind soever is fully possessed with a 
fervent desire to know good things, and with the dearest 
charity to infuse the knowledge of them into others, when 
such a man would speak, his words, by what i can 
express, like so many nimble and airy seivitors, rip 
about him at command, and in well-ordered files, as e 
would wish, fall aptly into their own places. , 

But, as basis or fountain of his rare physical and 
intellectual accomplisliments, the man ^i^^on was ] 
and devout. He is rightly dear to mankind, because 

VOL. IV. 
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him among so many perverse and partial men of genius, 
lum humanity rights itself; the old eternal good¬ 
ness finds a home in his breast, and for once shows itself 
beautiful. His gifts arc subordinated ^ 
sentiments. And his virtues are so graceful that they 
seem rather talents than labours. Among so many 
contrivances as the Nvoild has seen to make holiness 
iiclv in Milton at least it was so pure a flame, ^he 
foremost impression his character makes is that of 
elecrancc. The victories of the conscience m him are 
gained by the commanding charm winch all the severe 
mid restrictive virtues have for him. His virtues remind 
us of what Plutarch said of Tmiolcons victories, that 
they resembled Homer's verses, they ran so easy and 
natural. His habits of living were austere. He vios 
abstemious in diet, chaste, an early riser, and industri¬ 
ous. He tells us, in a Latin poem, that the lyiist may 
indulge in wine and in a freer life ; but that he who would 
write an epic to the nations, must eat beans and drink 
water Yet in his severity is no grimace or eflort. He 
serves from love, not from fear. He is innocent and exact, 
because his taste was so ])urc and delicate. He acknow¬ 
ledges to his friend Diodati, at the age of twenty-one, that 
he is enamoured, if ever any was, of moral perfection. 

" For, whatever the Deity kavc bestowed upon me 
in other respects, he has certainly inspired me, if any ever 
were inspired, with a passion for the good and fair. Nor 
did Ceres, according to the fable, oyer seek her daughter 
Proserinne with such unceasing solicitude, as I have sought 
this 7..0 .Yb,.-, this perfect model of the beautiful 

in all forms and appearances of things. ^ 

When ho was charged with loose habits of living, he 
declares, that “ a certain nicencss of nature, an honest 
haughtiness and self-esteem either of what I was or what 
1 might he, and a inode-'ty, kept me still above those low 
descents of mind beneath which he must deject ana 
plunge himself, that can agree” to such degradation. 
■‘His mind gave him.” he said, ‘‘that every free and 
gentle spirit, without that oalh of chastity, ought to he 
horn a knight; nor needed to expect the gilt s^yir, or 
the laying of a sword upon his shoulder, to stir him up, 
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by his counsel and his arm, to secure and piotect 
attempted innocence. 

He states these things, he says, ‘ to show, that, 
though Christianity had been but slightly taught him, 
yet a certain reservedness of natural disposition and 
moral discipline, learned out of the noblest philosophy, 
was enough to keep him in disdain of far less incon¬ 
tinences than these,” that had been charged on him. 
In like spirit, he replies to the suspicious calumny 

respecting his morning haunts. “ 1 hose morning haunts 

are where they should be, at home; not sleeping, or 
concocting the surfeits of an irregular feast, but up and 
stirring, in winter, often ere the sound of any bell awake 
men to labour or devotion ; in summer, as oft with the 
bird that first rouses, or not much tardier, to read good 
authors, or cause them to be read, till the attention be 
weary, or memory have its perfect fraught; 
useful and generous labours preserving the body s health 
and hardiness, to render lightsome, clear, and not 
lumpish obedience to the mind, to^ the cause of religion 
and our country’s liberty, when it shall require fiim 
hearts in sound bodies to stand and cover their stations. 
These are the morning practices.’’_ Ihis native honour 
never forsook him. It is the spirit of ‘ Corpus, the 

loftiest song in the praise of chastity that any 

language. It always sparkles in his eyes. It breathea 
itself over his decent form. It refined his amusements, 
which consisted in gardening, in exercise with the sword, 
and in playing on the organ. It engaged his interes 
in chivalry, in courtesy, in whatsoever savoured 01 
generosity and nobleness. This magnanimity shines m 
aU his life. He accepts a high impulse at every risk% 
and deliberately undertakes the defence of the buglisn 
people, when advised by his physicians that he does 1 
at the cost of sight. There is a forbearance en m 11 
polemics. He opens the war and strikes the nr^^ n\ . 
\Vhen he had cut down his opponents, he felt tne 
details of death and plunder to meaner partisans, ne 
said, “he had learned the prudence of the f^o^an 
soldier, not to stand breaking of legs, when the 
was quite out of the body.” 
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To this antique heroism. Milton added the genius of 
the Christian sanctity. Few men could be cited^ who 
have so well understood what is peculiar in the Christian 
ethics, and the precise aid it has brought to men, m 
being an emphatic aihrmation of the omnipotence of 

spiritual laws, and, by way of marking 
vulgar oi>inions, laying its chief stress on The 

indifferency of a wise mind to what is called high and 
low, and the fact that true greatness a perfect 
humility, are revelations of 

well understood. They give an inexhaustible truth to 
all his compositions. His firm grasp of this tmth is his 
weapon against the prelates. He celebrates m the 
martyrs, “the unresistible might of weakness. He 
told the bishops that “ instead of showing the reason of 
their lowly condition from diyinc example and conamancl, 
they seek to proye their high pre-eminence from human 
consent and authority.” He advises that in country 
places, rather than to trudge many miles to a church, 
public worship be maintained nearer home, as in a 
house or barn. “For, notwithstanding the gaudy 
superstition of some still devoted ignorantly to temples, 
we may be well assured, that he who disdained not to 
be born in a manger, disdains not to be iircached m a 
barn.” And the following passage, in the Reason of 
Church Government,” indicates his own perception of 
the doctrine of humility. “ Albeit I must confess to be 
half in doubt whether I should bring it forth or no. it 
being so contrary to the eye of the world, that 1 shall 
endanger cither not to be regarded, or not to be vinder- 
stood. For who is there, almost, that measures wisdom 
i>V simplicity, strength by suffering, dignity by lowli- 
ness ? ” Obeying tliis sentiment, Milton deser\’ed the 
apostrophe of Wordsworth: 

“ Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free, 

So didst thou travel on life's common way 
In cheerful godliness ; and yet thy heart 
The lowliest duties on itself did lay.” 


Ho laid on himself the lowliest duties. Johnson 
petulantly taunts Milton with “great promise and small 
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performance,” in returning from Italy because his 
country was in danger, and then opening a private 
school. Milton, wiser, felt no absurdity in this conduct. 
He returned into his revolutionised country, and 
assumed an honest and useful task, by which he might 
serve the state daily, whilst he launched from time to 
time his formidable bolts against the enemies of liberty. 
He felt the heats of that “love” which “esteems no 
office mean.” He compiled a logic for boys; he wrote 
a grammar; and devoted much of his time to the 
preparing of a Latin dictionary. But the religious 
sentiment warmed his writings and conduct with the 
highest affection of faith. The memorable covenant, 
which in his youth, in the second book of the “ Reason 
of Church Government,” he makes with God and his 
reader, expressed the faith of his old age. For the first 
time since many ages, the invocations of the Eternal 
Spirit in the commencement of his books, are not poetic 
forms, but are thoughts, and so are still read with delight. 
His views of choice of profession, and choice in marriage, 
equally expect a divine leading. 

Thus chosen, by the felicity of his nature and of his 
breeding, for the clear perception of all that is graceful 
and all that is great in man, Milton was not less happy 
in his times. His birth fell upon the agitated years 
when the discontents of the English Puritans were fast 
drawing to a head against the tyranny of the Stuarts. 
No period has surpassed that in the general activity of 
mind. It is said that no opinion, no civil, religious, 
moral dogma can be produced, that was not broached in 
the fertile brain of that age. Questions that involve all 
social and personal rights were hasting to be decided by 
the sword, and were searched by eyes to which the love 
of freedom, civil and religious, lent new illumination. 
Milton, gentle, learned, delicately bred in all the elegancy 
of art and learning, was set down in England in the 
stern, almost fanatic society of the Puritans. The pait 
he took, the zeal of his fellowship, make us acquainted 
with the greatness of his spirit as in tranquil times 
we could not ha^'e known it. Susceptible as Burke to 
the attractions of historical prescription, of royalty, 01 
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chivalrv of an ancient duirch illustrated by old 

and installed in cathedrals,-he threw 

himself, the Hower of elegancy, on the side ot the 
reeking conventicle, the side of humanity, but un¬ 
learned and unadorned. His muse was brave and 
humane, as well as sweet. He felt the dear love of 
native land and native language. The humanity wh^h 
warms his pages begins as it should, at home. He 
preferred his own English, so manlike he was, to the 
Latin, which contained all the treasures of his memory. 

“ My mother bore me.” he said. “ a speaker of what God 

made mine own, and not a translator. ^ 

Parliament, that ” the imprimaturs of Lambeth House 
had been writ in Latin; for that our English, the 
language of men ever famous and foremost m the 
achievements of liberty, w'ill not easily find servile 
letters enow to spell such a dictatory presumption. 
At one time he meditated writing a poem on the settle- 
ment of Britain, and a history of England was one of 
the three main tasks which he proposed to hims^l. 
He proceeded in it no further than to the Conquest. He 
studied with care the character of his countryin^, and 
once in the “ History.” and once again in the Reason 
of Church Government,” he has recorded his judgment 


of the English genius. . ..... 

Thus drawn into the great controversies ot the times, 

in them he is never lost in a party. His private opimons 
and ])rivate conscience ahvays distinguish 
w'hich drew him to the party was his love of liberty, 
ideal liberty; this therefore he could not sacrifice to 
any party. Toland tells us, ” As he looked upon true 
and absolute freedom to be the greatest happiness ot 
this life, whether to societies or single persons, so he 
thought constraint of any sort to be the utmost misery; 
for which reason he used to toll those about him the 
entire satisfaction of bis mind, that be bad constantly 
employed his strength and faculties in the deicnce ot 
liberty, and in direct opposition to slavery.” Truly he 
was an apostle of freedom; of freedom in the house, in 
the state, in the church; freedom of speech, freedom 
of the press, yet in his own mind discriminated from 
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savage licence, because that which he desired was the 
liberty of the wise man, containing itself in the limits of 
virtue. He pushed, as far as any m that democratic 
age, his ideas of civil liberty. He proposed to establish 
a republic, of which the federal power was weak and 
loosely defined, and the substantial power should remain 
with primary assemblies. He maintained, that a nation 
may try, judge, and slay their king. 1 he be a tyrant 
He pushed as far his views of ecclesiastical \\hti\y He 
taught the doctrine of unlimited toleration. One of 
his tracts is writ to prove that no power on earth can 
compel in matters of religion. He maintained the 
doctrine of literary liberty, denouncing the censorship ot 
the press, and insisting that a book shall come into 
the world as freely as a man, so only it bear the name 
of author or printer, and be responsible for itself like a 
man. He maintained the doctrine of domestic Idierty, 
or the liberty of divorce, on the ground that unfit 
disposition of mind was a better reason for the act o 
divorce than infirmity of body, which was good 
in law. The tracts he wrote on these topics are, lor tfie 
most part, as fresh and pertinent to-day as they were 
then. The events which produced them, the practical 
issues to which they tend, are mere occasions or us 
philanthropist to blow his trumpet for human rights. 
They are all varied applications of one principle, the 
liberty of the wise man. He sought absolute truth not 
accommodating truth. His opinions on all subjects are 
formed for man as he ought to be, for a nation ot Aliltons 
He would be divorced when he finds in his consort unnt 
disposition; knowing that he should not abuse a 

liberty, because with his whole heart he ^hors 
tiousness and loves chastity. He defends the S 
the king, because a king is a king rip ... 

governs by the laws ; “ it would be right to i . , P 

of Spain inaking an inroad into England, 
the king of Spain hath to govern us at t^e^sam 
hath the king Charles to govern tyrannically. He 
would remove hirelings out of the church, ^upport 
preachers by voluntary contributions; ^ 

such only should preach as have faith enoug i P 
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so self-denying and precarious a mode of life, scorning to 
take thought for the aspects of prudence and expediency. 
The most devout man of his time, he frequented no 
church; probaldy from a disgust at the fierce spirit of 
the pulpits. And so, throughout all his actions and 
opinions, is he a consistent spiritualist, or believer in 
the omnipotence of spiritual laws. He wished that his 
writings should be communicated only to those who 
desired to see them. He thought nothing honest was 
low. He thought he could be famous only in proportion 
as he enjoyed the approbation of the good. He ad¬ 
monished his friend “not to admire military prowess, 
or things in wliich force is of most avail. For it would 
not be matter of rational wonder, if the wethers of our 
country should be born with horns that could batter 
down cities and towns. Learn to estimate great char¬ 
acters, not by the amount of animal strength, but by 
the habitual justice and temperance of their conduct.’* 

Was there not a fitness in the undertaking of such a 
person to write a poem on the subject of Adam, the first 
man? By his sympathy with all nature; by the pro¬ 
portion of his powers; by great knowledge, and by 
religion, he would reascend to the height from which 
our nature is supposed to have descended. From a just 
knowledge of what man should be, he described what he 
was. He beholds him as he walked in Eden:— 

“ Ills fair large front and eye sublime declared 
Absolute rule ; and hyacinthine locks 
Round from his parted forelock manly bung 
Clustering, but not beneath liis shoulders broad.** 

And the soul of this divine creature is excellent as his 
form. The tone of his thought and passion is as health¬ 
ful, as even, and as vigorous, as befits the new and 
perfect model ot a race of gods. 

The pcrcciHion wc liavc attributed to Milton, of a 
purer ideal of humanity, modifies his poetic genius. 
The man is j-iaramount to the poet. His fancy is never 
transcendent, extravagant; but. as Bacon’s imagina¬ 
tion was said to be “the noblest that ever contented 
itself to minister to the understanding,” so Milton’s 
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ministers to character. Milton’s sublimest song, bvirst- 
ing into heaven with its peals of melodious thunder, 
is the voice of Milton still. Indeed, throughout Ins 
poems, one may see under a thin veil, the opinions, the 
feelings, even the incidents of the poet s life, still 
reappearing. The sonnets are all occasional poems. 
“L’Allegro” and ”11 Penscroso” are but a finer 
autobiography of his youthful fancies at Haiefield, 
the “Comus” a transcript, in charming numbers, of 
that philosophy of chastity, which, in the Apology 
for Smectymnuus,” and in the ” Reason of Church 
Government,” he declares to be his defence and religion. 
The “Samson Agonistes” is too broad an expression 0 
his private griefs to be mistaken, and is a version of 
the “Doctrine and Discipline of Divorce.” The most 
affecting passages in “Paradise Lost” are personal 
allusions; and, when we are fairly in Eden, Adani and 
Milton are often difficult to be separated. Again, m 
“ Paradise Regained,” we have the most distinct maiks 
of the progress of the poet’s mind, in the revision and 
enlargement of his religious opinions. This may be 
thought to abridge his praise as a poet. It is true of 
Homer and Shakespeare that they do not appear in their 
poems; that those prodigious geniuses did cast them¬ 
selves so totally into their song, that their individuality 
vanishes, and the poet towers to the sky, whilst the 
man quite disappears. The fact is memorable. Shall 
we say that in our admiration and joy in these wonder¬ 
ful poems we have even a feeling of regret that the men 
knew not what they did; that they were too passive in 
their great service; were channels through which streams 
of thought flowed from a higher source, ^yhich they did 
not appropriate, did not blend with their own being. 
Like prophets, they seem but imperfectly aware of the 
import of their own utterances. We hesitate to say 
such things, and say them only to the unplcasing 
dualism, when the man and the poet show like a double 
consciousness. Perhaps we speak to no fact, but to 
mere fables, of an idle mendicant Homer, and of a 
Shakespeare content with a mean and jocular way ot 
life. Be it how it may, the genius and office of Mi ton 
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wi-re different, namely, to ascend by the aids of his 
learning and his religion,—by an equal perception, that 
is, of the past and the fiitiire,-to a higher insight and 
more lively delineation of the heroic life of 
was his poem ; whereof all his indipant pamphlets pd 
all his soaring verses are only single cantos or detached 
stanzas. It was plainly needful that his poetry should 
he a version of his own life, in order to give weight 
and solemnity to his thoughts; by which they might 
penetrate and possess the imagination and the will ot 
mankind. The creations of Shakespepe are cast into 
the world of thought to no further end than to delight. 
Their intrinsic beauty is their excuse for being. Jlilton 
fired “ with dearest charity to infuse the knowledge of 
good things into others,” tasked his giant imagination 
and exhausted the stores of his intellect for an end 
beyond, namely, to teach. His own conviction it is 
which gives such authority to his strain. Its reality is 
its force. If out of the heart it came, to the heart it 
must go. What schools and epochs of common rhymers 
would it need to make a counterbalance to the severe 

oracles of his muse: 

** In them Is plainest taught and easiest leamt, 

What makes a nation happy, and keeps it so. 

The lover of Milton reads one sense in his prose and 
in his metrical compositions; and sometimes the muse 
soars highest in the former, because the thought is more 
sincere. Of his prose in general, not the style alone but 
the argument also is poetic; according to Lord Bacon s 
definition of poetry, following that of Aristotle, I oetry, 
not finding the actual world exactly conformed to its 
idea of good and fair, seeks to accommodate the shows 
of things to the desires of the mind, and to create an 
ideal world better than the world of experience. buck 
certainly is the explanation of ^lilton’s tracts. Such is 
the apology to be entered for the plea for freedom ol 
divorce; an essay, which, from the first until now, has 
brought a degree of obloquy on his name. It was a 
sally of the extravagant spirit of the time, overjoyed, 
as in the French Revolution, with the sudden victories 
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it had gained, and eager to carry on the standard of 
truth to new heights. It is to be regarded as a poem 
on one of the griefs of man’s condition, namely, unfit 
marriage. And as many poems have been written upon 
unfit society, commending solitude, yet have not been 
proceeded against, though their end was hostile to tne 
state; so should this receive that charity which an 
angelic soul, suffering more keenly than otliers from the 
unavoidable evils of human life, is entitled to. 

We have offered no apology for expanding to such 
length our commentary on the character of John 
Milton; who, in old age, in solitude, in neglect, and 
blind, wrote the Paradise Lost; a man whom labour or 
danger never deterred from whatever effor^ a love o 
the supreme interests of man promptc^ For aie we 
not the better; are not all men fortified by the re¬ 
membrance of the bravery, the purity, the temperance, 
the toil, the independence and the angelic devotion o 
this man, who, in a revolutionary age, taking counse 
only of himself, endeavoured, in his writings and m his 
life, to carry out the life of man to new heights ot 
spiritual grace and dignity, without any abatement o 
its strength ? 
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WAR. 


VIM 

one 


I T has hccMi a favourite slndy of modern philosophy, 
to indicate the steps of human progress, to watch 
the rising of a thought in one man’s mind, the com¬ 
munication of it to a few. to a small minority, its 
ex])ansion aiul general receiition. until it mhlishes 
itself to the world by destroying the existing aws and 
institutions, and the generation of new. Looked at in 
this general and historical way, many things wear a 
M'y different face from that they show near by» 
le at a time.—and, i>articularly, war. t^War, which to 
sane men at tlie present day begins to look like an 
e )idemic insanity, breaking out here and there like the 
c lolera or inlhu n/a, infecting men’s brains instead of 
their bowels,—when seen in tlie remote past, in the 
infancy of sex iety, ai>jiears a jiart of the connection of 
events, and, in its j)lace, necessary. , 

As far as history has preserved to us the slow 
unfoldings of any savage tribe, it is not easy to see how 
war could l)e avoided by sucli wild, passionate, needy, 
ungoverned, strong-bodied crealuies. hor in the infancy 
of society, when a thin jioindation and improvidence 
make the su]i]ily of food and of shelter insulheient and 
very precarious, and when Imnger, thirst, ague and 
frozen limbs universally take preci-dence of the wants 
of the mind and the heart, the necessities of the strong 
will certainly be satisfied at the eost of the weak, at 
whatever ]HMil of future revenge. It is plain, too, that 
in the first dawnings of the religious sentiment, that 
blends itst^lf with llieir passions and is oil to the lire. 
Not only every tribe has war-gods, religimis festivals in 
victory, but zc/ig/oz/.s wars. 

I'he student of history acquiesces the more readily in 
this co]iious bloodshed of the early annals, bloodshed 
in ( lOil's name too, when he learns that it is a temporary 
and ])reparatory state, and does actively fonvard the 

' l-'roni , 1 'slhtiit' I’i»i>crs,” cdllcil by K. 1 *. IVabotly, 1^49. 

(>rigin.'\lly delivered as a ieclurc in Marc!) 1S3S. 
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culture of man. ^Var educates the senses, calls into 
action the will, perfects the physical constitution, bongs 
men into such swift and close collision in ciitical 
moments that man measures man.) On its own scale 
on the virtues it loves, it endures'no counterfeit, but 
shakes the whole society until every atom falls mto the 
place its specific gravity assigns it. It presently finds 
the value of good sense and of foresight, and Ulysses 
takes rank next to Achilles. The leaders, picked men 
of a courage and vigour tried and augmented in fifty 
battles, are emulous to distinguish themselves above 
each other by new merits, as clemency, hospitality, 
splendour of living. The people imitate the chiefs. 
The strong tribe, in which war has become an art, attack 
and conquer their neighbours, and teach them 
and virtues. New territory, augmented numbers and 
extended interests call out new virtues and abilities, 
and the tribe makes long strides. And, finally, when 
much progress has been made, all its secrets of wisdom 
and art are disseminated by its invasions. Plutarch, in 
his essay “On the Fortune of Alexander, considers the 
invasion and conquest of the East by Alexander as 
one of the most bright and pleasing pages in history , 
and it must be owned he gives sound reason lor nis 
opinion. It had the effect of uniting into one grea 
interest the divided commonwealths of Greece, an 
infusing a new and more enlarged public spirit uyto le 
councils of their statesmen. It carried the arts ana 
language and philosophy of the Greeks into the ^ 

and barbarous nations of Persia, Assyria and In la. 
! It introduced the arts of husbandry arnong tribes o 
t hunters and shepherds. It weaned the Scytmans an 
: Persians from some cruel and licentious practice^ o 
j more civil way of life. It introduced the sacredness 
: marriage among them. It built seventy cities, and sovv 
the Greek customs and humane laws over 
united hostile nations under one code. It broug 
ent families of the human race together,—to b|ows at tirs , 
but afterwards to truce, to trade and to intermaaiage 
It would be very easy to show analogous ben 
have resulted from military movements ot later g 
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Considerations of this kind lead us to a true view of 
the nature and office of war. We sec it is tlie subject 
of all history ; that it has been the principal einidoyment 
of the most conspicuous men; that it is at this moment 
llie delif^dit of lialf the world, of almost all young and 
ignorant persons; that it is exhibited to us continually 
in the dumb show of lirutc nature, where war between 
tribes, and between individuals of the same tribe, 
])erpetiially rages. The microscope reveals miniature 
butchery in atomics and infinitely small biters that 
swim and fight in an illuminated drop of water; and 
the little globe is but a too faithful miniature of the 
large. 

What does all this war, beginning from the lowest 
races and reaching up to man, signify ? Is it not 
manifest that it covers a great and beneficent principle, 
which nature had deeply at heart ? What is that 
jirinciple ?—It is self-help. Nature implants with life 
tlie instinct of self-help, perpetual struggle to be, to 
resist op])osition, to attain to freedom, to attain to a 
inasterj^ and the security of a permanent, self-defended 
being; and to each creature these objects arc made so 
dear that it risks its life continually in the staiggle for 
these ends. 

But whilst this principle, necessarily, is inwrought 
into the fabric of every creature, yet it is but one 
instinct; and though a ]>rimary one, or we may say 
the very first, yet the appearance of tlie other instincts 
immediately modifies and controls this; turns its 
energies into harmless, useful and high courses, showing 
thereby what was its ultimate design; and, finally, 
takes out its fangs. The instinct of self-help is very 
early unfolded in the coarse and merely brute form of 
war. only in the childhood and imbecility of the other 
instincts, and remains in that form only until their 
develoimient. It is the ignorant and childish part of 
mankind that is the fighting part. Idle and vacant 
minds want excitement, as all boys kill cats. Bull¬ 
baiting, cockpits and the boxer’s ring arc the enjoyment 
of the ]>art of society whose animal nature alone has 
been developed. In some parts of this country, where 
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the intellectual and moral faculties have as yet scarcely 
any culture, the absorbing topic of all conversation is 
whipping; who fought, and which whipped? Of man, 
boy, or beast, the only trait that much interests the 
speakers is the pugnacity. And why ? Because the 
speaker has as yet no other image of manly activity 
and virtue, none of endurance, none of perseverance, 
none of charity, none of the attainment of truth. Put 
him into a circle of cultivated men, where the conver¬ 
sation broaches the great questions that besiege the 
human reason, and he would be dumb and unhappy, as 
an Indian in church. 

To men of a sedate and mature s])irit, in whom is 
any knowledge or mental activity, the detail of battle 
becomes insupportably tedious and revolting. It is like 
the talk of one of those monomaniacs whom we some¬ 
times meet in society, who converse on horses; and 
Fontenelle expressed a volume of meaning when he said, 
“ I hate war, for it spoils conversation.’' 

Nothing is plainer than that the sympathy with war 
is a juvenile and temporary state. Not only the moral 
sentiment, but trade, learning, and whatever makes 
intercourse, conspire to put it down. Trade, as all men 
know, is the antagonist of war. Wherever there is no 
property, the people will put on the knapsack for 
bread; but trade is instantly endangered and destroyed. 
And, moreover, trade brings men to look each other in 
the face, and gives the parties the knowledge that these 
enemies over sea or over the mountain are such men as 
we ; who laugh and grieve, who love and fear, as we do. 
And learning and art, and especially religion, weave 
ties that make war look like fratricide, as it is. ^ And 
as all history is the picture of war, as we have said, so 
it is no less true that it is the record of the mitigation 
and decline of war. Early in the eleventh and twelfth 
centuries, the Italian cities had grown so populous and 
strong, that they forced the rural nobility to dismantle 
their castles, which were dens of cruelty, and come and 
reside in the towns. The Popes, to their eternal honour, 
declared religious jubilees, during which all hostilities 
were suspended throughout Christendom, and man had 
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a l)i-eathing space. The increase of civility has abolished 
the vise of poison and of torture, once supposed as 

necessary as na\'ir'i now. And. finally, the ait of war, 
what with f^unjiowder and tactics, has made, as all men 
know, liattles less frequent and less murderous. 

]',y all these means, war has been steadUy on the 
decline ; and we read with astonishment of the beastly 
lightinj^’of the old times. Only in Eli/abeth’s time, out 
of the Enroiiean waters, piracy was all but universal. 
'I'hc proverb was,—“(No peace beyond the linc;V and 
t he seamen shij'ped on the buccaneer s barfjain, i^No prey, 
no pay.”) In 1588 the celebrated Cavendish, who Was 
thouf^ht in his times a good Christian man, wTote thus 
to T.ord Hunsdon, on his return from a voyage round the 
world:— “September 1588. It hath ideascd Almighty 
(iod to suffer me to circumiiass the whole globe of the 
world, entering in at the Strait of Magellan, and retuin- 
iiig by the ('ixpo. of Buena Esperaiwa; in which voyage, 

I have either discovered or brought certain intelligence 
of all the rich places of the world, which were ever 
discovered by any Christian. I navigated along the 
coast of ('hili, Peru, and New Spain, ichcrc I made great 
sfyoils. I burnt ami sa}ik nineteen sail of ships, small 
and great. All the villages and tmens that ever I landed 
at, 1 burned and spoiled. And had 1 not been discovered 
upon the coast, 1 had taken great (piantity of treasure. 
The matter of most ])rofit to me was a great ship of the 
king’s, which I look at ( alifornia,” (Nc. And the good 
Cavendish ])iously begins this statement,—“ It hath 
pleased Almighty Clod.” 

Indeed, our American annals have preserved the 
vestiges of barbarous warfare down to more recent 
times, I read in Williams’s “ History of Maine,” that 
“ Assacombuit, the Sagamore of the Anagunticook tribe, 
w'as remarkable for his turpitude and ferocity above all 
other know'll Indians; that, in 1705, Vaudreuil sent him 
to France, where he was introduced to the king. When 
he appeared at court, he lifted vq> his hand, and said, 
‘ I his hand has slain a hundred and fifty of your 
majesty’s enemies witliin the territories of New' England.* 
This so pleased the king that he knighted him, and 
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ordered a pension oi eight livres a day to be paid him 
during life.” This valuable person, on his return to 
America, took to killing his own neighbours and kindred 
with such appetite, that his tribe combined against him, 
and would have killed him had he not fled his countiy 
for ever. 

The scandal which we feel in such facts certainly 
shows that we have got on a little. All history is the 
decline of war, though the slow decline. All that society 
has yet gained is mitigation: the doctrine of the light 
of war still remains. 

For ages (for ideas work in ages, and animate vast 
societies of men) the human race has gone on under the 
tyranny—shall I so call it ?—of this first brutish form 
of their effort to be men; that is, for ages they have 
shared so much of the nature of the low'er animals, the 
tiger and the shark, and the savages of the water-drop. 
They have nearly exhausted all the good and all the 
evil of this form: they have held as fast to this degrada¬ 
tion as their worst enemy could desire; but all things 
have an end, and so has this. The eternal germination 
of the better has unfolded new powers, new instincts, 
which were really concealed under this rough and base 
rind. The sublime question has startled one and 
another happy soul in different quarters of the globe, 
Cannot love be, as well as hate ? Would not love 
answer the same end, or even a better ? Cannot peace 

be, as well as war ? _ . , 

This thought is no man's invention, neither St. Pierre s 
nor Rousseau’s, but the rising of the general tide in the 
human soul,—and rising highest, and first made visible, 
in the most simple and pure souls, who have therefore 
announced it to us beforehand; but presently we all 
see it. It has now become so distinct as to be a social 

thought: societies can be formed on it. It is expounded, 

illustrated, defined, with different degrees of clearness; 
and its actualization, or the measures it should inspiie, 
predicted according to the light of each seer. 

The idea itself is the epoch; the fact that it has 
become so distinct to any small number of persons as to 
become a subject of prayer and hope, of conceit ana 

VOL, IV. ^ 
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discussion .—that is the coinmandinfj fact. This having 
come, much more will follow. Revolutions go not 
backward. 'I'he star once risen, though only one man 
in the hernisjdiere luw y' t seen its iij^jn'r limb in the 
hori/on, will mount and mount, until it becomes visible 
to other men. to mviltitudes, and climbs the zenith of all 
eves. And so it is not a griMt matter how long men 
refuse to believe the advent of ]H‘ace: war is on its last 
legs; and a universal j)eace is as sure as is the jnevalence 
of civilization over barbarian, of liberal governments 
over feudal forms. The question for us is only How 

SOU)l ? 


Tliat the project of ]>eace should apj^car visionary to 
great numbers of sensible men ; shoukl appear laughable, 
even, to numlK-rs; should ajqiear to the grave and 
good-natured to be embarrassed with extreme ju'acticiil 
difficulties,- -is very natural, “ This is a ]H)or, tedious 
society of yours,” they say : “ we do not see what good 
can conu‘ of it. Peace! whv, we are all at peace now. 
But if a foreign nation should wantonlv insult or plunder 
our commerce, or, worse yet, should land on our shores 
to rob and kill, you would not have us sit, and bo 
robbed and killed ? You mistake the times ; you over¬ 
estimate the virtue of men. You forget that the quiet 
whicli now sleeps in cities and in farms, which lets the 
wagon go unguanled and the farmhouse unlxdted, rests 
on the i)erfect iinderstamling o[ all men that the musket, 
the halter and tlie jail staiul behind there, ready to 
])unish any disturber ol it. All admit that tliis would 
be the best policy, if the world were all a church, if iUl 
men were the besi men, if all wr)uld agree to accept this 
rule. But it is absurd for one nation to attemfit it 
alone.” 


In the iirst i)lace. we answer that we never make 
much account ol objections which merely respect the 
actual state of tlic world at this moment, but which 
admit the general ex])ediency and iiermanent excellence 
of the project. \\ luxt is the best must be the true ; 
and what is true,—that is. what is at bottom fit and 
agreeable to the constitution of man,—must at last 
prevail over all obstruction and all opposition. There 
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is no good now enjoyed by society that was not once as 
problematical and visionary as this. It is the tendency 
of the true interest of man to become his desire and 
steadfast aim. 

But, further, it is a lesson which all history teaches 
wise men, to put trust in ideas, and not in circumstances. 
We have all grown up in the sight of frigates and navy 
yards, of armed forts and islands, of arsenals and militia. 
The reference to anv foreign register will inform us of 
the number of thousand or million men that are now 
under arms in the vast colonial system of the British 
empire, of Russia, Austria and France ; and one is 
scared to find at what a cost the peace of the globe is 
kept. This vast a])paratus of artillery, of fleets, of 
stone bastions and trenches and embankments; this 
incessant patrolling of sentinels; this waving of national 
flags ; this reveille and evening gun ; this martial music 
and endless playing of marches and singing of military 
and naval songs seem to us to constitute an imposing 
actual, which will not yield in centuries to the feeble, 
deprecatory voices of a handful of friends of peace. 

Thus always we are daunted by th.e appearances; 
not seeing that their whole value lies at bottom in the 
state of mind. It is really a thought that built this 
portentous war-establishment, and a thought shall also 
melt it away. Every nation and every man instantly 
surround themselves with a material apparatus which 
exactly corresponds to their moral state, or their state 
of thought. Observe how every truth and every error, 
each a ihoitght of some man’s mind, clothes itself with 
societies, houses, cities, language, ceremonies, newspapers. 
Observe the ideas of the present day,—orthodoxy, 
scepticism, missions, popular education, temperance, 
anti - masonry, anti - slavery; see how each of these 
abstractions has embodied itself in an imposing apparatus 
in the community ; and how timber, brick, lime and 
stone have flown into convenient shape, obedient to the 
master-idea reigning in the minds of many persons. 

You shall hear, some day, of a wild fancy which some 
man has in his brain, of the mischief of secret oaths. 
Come again one or two years afterwards, and you shall 
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see it has built fijrcat houses of solid wood and brick and 
mortar. You shall see a hundred i>ressc5 i)rinting a 
million sheets; yo\i shall see men and horses and wheels 
made to walk, run. and roll for it: this great body of 
matter thus executing that one man's wild thought. 
This haj)i)ens daily, yearly abovit us, with half thoughts, 
often with flimsy lies. ])ieces of i^olicy and speculation. 
With good nursing they will last three or four years 
before they will come to nothing. But when a truth 
appears,—as. for instance, a ]>erception in the wit of one 
Columbus that there is land in the Western Sea ; though 
he alone of all men has that thought, and they all jeer, 
—it will b\iild shij)^; it will build fleets; it will carry 
oyer half Spain and lialf England : it will plant a colony, 
a state, mitions and half a globe full of men. 

We surround ourst'Ues always, according to our 
freedom and ability, with true images of ourseU'CS in 
tilings, wlu'ther it Ik- ships or books or cannons or 
churches. The standing army, the arsenal, the camp 
and the gibbet do not appertain to man. They only 
serye a> an index to show where man is now ; what a 


bad. ungo\ i-rned tiunjier he has ; what an ugly neighbour 
he is: how his affections halt: how low Ids hope lies. 
He who loyes tlu' bristle of bayonets, only secs in their 
what beforehaiKl he feels in his heart. It is 
ayarice and hatred: it is that (piiycring lip, that cold, 
hating eye, which built maga/ines and ]H)wcler-houses. 

It follows, of coui'M- that the least change in the man 
will change his circum'^tance ; the least enlargement of 
his ideas, the least mitigation of his feelings in respect 
to other men ; if. for example, he could be inspired with 
a tender kindness to the souls of men. and should come 
to feel that eyery man was another self with whom he 



might come to join, as left hand works with right. 
Ivyery degree of the ascend.mey of this feeling would 
cause the most striking changes of external things: the 
tents would be struck: the men-of-war would rot 


ashore ; the arms rust: the cannon would become street- 


posts ; the pikes, a fisher’s harpoon; the marching 
regiment would be a caravan of emigrants, peaceful 
pioneers at the fountains of the Wabash and the 
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I^Iissouri. And so it must and will be: bayonet and 
sword must first retreat a little (roin their present 
ostentatious prominence ; tb.en quite hide themselves, as 
the sheriff’s halter does now, inviting the attendance only 
of relations and friends; and then, lastly, will be trans¬ 
ferred to the museums of the curious, as poisoning and 

torturing tools are at this day. 

War and peace thus resolve themselves into a mercury 
of the state of cultivation. At a certain stage of his 
progress, the man fights, if he be of a sound body and 
mind At a certain higher stage, he makes no offensive 
demonstration, but is alert to repel injury, and of an 
unconquerable heart. At a still higher stage, he comes 
into the region of holiness; passion has passed away 
from him; his warlike nature is all converted into an 
active medicinal principle; he sacrifices himself, and 
accepts with alacrity wearisome tasks of denial and 
charity; but, being attacked, he bears it and turns the 
other cheek, as one engaged, throughout his being, no 
longer to the service of an individual but to the common 

soul of all men. 

Since the peace question has been before the public 
mind, those w'ho affirm its right and expediency ha\ e 
naturally been met with objections more or less w eighty. 
There are cases frequently put by the curious, moral 
problems, like those problems in arithmetic which in 
long winter evenings the rustics try the hardness of 
their heads in ciphering out. And chiefly it is said, 
Either accept this principle for better, for w^orse, carry 
it out to the end, and meet its absurd consequences ; or 
else, if you pretend to set an arbitrary limit, a dhus 
far, no farther,” then give up the principle, and take 
that limit which the common-sense of all mankind has 
set, and wffiich distinguishes offensive war as criminal, 
defensive war as just. Otherwise, if you go for no war, 

then be consistent, and give up self - defence m the 

highway, in your own house. Will you push it thus 
far? Will you stick to your principle of non-resistance 
when your strong-box is broken open, when your wife 
and babes are insulted and slaughtered in your sight. 
If you say yes, you only invite the robber and assassin; 
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and a ivw bloody-minded desperadoes would soon 
butcher the good. 

In reply to this charge of absurdity on the extreme 
peace doctrine, as shown in the supposed consequences, 

I wish to say that such deductions consider only one 
half of tlie fa'ct. They look only at the passive side of 
the friend of peace, only at liis pa'^sivity; they quite 
omit to consider his activity. Put no man, it may be 
jM-esumed, ever embraced the cause of peace and 
philanthropy for the sole end and satisfaction of being 
plundered and slain. A man docs not come the length 
of the spirit of martyrdom without some active purpose, 
some equal motive, some flaming love. If you have a 
nation of men who have risen to that height of moral 
cultivation that they will not declare war or carry arms, 
for they have not so much madness left in their brains, 
you have a nation of lovers, of benefactors, of true, 
great and able men. Let me know more of that nation ; 

I shall not find them defenceless, with idle hands 
springing at their sides. I shall find them men of love, 
honour and truth; men of an immense industry ; men 
whose influence is felt to the end of the earth; men 
whose very look and voice carry the sentence of honour 
and shame ; and all forces yield to tlieir energy and 
persuasion. Whenever we sec the doctrine of peace 
embraced by a nation, we may be assured it will not 
be one that invites injury ; but one, on the contrary, 
which has a friend in the bottom of the heart of every 
man, even of the violent and the base ; one against 
which no weapon can prosper; one which is looked 
uj^on as the asylum of the human race and has the tears 
and the blessings of mankind. 

In the second place, as far as it respects individual 
action in difficult and extreme cases, I will say, such 
cases seldom or never occur to the good and just man; 
nor arc we careful to say, or even to know, what in 
such crises is to be done. A wise man will never 
impawn his future being and action, and decide before- 
hand what he shall do in a given extreme event. Nature 
and God will instruct him in that hour. 

The question naturally arises, How is this new 
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aspiration of the human mind to be made visible and 
real ? How is it to pass out of thoughts into things ? 

Not, certainly, in the first place, in ihe way of routine 
and mere forms, —ihe universal specific of modern 
politics; not by organizing a society, and going through 
a course of resolutions and public manifestoes, and 
being thus formally accredited to the public and to the 
civility of the newspapers. We have played this game 
to tediousness. In some of our cities they choose noted 
duellists as presidents and officers of anti-duelling 
societies. Hen who love that bloated vanity called 
public opinion think all is well if they have once got 
their bantling through a sufficient course of speeches 
and cheerings, of one, two, or three ])ublic meetings; as 
if they could do anything : they vote and vote, cry 
hurrah on both sides, no man responsible, no man 
caring a pin. The next season, an Indian wai, or an 
aggression on our commerce by Malays ; or the party 
this man votes with, have an appropriation to cany 
through Congress; instantly he wags his head the other 

way, and cries, Havoc and M'ar ! 

This is not to be carried by public opinion, but by 
private opinion, by private conviction, by private, dear, 
and earnest love. For the only hope of this cause is m 
the increased insight, and it is to be^ accomplished by 
the spontaneous teaching, of the cultivated soul, in its 
secret experience and meditation,—that it is now time 
that it should pass out of the state of beast into the 
state of man; it is to hear the voice of God, which bids 
the devils that have rended and torn him, come out of 
him and let him now be clothed and walk forth in his 

right mind. • • , ^ 

Nor, in the next place, is the peace principle to be 

carried into effect by fear. It can never be defended, it 
can never be executed, by cowards. Everything 
must be done in the spirit of greatness. The manhood 
that has been in war must be transferred to the cause 
of peace, before war can lose its charm, and peace be 

venerable to men. . . 

The attractiveness of war shows one thing through all 

the threats of artillery, the thunders of so many sieges, 
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tlie sack of towns, the jousts of chivalry, the shock of 
liosts —this, namely, the conviction of man universally, 
that a man sliouUl he himself responsible, with goods, 
health and life, for his behaviour; that he should not 
ask of the State protection; should ask nothing of 
the State: should he himself a kingdom and a state; 
fearing no man; quite willing to use the oj'iportunities 
and advantages that good government throw in his way, 
but nothing daunted, and not really the poorer, if 
governir.ent' law and order went by the board; because 
in himself reside infinite resources; because he is sure 
of himself, and never needs to ask another what in any 
crisis it behoves him to do. 

What makes to us the attractiveness of the Greek 
heroes ? of the Roman ? What makes the attractive¬ 
ness of tiiat romantic style of living which is the 
material of ten thousand jdays and romances, from 
Shakespeare to Scott; the feudal baron, the French, the 
English nol)ility, the Warwicks, Plautagcncts ? It is 
their absolute self-dc])endence. I do not wonder at the 
dislike some of the friends of peace have expressed at 
Shakcs]ieare. d he veriest churl and Jacobin cannot 
resist the influence of tlie stvle and manners of these 
haughty h)rds. We are affected, iis boys and barbarians 
are, by the aiq>earance of a few rich and wilful gentle¬ 
men, who take their honour into their own keeping, defy 
till' world, so confident are they of their courage and 
strength, and whose ai)])earancc is the arrival of so 
much life and virtue. In dangerous times they are 
presently tried, and therefore their name is a flourish of 
trum]K'ts. They, at least, affect us as a re:ility. They 
are not shams, but tlie substance of which that age and 
world is made. They are true heroes for their time. 
They make what is in their minds the greatest sacrifice. 
They will, for an injurious word, peril all their state 
and wealtli, and go to the field. Take away that prin¬ 
ciple of responsibleness, and they become pirates and 
ruffians. 

This self-subsistency is the charm of war; for this 
selbsiibsistency is essential to our idea of man. But 
another age comes, a truer religion and ethics open, and 
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a mail puts himself umlei' the dominion of P'™cip'cs. 

1 see him to be the servant of truth, of lore and o 
freedom, and immovable in the waves ol the ciowd 
The man of principle, that is, the man who, without ai > 
flourish of trumpets, titles of lordship or fa"' ° f 
without any notice of his action abroad ’ 

takes in solitude the right step uniformly on P"'*] « 

choice, and disdaining consequences^-does not >Kia. 

in my imagination, to any man. He is willing to be 
hanged at his own gate, rather than ^ 

commomise of his freedom or the suppression of his 
conviction. I regard no longer those names tl a so 
tingled in my ear. This is a baron of a bettei nobility 

and a stouter stomach. ,, 

The cause of peace is not the cause of f^^wardice. 1 

peace is sought to be defended or preserved for the satety 
of the luxurious and the timid, it is a sham, ""d " 
peace will be base. War is better, and the peace will be 
broken. If peace is to be maintained, it must be b> 
brave men. who have come up to the same heigh m he 
hero, namely, the will to carry then life m i . 

and stake it at any instant for their principle but uho 

have gone one step beyond the hero, 

another man's life men who have, by 

insight or else by their moral elevation, attained sue 

perception of their own intrinsic ^ to be 

think property or their own body a sufficient good to be 

saved by such dereliction of principle as treating 

like a sheep. ^ 

If the universal cry for reform of so '"""y f 

abuses, with which society rings if the = 

large class of young men for a faith . 

lectual and religious, such as they ^ . „Qre 

he an omen to be trusted; if the disposition ^ "-ly 

human constitution.-if the search of 

of morals and the sources of hope and trust, m ma 

and not in books, in the present, and "ot ^ 

proceed; if the rising generation can ^ 

think it unworthy to nestle into every a nnsteritv 
the past, and shall feel the generous darings of auster y 



io6 MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 

and virtue, then war has a short day, and human blood 
will cease to flow. 

It is of little consequence in what manner, through 
what organs, this purpose of mercy and holiness is 
effected. The proposition of the Congress of Nations 
is undoubtedly that at which the present fabric of our 
society and the present course of events do point. But 
the mind, once prepared for ihc reign of principles, will 
easily find modes of expressing its will. There is the 
highest fitness in the place and time in which this 
cnterjirise is begun. Not in an obscure corner, not in a 
feudal Europe, not in an antupiated appanage where no 
onward stej) can be taken witliout rebellion, is this seed 
of benevolence laid in the furrow, with tears of hope; 
but in tliis broad America of God and man, where the 
forest is only now falling, or yet to fall, and the green 
earth opened to the inundation of emigrant men from 
all quarters of oppression and guilt; here, where-not a 
family, not a few men, but mankind, shall say what 
shall be; here, we ask, Shall it be War, or shall it be 
Peace ? 
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THE EDITORS TO THE READERS 

W E invite the attention of our countrymen to a 
new design. Probably not quite unexpected 
or unannounced will our Journal appear though small 
pains have been taken to sec^are its welcome hose 
who have immediately acted in editing the Pio^^eot 

number, cannot accuse themselves of any 
forwardness in their undertaking, but rathe of a 
backwardness, when they remember how often V 

private circles the work was projected. 
desired, and only postponed because no m^vidua 
volunteered to combine and concentrate the fiee-\uU 
offerings of many co-operators. With some 
present conductors of this work have yielded 
to the wishes of their friends, finding something sacied 
and not to be withstood in the importunity which urged 

the production of a Journal m a new spirit. 

As they have not proposed themselves to the wo , 
neither In they lay any the least claim to option or 
determination of the spirit in which it is , 

what is peculiar in the design._ In that respec ’ V /■ . 

obeyed, though with great joy, the strong 
thought and feeling, which, for a few years p > 
many sincere persons in New England o_ r 
demands on literature, and to reprobate that 9 ^ 

conventions of religion and education whic ^ . 

us to stone, which renounces hope, which Y 

backward. wEich asks only such a future as the pa , 
which suspects improvement, and holds not n g 

in horror as new views and the dreams o Y^JJ ’nrp<?pnt 
With these terrors the conductors of P^es 

Journal have nothing to do,—not even 

word of reproach to waste. Jb^Y ^ 9 ^?^ nmilation of 
a portion of the youth and of P P v 

this country who have not shared ’ , 

secret or in public paid their vovvs to truth and freedom, 

I Ftom The Dial, Vol. i. No- i. July 1840. 
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wIk) 1()\c reality too well to care for names, and who 
live l)y a Eaitli too earne>l and profound to suffer them 
to dt)n])t the eternity of its ol^ject. oi‘ to shake them- 
seh'es ir(“e Irom its authority. I'nder the fictions and 
cvistoms whicli occupied otliers. the>e have explored the 
Neco-^arv. tlie Plain, the frue, the Human, — and so 
f;ained a vantaf^e ^nound which commands the history 
of the j)ast and the juesent. 

Xo one can con\-erse much with different classes of 
society in Xew En^dand. without remarking; the jmo- 
fi;ress of a re\'ohition I lio-^e who share in it have no 
external or^^anizafion, no l)adf.^e, no creed, no name. 

I liey do not vote, or juint, or even meet together. 

I Iiey do not know each other’s faces or names. 

1 hey are unit<-d only in a common love of truth, and 
love of its work. Tliey are of all conditions and con¬ 
stitutions. Of tlu'se acolytes, if some are liappily born 
and well bred, many are no doul>t ill tlressed, ill placed, 
ill made—with as many scars of hereditary vice as other 
men. Without tuunj), without trumpet, in lonely and 
ohseuia'jilaces. in solitude, in servitude, in com]ninctions 
and pri\’ations. trudging beside the team in the dusty 
road, or drudging a hireling in other men’s cornfields, 
sclKxthnastt'is, who teach a few children rudiments for 
a pittance, ministers of small ]>arishes of the obscurer 
sects, lone women in dependent condition, matrons and 
young maidens, rich ami poor, beatitiful and hard- 
fa\'oured. without concert or ]»roclamation of any kind, 
th('y have silently given in their several adherence to 
a new hope, and in all companies do signify a greater 
trust in the natiire and resources of man, than the laws 
or tile ])opular opinions will w<’ll allow. 

This s]>irit of the time is felt I'y ever\- individual with 
some dillerence, — to each one casting its light ui>on 
the objects nearest (o his temper and habits of thotight: 

to one, coming in the shape of special reforms in the 
state : to another, in modifications ot the various callings 
of men, aiul the customs of business; to a third, open¬ 
ing a new scope for litt'rature and art ; to a fourth, in 
]>!iilo->ophical in^igiit ; to a fifth, in the ^•ast solitudes 
of prayer. It is in every lorm a protest against usage. 
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and a search for principles. In all its 

is peaceable, and in the very lowest 

truimphant success. Of course it rouses 

of all which it judges and condemns, f too 

confident in its tone to comprehend an 

so builds no outworks for possible defence at,a "^o 

tingent enemies. It has the step of Fate, and goes on 

existing like an oak or a river, because it must 

In literature, this influence appears not yet in i - 

books so much as in the higher tone o( cnticism 1 e 
antidote to all narrowness is the comparison 
record with nature, which at once sliames the recoul 

and stimulates to new attempts. 

this, we wonder how any book has been though y 

to be preserved. There is somewha in all hit un¬ 
translatable into language. He who keeps i > 
that will write better than others and think less of 

writing, and of all writing. EyepY ^ 
certain imprisoning as well as uplifting qua ' H, 

proportion to its energy on the will, ^ ,3 

an object of intellectual contemplation. Thus u hat 
great usually slips through our fingers, and seem 
wonderful how a lifeUke word ever comes to \'"ttcn. 
If our Journal share the impulses of the ^'”ae, 
now prescribe its own course. It caniio 
orderly propositions what it shall attempt. pvpi v 

should be poetic; unpredictable; superse in^ , 

new thought does, all foregone thoughts, . , 

a new li|ht on the whole wor d. Its b-'O"' "ot 
wrinkled with circumspection, but serene, - 

adoring. It has all things to say, and no less than aU 

the world for its final audience. . 

Our plan embraces much more criticism, 

it not so, our criticism would be ^o 

noble is directed on life, and this IS. ^ 

say pretty or curious things, or to reiterate a leu 

propositions in varied forms, but, n we , higher 
expression to that spirit which lifts nien ‘ 
platform, restores to them the leligio s 
brings them worthy aims and pure pleasu , p h 

inward eye, makes life less desultory, and throu^ 
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raising man to the level of nature, takes away its 
melancholy from the landscape, and reconciles the 
])ractical with the sjicciilative powers. 

P>iit perhai>s we are telling our little story too gravely. 
'I'liere are always great arguments at hand for a true 
action, even for the writing of a fi‘W pages. There is 
nothing hut seems iK'ar it and ]n’omj>ts it,—the sphere 
in the ecliptic, the sa]> in the apple tree,—every fact, 
every aj)j)e;uance seem to ]H‘rsuade to it. 

Our means correspond with the ends we have 
indi(ati-d. As we do not wish to multii>ly books, but 
to report life, our rt‘>ources are therefore not so much 
the j)ens of ])racti>ed writers, as the discourse of the 
living, and the jiortfolios which fiiendshij) has opened 
to us. From the beautiful recesses of i)rivate tho\ight; 
from the ex])erience and hope of spirits which are with¬ 
drawing from all old forms, and seeking in all that is 
new somewhat to meet their inaj>peasable longings ; from 
the secret confession of genius afraid to trust itself to 
aught but sympathy; from the conversation of fervid 
aiul mystical pietists; from the tear-stained diaries of 
sorrow and ])assion; from the manuscripts of young 
poets; and from the records of youthful taste com¬ 
menting on old works of art; we ho])e to draw thoughts 
and feelings, which being alive can imjnirt life. 

And so with diligt*nt hands and good intent we set 
down our Dial on tlje earth. We wish it may resemble 
that instrument in its celebrated haj^juness, that of 
measuring no hours but those of sunshine. Let it be one 
cheerful rational voice ami(Et the din of mourners and 
])olemics. Or to abide by our chosen image, let it be 
such a Dial, not a'^ the dead face of a clock, hardly even 
such as the (inomon in a garden, b\it rather such a 
Dial as is the (iarden itself, in whose leaves and flowers 
and fruits the suddenly awakened sleeper is instantly 
a])i)ri/ed not what part of dead time, but what state of 
life and growth is now arrived and arriving. 
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T here is no better illustration of the laws by 
which the world is governed than Literature. 
There is no luck in it. It proceeds by Fate. Every 
scripture is given by the inspiration of God. Every 
composition proceeds out of a greater or less depth of 
thought, and this is the measure of its effect. The 
highest class of books are those which express the moral 
element; the next, works of imagination; and the 
next, works of science ;—all dealing in realities,—what 
ought to be, what is, and what appears. These, in pro¬ 
portion to the truth and beauty they involve, remain ; 
the rest perish. They proceed out of the silent living 
mind to be heard again by the living mind. Of the 
best books it is hardest to write the history. Those 
books which are for all time are written indifferently at 
any time. For high genius is a day without night, a 
Caspian Ocean which hath no tides. And yet is litera¬ 
ture in some sort a creature of time. Always the 
oracular soul is the source of thought, but a.lways the 
occasion is administered by the low mediations of 
circumstance. Religion, Love, Ambition, War, some 
fierce antagonism, or it may be, some petty annoyance, 
must break the round of perfect circulation, or no 
spark, no joy, no event can be. The poet rambling 
through the fields or the forest, absorbed in contempla¬ 
tion to that degree, that his walk is but a pretty dream, 
would never awake to precise thought, if the scream of 
an eagle, the cries of a crow or curlew near his head did 
not break the sweet continuity. Nay, the finest lyrics 
of the poet come of this unequal parentage ; the imps 
of matter beget such child on the soul, fair daughter oi 
God. Nature mixes facts with thoughts to yield a 
poem. But the gift of immortality is of the 
side. In the spirit in which they are written is the date 
of their duration, and never in the magnitude o e 
facts. 

I From The Via/, Vol. i. No. 2, Oclober 1840. 
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Fvervtliing Li^ts in i)roi>oition tn lO I" 

nronortu.n as it was not pollntod by any \vi ulncss of 
the writer bnt Unwed from Ins mind altei the di\ine 
Older of c ause and effec f. it was not Ins but natuic s 
and sinned the snlilimity of the sea and sk). riiat 
wbicb is truly told, natiirr' bersell takes m chai^gc agams 
t e whims and injnstiee of men. For ages Herodotus 
was reekoned a riednloris gossip m Ins descnii ions of 
Africa and now flie sublime sile nt desert testifies t 
the moiitlis of Hrucc. I.yon. Cailliaiid Ifnrckbaidt, Btl- 
vrmi to Ww truth <>1 tlio rulunuiuitud lustonan. 

And vet in.-n imagine that books arc dice and fiave no 
merit in their fortiiiu- ; that the trade and the favoiii of a 
few critics can get one book into circiilation, and defeat 
anotlR'i - aiut that iu thr iModuction ol these things the 
author has ehoseii and may choose to do thus and so. 
Society alM) ^vi>hes to assign subjects and methods to its 
writers Ihit neillier n-ader nor author may mteinuddlc. 
You cannot reason at will in this and that other vein, 
but only as yon iinist. You cannot make quaint com- 

binadoil, and hi mg to the crucible and -'e-;' » 

truth things lar fetched or fantastic oi popiifai , I lit 

your method and your subject are ^ 

your n.itiire, and in all nature, or ever ttie ^ 

,n- it has no worth. All tb.it gives currency still to any 
book advertised in the morning's newspapei in Lerndon 
or ffoston, is the remains of t.iith tn the breast 

that not adroit bookmakers, but “ 

soul of the universe reports of itself "’ ‘“‘iculate ^ 
course to-day as of old. 'Ihe ancients strongly ex¬ 
pressed their sense of the unmanageableness of these 
Ss of the spirif by saving, that the C.od made his 

priest insane, took him hither and thither as 

whirle d hy the tempest. Hut we sing as we a.e b. L 

t)tir ins,iirations ar.’ very manageable and 
and sin have wlii^p.ned in the ear of flu- 
Heaven, and he h.is become a dray and a hack. Anci. 
step hv stci> with the cnlraucc of this era ot ease and co 
venience. tlie belief in the proiHT 

departed, l.iterary accomidisluuents, skill lu ^ ' 

and rhetoric, knowledge of books, can nevei atone 
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the want of things which demand voice. Literature is 
a poor trick when it busies itself to make words pass 
for things. The most original book in the world is the 
Bible. This old collection of the ejaculations of love 
and dread, of the supreme desires and contritions of 
men proceeding out of the region of the grand and 
eternal, by whatsoever different mouths spoken, and 
through a wide extent of times and countries, seems, 
especially if you add to our canon the kindred sacred 
writings of the Hindoos, Persians, and Giceks, the 
alphabet of the nations,—and all posterior literature 
either the chronicle of facts under very infeiior ideas, 
or, when it rises to sentiment, the combinations, anal¬ 
ogies, or degradations of this. The elevation of this 
book may be measured by observing, how certainly all 
elevation of thought clothes itself in the woids and 
forms of speech of that book. For the human mind 
is not now sufficiently erect to judge and correct 
that scripture. Whatever is majestically thought m 
a great moral element, instantly approaches this old 
Sanscrit. It is in the nature of things that the highest 
originality must be moral. The only person, who can 
be entirely independent of this fountain of liteiature 
and equal to it, must be a prophet in his own proper 


person. , ^ 

Shakespeare, the first literary genius of the worla, 
the highest in whom the moral is not the predominating 
element, leans on the Bible ; his poetry supposes it. it 
we examine this brilliant influence—Shakespeare ^ 
lies in our minds, we shall find it reverent not only of the 
letter of this book, but of the whole frame of society 
which stood in Europe upon it, deeply indebted to the 
traditional morality, in short, compared with the tone 
of the Prophets, secondary. On the other hand, the 
Prophets do not imply the existence of Shakespeare or 
Homer,—advert to no books or arts, only to drea 
ideas and emotions. People imagine that the place 
which the Bible holds in the world, it owes to miracles. 
It owes it simply to the fact that it came out of ^ 
founder depth of thought than any other ho^*^’ ^ 

effect must be precisely proportionate. Gibbon lancie 

VOL. IV, ^ 
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tliat it wa-- coniliinatioiis of circumstances that gave 
( liri>tianity its ]>lace in history. Hut in nature it takes 

an ounce to balance an ounce. 

All ju>t critic i-m w ill noi only behoUl in literature tlie 
action of necessary laws, but must also oversee literature 
itself. 'I'he erect mind disi>arages all books. \\ hat arc 
books ? it saith : they can have no jiermanent value. 
Ih'W obviously initial they are to their authors. The 
bftoks of the nations, tlie universal books, are long ago 
forgotten by those who wrote them, and one day wc 
shall forget this jn imer learning. Literature is made up 
of a few ideas and a few fables. It is a lieap of nouns 
and verbs enclosing an intuition or two. We must 
learn to judge books bv absolute standards. When we 
are aroused to a life in ourselves, these traditional splen- 
dfturs of letters grow very ]\\\c and cold. ^len seem to 
forget that all literature is ei'hemeral. and unwillingly 
(‘iitertain the supjiosition of its \itter disa]*]'earance. 
'they deem not only letters in general, but the best 
books in particular, parts of a ]»re-estal'lished harmony, 
fatal, unalterable, and do not go behind ^ irgil, and 
Dante, much less lu hind M(»s('s. I'./ekiel. and St. John. 
Hut no man can be a good critic of any book, who does 
not read it in a wisdcun which transceiuls the instructions 
of any book, atul treats the whole extant jnoduct of the 
human intellect as only one age, revisable and reversible 
by him. 

'In our fidelity to the higher truth we need not dis¬ 
own our debt, in our actual state of culture, in the 
twilights of oxi>erience. to tliese rtide helpers. They 
keej) alive the memorv and the ho]>e of a better day. 
When we flout all iKirticular books as initial merely, we 
truly exi^ress the ]>rivilege of spiritual nature, but alas, 
not the fact and fortune of this low Massaclmsetts and 
Hoston. of these humble Jvines and Deceinbei's of mortal 
life. Our souls are not self-ted, but do eat and drink 
of chemical water and wheat. Let us not forget the 
genial miraculous force we have known to j>roceed from 
a book. We go musing into the vault of day and night: 
no constellation shines, no muse descends, the stars are 
white points, the roses, brick-coloured leaves, and frogs 
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pipe, mice cheep, and wagons creak along the road. We 
return to the house and take up Plutarch or Augustine, 
and read a few sentences or pages, and lo ! the air swims 
with life. The front of heaven is full of fiery shapes, 
secrets of magnanimity and grandeur invite us on 
every hand, life is made up of them. Such is our 
debt to a book. Observe moreover that we ought to 
credit literature with much more than the bare word 
it gives us. I have just been reading poems which 
now in memory shine with a certain steady, warm, 
autumnal light. That is not in their grammatical con¬ 
struction which they give me. If I analyze the sentences, 
it eludes me, but 'is the genius and suggestion of the 
whole. Over every true poem lingers a certain wild 
beauty, immeasurable; a hap])iness lightsome and 
delicious fills the heart and brain, as they say every 
man walks environed by his proper atmosphere, 
extending to some distance around him. This beautiful 
result must be credited to literature also in casting its 
account. 

In looking at the library of the Present Age, we aie 
first struck with that fact of the immense miscellany. 
It can hardly be characterised by any species of book, 
for every opinion, old and new, every hope and fear, 
every whim and folly has an organ. It exhibits a vast 
carcass of tradition every year with as much solemnity 
as a new revelation. Along with these it vents books 
that breathe of new morning, that seem to heave with 
the life of millions, books for which men and women 
peak and pine; books which take the rose out of the 
cheek of him that wrote them, and give him to the 
midnight a sad, solitary, diseased man; which leave no 
man where they found him, but make him better or 
worse; and which work dubiously on society and seem 
to inoculate it with a venom before any healthy result 

appears. . , ,, 

In order to any complete view of the literature 01 the 

present age, an inquiry should include what it quo es, 

what it writes and what it wishes to write, in our 

present attempt to enumerate some traits of the recent 

literature, we shall have somewhat to offer on each ol 
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those topics. Init \vc cannot proini-^e to set in very exact 

order what we have to say. 

In the first i)lace it lias all books. It reprints the 
wi-doin of the worUl. How can the age be a bad one 
which gives me Plato and Pavd and Plutarch. St. 
Augustine. Spinoxa. ( hapman. Ih-aumont and Fletcher, 
Donne and Sir Tliomas P.rowne, beside its own riches ? 
Our ])iesses groan every year with new editions of all 
the select ])iec('s of the'fir'.t of mankind.—meditations, 
history. (lassifications. opinions, epics, lyrics, which the 
age adopts by (i\ioting them. If we should designate 
favourite studies in which the age delights more than 
in the re^t of this great mass of the iiermanent literature 
of the human race, one or two instances would be 


conspit nous. Fiist ; the prodigious growth and in- 
tlueiice of the genius of Shakespeare, in the last one 
hundred and fifty years, is itself a fact of the first 
imiiortance. Italmfwt alone has called out the genius 
of the (lerman nation into an activity which, si>reading 
from the i>oetic into the scientific, religious and philo¬ 
sophical domains, has made theirs now at last the 
jiaramount intellectual inlhieiice of the world, reacting 
with great energy on Fngland and .America. And thus, 
and not by me( hanical dilfu>ion. does an original genius 
work and spread him>elf. Society becomes an immense 
Shakes|)eare. Not otherwise, could the poet be adm red, 
nay, not eyen seen ;—not until his living, conversing, 
and writing had diffused his s]>irit into the young and 
acrpiiring class, so that he luul multiplied himself into 
a tliousand sons, a lliousand Shakespeares, and so under¬ 


stands himself. 


Secondly ; the history of freedom it studies with 
eagerness in civil, in religious, in ]>hilosophic history. 
It lias ex])lore(l every monument of Anglo-Saxon history 
and law. and mainly every scrap of ]nintcd or written 
paper remaining from (he jicriod of the English Common¬ 
wealth. It has, out of hhigland, devoted much thought 
and pains to the history of ])hilosophy. It has groped in 
all nations where was any literature for the early poetry, 
not only the dramatic, but the rudest lyric ; for songs 
and ballads, the Nibelungen Lied, the poems of Hans 
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Sachs and Henry of Alckmaer in Germany, for the Cid 
in Spain, for the rough-cast verse of the interior nations 
of Europe, and in Britain for the ballads of Scotland and 
of Robin Hood. 

In its own books also, our age celebrates its wants, 
achievements, and hopes. A wide superficial cultivation, 
often a mere clearing and whitewashing, indicate the 
new taste in the hitherto neglected savage, whether of 
the cities or the fields, to know the arts and share the 
spiritual efforts of the refined. The time is marked by 
the multitude of writers. Soldiers, sailors, servants, 
nobles, princes, women, write books. Tlie progress of 
trade and the facilities for locomotion have made the 
world nomadic again. Of course it is well informed. 
All facts arc exposed. The age is not to be trifled with : 
it wishes to know who is who, and what is what. Let 
there be no ghost stories more. Send Humboldt and 
Bonpland to explore Mexico, Guiana, and the Cordilleras. 
Let Captain Parry learn if there be a north-west passage 
to America, and Mr. Lander learn the true course of 
the Niger. Puckler-Muskau will go to Algiers, and Sir 
Francis Head to the Pampas, to the Brunnens of Nassau, 
and to Canada. Then let us have charts true and 
gazetteers correct. We will know where Babylon stood, 
and settle the topography of the Roman Forum. 
We will know whatever is to be known of Austialasia, 
of Japan, of Persia, of Egypt, of Timbuctoo, of 

Palestine. 

Thus Christendom has become a great reading-room ; 
and its books have the convenient merits of the news¬ 
paper, its eminent propriety, and its superficial exact¬ 
ness of information. The age is well bred, knows the 
world, has no nonsense, and herein is well distinguished 
from the learned ages that preceded ours. That 
is no fool like your learned fool, is a proverb plentifully 
illustrated in the history and writings of the English 
and European scholars for the half millennium that 
preceded the beginning of the eighteenth centuiy. Ihe 
best heads of their time build or occupy such card-house 
theories of religion, politics, and natural science, as a 
clever boy would now blow away. What stun in 
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Kepler, in Cardan, in Lord Bacon! Montaigne, with all 
liis French wit and downright sense is little better ; 
a sophomore would wind him round his finger. Some 
of the Medical Remains of Lord Bacon in the book for 
his own use, “ Of the Prolongation of Life ” will move 
a smile in the unjKX'tical practitioner of the Medical 
College. They remind us of the drugs and practice of 
the leeches and enchanters of Eastern romance. Thus 
we find in his whimsical collection of astringents : 

“ A stomacher of scarlet cloth ; whelps or young 
healthy boys api>lied to the stomach ; hippocratic wines, 
so they be made of austere materials. 

“ 8. To remember masticatorics for the mouth. 

“ 9. And orange flower water to be smelled or snuffed 

UJ). 

“ 10. In the third hour after the sun is risen to take 
in air from some high and open place with a ventilation 
of ros.'c moschatx* and fresh violets, and to stir the earth 
with infusion of wine and mint. 

“ 17. To use once during supper-time wine in which 
gold is quenched. 

“ 26. Heroic desires. 


“ 28. To j)rovide always an apt breakfast. 

“ 29. To do nothing against a man’s genius.” 

To the substance of some of these specifics we have 
no objection. \Vc think we should get no better at the 
Medical College to-day : and of all astringents we should 
reckon the best, ” heroic desires,” and ” doing nothing 
against one’s genius.” Yet the principle of modern 
classification is different. In the same jdace it is curious 
to find a good deal of pretty nonsense concerning the 
virtues of the ashes of a hedgehog, the heart of an ape, 
the moss that groweth upon the skull of a dead man 
imburicd. and the comfort that proceeds to the system 
from wearing beads of amber, coral, and hartshorn ;— 
or from rings of sea - horse teeth worn for cramp ;— 
to find all these masses of moonshine side by side with 
the gravest and most valuable observations. 

The good Sir 'I hoiuas Browne recommends as em¬ 


pirical cures for the gout : 

” To w'car shoes made of a lion’s skin.” 
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“ Try transplantation ; Give poultices taken fiom the 

’magnified amulet of Muftetus of spiders^ 
lees worn in a deer’s skin, or of tortoises' legs cut oft 
frL the living tortoise and wrapped up m the skin 

°‘BuftmVs “ Anatomy of Melancholy ” is an encyclo- 
nredia of authors and of opinions, where one who should 
forage for exploded theories might easily load his pan¬ 
niers In dxmonology, for example; . ^hc an lie 

savs “ is not so full of flies in summer as it is at all times 
ot^invisible devils. They counterfeit suns and moons, 

i^U on Ss* masts, ^hey cause ^^rl^ 

TteorMogists generally refer to -tura causeyet I 
am of Bodine’s mind, they are more o^^i caused by 
those aerial devils in their several 

confined in his sword pommel. Ot|«js 
rings. At Hammel, in Saxony, the 1 ' 

of a pied piper carried away one^hundred and thiity 
‘"''in thirsky-'full S cobwebs « "O'''"^^Hekd^r 

to represent the spirit of impatience of 

has taste, common sense, love of 

humbug, love of imong gentlemen; 

justice, and the sentiment « faith, no 

but no life whatever of the h g secret of 

hope, no aspiration, no question touching 

"Hl^-favourable side of th.s^ 
is the bold and systematic criticism, wind 1 V 
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in every dej'/artment oi literature. From Wolfs attack 
upon tile aiillienli( ity of the Homeric Poems, dates a 
new ej)och in learning;. Ancient history has been found 
to be not yet settled. It is to be subjectid to common 
sense. It is to be cross-('xanhned. It is to be seen, 
whether its traditions will consist not with universal 


Ix'lief. but with univi'rs;U exjHMience. Niebuhr has 
sifted Roman history bv the like methods. Heeren 
has made ^ood essays tow.irds ascertainini," the necessary 
facts in the (irecian. Persian. .Assyrian. ki^'N'ptian, Ethi- 
o])ic, Carthaginian nations, ICnglish history has been 
analyzed by rurner. Hallain. lirodie, Lin^artl. Palj;rave. 
(ioethe hasj,;()nc the circuit of human knowledge, as Lord 
Macon did before him, writing True or False on every 
artieUx Hentham has attempted the same scrutiny in 
reference to ( i\ il Law. Pestah>//i out of a dee]i love 
undertook the reform (»f education. The ambition of 
( oleridge in Iingland embraci-d the whole problem of 
]ihilosoi)hy ; to find, that is. a foundation in thought 
for everything that existetl in fact. The (ierman phil¬ 
osophers. Sciirlling. K.int, b'ichte, have aiijdied their 
analysis to natuii’ and thought with an anti<]ne boldness. 

I here can be no honest iiKpiiry. which is not better than 
a( (piiescence. In<iuiries. which once looked grave and 
vital, no (hmbt, change their ap]H'arancc very fast, and 
come to look fri\'olous beside tlie later queries to which 
tlu'v gave occasion. 

1 hisscei>tic<il acli\’ily. at first directed on circumstances 
and historical views deenu'd of great imj^ortance, soon 
pf'iietrated deeper th.in Rome or b'gyjit, than history or 
institutions, or the vocabulary of metajihysics, namely, 
into the thinker himself, and into every function he exer- 
< ises. 1 he poetry and speculation of the age are marked 
by a certain ])hilosophic turn, which discriminates them 
fiom the works of ('aiiier times. The poet is not content 
to see how “ Fair hangs the api>le from the rock,’* “ What 
music a sunbeam awoke in the gro\-es.” nor of Hardi- 
knute, how Statelv stepjies he east the way, and stately 
stei>pes he west." l>nt hr now levolves. What is the a]iple 
to me? and what the birds to me ? and what is 
llaidiknute to me ? ami wluit am I ? And this is called 
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subjectivencss, as the eye is withdrawn from the object 
and fixed on the subject or mind. 

We can easily concede that a steadfast tendency of 
this sort appears in modern literature. It is the new 
consciousness of the one mind, which ]5redominatcs in 
criticism. It is the uprise of the soul, and not the 
decline. It is founded on that insatiable demand for 
unity, the need to recognise one nature in all the variety 
of objects, which always characterises a genius of the 
first order. Accustomed always to behold the presence 
of the universe in every part, the soul will not condescend 
to look at any new part as a stranger, but saith, I 
know all already, and what art thou ? Show me thy 
relations to me, to all, and I will entertain thee also. 

There is a jiernicious ambiguity in the use of the term 
subjective. We say, in accordance with the general view 
I have stated, that the single soul feels its right to be 
no longer confounded with numbers, but itself to sit in 
judgment on history and literature, and to summon all 
facts and parties before its tribunal. And in this sense 
the age is subjective. 

But, in all ages, and now more, the narrow-minded 
have no interest in anything but in its relation to their 
personality. What will help them to be delivered from 
some burden, eased in some circumstance, flattered or 
pardoned or enriched; what will help to marry or to 
divorce them, to prolong or to sweeten life, is sure of 
their interest; and nothing else. Every form under the 
whole heaven they behold in this most partial light oi 
darkness of intense selfishness, until we hate their being. 
And this habit of intellectual selfishness has acquired m 
our day the fine name of subjectiveness. 

Nor is the distinction between these two habits to 
be found in the circumstance of using the first person 
singular, or reciting facts and feelings of personal history. 
A man may say I, and never refer to himself as an 
individual; and a man may recite passages of his lile 
with no feeling of egotism. Nor need a man ha\e a 
vicious subjectiveness because he deals in abstrac 
propositions. 

But the criterion wliicli discriminates these two 
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habits in the poet's mind is tlie tendency of his com- 
iiosition ; namely, whether it leads us to nature, or to 
the iierson of the writer. The great always introduce us 
to facts; small men introduce us always to themselves. 
The great man, even whilst he relates a private fact 
personal to him, is really leading us away from him to 
a universal experience. His own affection is m nature, 
in What is, and. of course, all his communication leads 
outward to it. starting from whatsoever point, ihe 
great never with their own consent become a load on 
the minds they instruct. The more they draw us to 
them the farther from them or more independent ot 
them'we are, because they have brought us to the 
knowledge of somewhat deeper than both them and us. 
The great never hinder us; for, as the Jews had a 
custom of laying their beds north and south, founded 
on an opinion that the path of (lod was cast and west, 
and they would not desecrate, by the infiimities ot 
sleep, the Diyine circuits, so the activity of the 
good is coincident with the axle of the world, 
with the sun and moon, with the course of the riveis 
and of the winds, with the stream of laboiuers in the 
street and with all the activity and well-being of the 
race. 'Ihe great lead us to nature, and in our age to 
meta]ihysical nature, to the invisible awful facts, to 
moral abstractions, which arc not less nature than is a 
river or a coal-mine,—nay, they arc far more nature, 


but its essence and soul. 

But the weak and evil, led also to analyze, saw 
nothing in thought but luxury, thought for the selfish 
became selfish. They invited us to contemi>latc nature, 
and showed us an abominable self. Would you know 
the genius of the writer ? Do not enumerate his taleMs 
or his feats, but ask thyself. Wdiat spirit is he of? Do 
gladness and hope and fortitude flow from his page into 
thy heart ? Has he led thee to nature because his own 
soul was too hai^i>y in beholding her ])ower and love ? 
Or is his ]>assion for the wilderness only the sensibility 
of the sick, the exhibition of a talent which only shines 
whilst you praist.' it; which has no root in the chaiacter, 
and can thus minister to the vanity but not to the 
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happiness of the possessor; and which derives all its 
eclat from our conventional education, but would not 
make itself intelligible to the wise man of anothei age 
or country ? The water we wash with never speaks ot 
itself, nor does fire or wind or tree. Neither does the 
noble natural man : he yields himself to your occasion 
and use, but his act expresses a reference to universal 

good. , . , .V- 

Another element of the modern poetry akin to this 

subjective tendency, or rather the direction 01 that same 
on the question of resources, is the Feeling of the Inhnite. 
Of the perception now fast becoming a conscious iact,—- 
that there is One Mind, and that all the powers and 
privileges which lie in any, lie in all; that I as a man 
may claim and appropriate whatever of true 01 lair 
or good or strong has anywhere been exhibited ; that 
Moses and Confucius, 3 Iontaigne and Leibnitz are not so 
much individuals as they are parts of man and paits 01 
me, and mv intelligence proves them my own, litera¬ 
ture is far''the best expression. It is true, this is not 
the only nor the obvious lesson it teaches, A selhsh 
commerce and government have caught the eye and 
usurped the hand of the masses. It is not to be 
contested that selfishness and the senses write the laws 
under which we live, and that the street seems to e 
built and the men and women in it moving, not m 
reference to pure and grand ends, but rather to very 
short and sordid ones. Perhaps no ® 

minority, no one man, leads a quite clean and l^^^Y ^ 
What then ? We concede in sadness the fact. 
say that these low customary ways are not all tnat 
survives in human beings. Ihere is that ^s 
mutters, and that which groans, and that nv n 
triumphs, and that which aspires. There are 
which men of the world superciliously smile, whicn are 
worth all their trade and politics, the impu ses, namei>, 
which drive young men into gardens and solitary P ^ ’ 

and cause extravagant gestures, starts, distortions 
countenance, and passionate exclamations; sentii , 

which find no aliment or language for i 1 „ 

wharves, in court, or market, but which are soot y 
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silence, by darkness, by the pale stars, and the preser.ee 
of natu: e. All over the modern world the educated and 
susceptible have betrayed their discontent with the limits 
of our municipal life, and with the poverty of our dogmas 
of religion and jihilosophy. They betray this impatience 
by tlceing for resource to a conversation with nature, 
which is courted in a certain moody and exploring spirit, 
as if they anticipated a more intimate union of man with 
the world than has been known in recent ages. Those 
who cannot tell what they desire or expect, still sigh 
and struggle with indefinite thoughts and vast wishes. 
The very child in the nursery prattles mysticism, and 
doubts and philosophizes. A wild striving to express a 
more inward and infinite sense characterizes the works 
of every art. The music of Beethoven is said, by those 
who understand it, to labour with vaster conceptions 
and aspirations than imisic has attempted Ix^forc. This 
Feeling of the Infinite has deeidy coloured the poetry of 
the period. I bis new love of the vast, always native 
in Germany, was imported into France by De Stael, 
appeared in lingland in Coleridge, Wordsworth, Byron, 
Shelley, Felicia Hemans, and finds a most genial climate 
in the American mind. Scott and Crabbe, who formed 
themselves on the ]>ast, had none of this tendency; 
their jioetry is objective. In Byron, on the other hand, 
it jiredominates; but in Byron it is blind, it sees not its 
true end—an infinite good, alive and beautiful, a life 
nourished on absolute beatitudes, descending into nature 
to behold itself reflected there. His will is perverted, 
he worships the accidents of society, and his praise of 
nature is thieving and selfish. 

Nothing certifies the ]>revalenco of this taste in the 
people more than the circulation of the iioems,—one 
would say most incongruously united by some book¬ 
seller,—of Coleridge, Shelley and Keats. 'I'he only unity 
is in tlic subjectiveness and the aspiration common to 
the three writers. Shelley, though a )H>etic mind, is 
never a poet. His muse is uniformly imitative; tUl 
his ])oems composite. .\ good English scholar he is. 
with ear, taste, and memory; much more, he is a 
character full of noble and prophetic traits; but 
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imagination, the original, authentic fire of the baid, he 
has not. He is cleaily modern, and shares with Richter, 
Chateaubriand, ^lanzoni, and Wordsworth, the feeling of 
the infinite, which so labours for expression iir their 
different genius. But all his lines are arbitrary, irot 
necessary. W’hen we read poetry, the mind asks, W as 
this verse one of twenty which the author might have 
written as well; or is this what that man was created to 
say ? But, whilst every line of the true poet will be 
genuine, he is in a boundless power and freedom to say 
a million things. And the reason why he can say one 
thing well, is because his vision extends to the sight of 
all things, and so he describes each as one who knows 
many and all. 

The fame of W^ordsworth is a leading fact in modern 
literature, when it is considered how hostile his genius 
at first seemed to the reigning taste, and with what 
feeble poetic talents his great and steadily growing 
dominion has been established. More than any poet his 
success has been not his own but that of the idea which 
he shared with his coevals, and which he has rarely 
succeeded in adequately expressing. “ The Excursion 
awakened in every lover of Nature the right feeling. 
We saw stars shine, we felt the awe of mountains, \ve 
heard the rustle of the wind in the grass, and knew again 
the ineffable secret of solitude. It was a great joy. 
It was nearer to Nature, than anything we had before. 
But the interest of the poem ended almost with the 
naiTitive of the influences of Nature on the mind of the 
Boy, in the First Book. Obviously for that passage 
the poem was written, and with the exception of this 
ajid of a few strains of the like character in the sequel, 
the whole poem was dull. Here was no poem, but here 
was poetry, and a sure index where the subtle muse was 
about to pitch her tent and find the argument of her 
song. It was the human soul in these last a.ges striving 
for a just publication of itself. Add to this, however, 
the great praise of Wordsworth, that more than any 
other contemporary bard he is pervaded with a reverence 
of somewhat higher than (conscious) thought. There is 
in him that property common to all great poets, a wisdom 
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of humanity, which is superior to any talents which they 
exert. It is the wisest part of Shakes])eare and of Milton. 
For they are i)oets liy the free course which they 
allow to the informini; soul, which through their eyes 
behoUloth again and blesseth the things which it hath 
made. The soul is superior to its knowledge, wiser than 
any of its works. 

With the name of Wordsworth rises to our recollec¬ 
tion the name of his contemporary and friend, Walter 
Savage Landor—a man working in a very different 
and peculiar spirit, yet one whose genius and accomplish¬ 
ments deser\'e a wiser criticism than we have yet seen 
apjdied to them, and the rather that his name does not 
readily associate itself with any school of writers. ^ Of 
Thomas Carlyle, also, we shall say nothing at this time, 
since the fpiality and the energy of his inllucnce on the 
youth of this country will recpiire at our hands, ere long, 
a distant and faithful acknowledgment. 

But of all men he who has united in himself, and that 
in the most extraordinary degree, the tendencies of the 
era, is the German poet, naturalist, and philosopher, 
Goethe. Whatever the age inherited or invented, he 
made his own. He has owed to Commerce and to the 
victories of the Understanding, all their spoils. Such 
was his capacity, that the magazines of the world’s 
ancient or modern wealth, which arts and intercourse 
and sce])licism could command,—he wanted them all. 
Had there been twice so much, he could have used it 
as well. Geologist, mechanic, merchant, chemist, king, 
radical, ])ainter, composer.—all worked for him, and a 
thousand men seemed to look through his eyes. He 
learned as readily as other men breathe. Of all the 
men of this time, not one has seemed so much at home 
in it as he. He was not afraid to live. And in him this 
encyclopaedia of facts, which it has been the boast of 
the age to compile, wrought an equal effect. He was 
knowing; he was brave; he was clean from all narrow¬ 
ness; he has a perfect propriety and ttiste,—a quality 
by no means common to the German writers. Nay, 
since the earth, as we said, had become a reading-room, 
the new opportunities seem to have aided him to be that 
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resolute realist he is. and seconded lus sturdy determina¬ 
tion to see things for what they are. lo look at him 
one would say there was never an observer beloie. 
What sagacity, what industry of obser\’ation lo read 
his record is a frugality of time, for you shall hnd/'O 
word that docs not stand for a thing, and he is ot that 
comprehension which can see the value of truth. His 
love of nature has seemed to give a new meaning to 
that word. There was never man more domesticated in 
this world than he. And he is an apology lor the 
analytic spirit of the period, because, of his analysis 
always wholes were the result. All conventions, all 
traditions he rejected. And yet he felt Ins entire 
and duty to stand before and try and judge every tact 
in nature. He thoiiglit it necessary to dot round with 
his own pen the entire sphere of knowables; and lor 
many of his stories, this seems the only reason: 
is a piece of humanity I had hitherto omitted o 

sketch;—take this. He does not say so 
yet a sort of conscientious feeling he had to be xtp to the 
universe, is the best account and ajiology for many o 
them. He shared also the subjectiveness of tlie age, 
and that too in both the senses I have discriminated. 
With the sharpest eye for form, colour, botany, cngra\- 
ing, medals, persons and manners, he never stopped at 
surface, but pierced the purpose of a thing ancl studied 
to reconcile that purpose with his own being. What le 
could so reconcile was good; what he could not, \vas 
false. Hence a certain greatness encircles every lact ne 
treats; for to him it has a soul, an eternal reason why 
it was so, and not otherwise. This is the secret ot a 
deep realism, which went about among all ^ ^ 

beheld, to find the cause wliy they must be "^yha-t t 
are. It was with him a favourite task to find a theo y 
of every institution, custom, art, work of art. yhici 
observed. Witness his explanation of the Italian mode 
of reckoning the hours of the day, as growing out o 
Italian climate; of the obelisk of Egypt, as growing 
of a common natural fracture in the granite 
piped in Upper Egypt; of the Doric architec ^ . 

the Gothic; of the Venetian music of the gondolier, 
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oriRinating in Uio ot the fishers' wives of Lido 

on shore to tl.cir husbands on the sea; o the 
aniphrtiieati e, wliich is the enclosure of the natural cup 
of heads that arranges itself round every spectacle in the 
street- ot the colouring of Titian and Paul Verontoe 
which one may verify in common daylight in Venice 
r'erv atternoon; of the Carnival at Rome; of the 
domMtic rural architecture in Italy; and many the like 

^^But’also that other vicious suhjectiveness that Y'ce of 
the time, infected him aKo. We are provoked with his 
Olympian self-complacency, the patronizing air with 
wlLh he vouchsafes to tolerate the genius and perform- 
Tces of other mortals, ■' the goocl Hiller, ’ our excel ent 

Kant” "lUc friendly Wieland, &c. ^ , 

good 'letter from Wieland to Merck, in which Wieland 

relates that C.oethe read to a select party his )ournal of 
a tour in Switzerland with the Grand Duke, and their 
passage through the X'allais and over the St. Gothard. 
^It was," said Wieland, "as good as Xenophons 
Anabasis. The piece is one of his most masterly pro¬ 
ductions, and is thought and written with the 
peculiar to him. Tlic fair hearers were 
the nature in this piece; 1 hked the sly m t 
compo.dtion. whereof they saw nothing, 

It is a true poem, so concealed is the ait too. But what 

most remarkably in this, as i'^ 

distinguislics him from Homer and Shakespeare, is, that 
the Me, the Ille ego, everywhere ghinmcrs tnrovigh, 
although w'ithout any boasting and with an n}limte 
fineness.” This subtle element of egotism m Goethe 
certainly does not seem to deform his compositions, 
but to lower the mor;il influence of the man. He aitters 
from all the great in the total w'ant of frankness. 
Whoso saw Milton, whoso saw' Shakespeare, saw' them 
do their best, and utter their w'hole heart manlike 
among their brethren. No man w'as peimitted o 
call Goethe brother. He hid himself, and worked 
always to astonish, w’hich is egotism, and therelore 

little. . ... 

If we try Goethe by the ordinary canons ot criticism 
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we should s2Ly that his thinking is of great altitude, 
and all level; not a succession of summits, but a high 
Asiatic table-land. Dramatic power, the rarest talent 
in literature, he has very little. He has an eye constant 
to the fact of life and that never pauses in its advance. 
But the great felicities, the miracles of poetry, he has 
never. It is all design with him, just thought and 
instructed expression, analogies, allusion, illustration, 
which knowledge and correct thinking supply; but of 
Shakespeare and the transcendent muse, no syllable. 
Yet in the court and law to which we ordinarily speak, 
and without adverting to absolute standards, we claim 
for him the praise of truth, of fidelity to his intellectual 
nature. He is the king of all scholars. In these days 
and in this country, where the scholars are few and idle, 
where men read easy books and sleep after dinner, it 
seems as if no book could so safely be put in the hands 
of young men as the letters of Goethe, which attest the 
incessant activity of this man, to eighty years, in an 
endless variety of studies, with uniform cheerfulness 
and greatness of mind. They cannot be read without 
shaming us into an emulating industry. Let him have 
the praise of the love of truth. We think, when we 
contemplate the stupendous glory of the world, that it 
were life enough for one man merely to lift his hands 
and cry with St. Augustine, “ Wrangle who pleases, 1 
will wonder." Well, this he did. Here was a man 
who, in the feeling that the thing itself was so admirable 
as to leave all comment behind, went up and down, 
from object to object, lifting the veil from every one, 
and did no more. What he said of Lavater, may 
truelier be said of him, that “ it was fearful to stand in 
the presence of one before whom all the boundaries 
within which Nature has circumscribed our being were 
laid flat." His are the bright and terrible eyes which 
meet the modern student in every sacred chapel of 
thought, in every public enclosure. 

But now, that we may not seem to dodge the 
question which all men ask, nor pay a great man so 
ill a compliment as to praise him only in the conven¬ 
tional and comparative speech, let us honestly record our 
VOL. IV. ^ 
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thoiiglit upon the total worth and influence of this 
genius. Does lie represent, not only the achiev’cment 
of that age in whicli he lived, but that which it would 
be and is now becoming ? And what shall we think 
of that absence of the moral sentiment, that singular 
equivalence to him of good and evil in action, which 
discredit his compositions to the pure ? The spirit of 
liis biograi)hy, of his poems, of his tales, is identical, and 
we may here set down by wav of comment on his genius 
the impressions recently awakened in us by the story 
of Wilhelm Meister. 

All great men have written proudly, nor cared to 
explain. Tliey knew that the intelligent reader would 
come at la^t, and would thank them. So did Dante, so 
did Machiavel. Goethe has done this in Meister. We 
can fancy him saying to himself:—There are poets 
enough of the Ideal; let me paint the Actual, as, after 
years of dreams, it will still a])pear and reappear to wise 
men. That all shall right itself in the long Morrow, I 
may well allow, and my novel may easily wait for the same 
regeneration. The age, that can damn it as false and 
falsifying, will see that it is deejdy one with the genius and 
liistory of all the centuries. I have given my characters 
a bias to error. Men have the same. I have let 
mischance befall instead of good fortune. They do so 
daily. And out of many vices and misfortunes, I have 
let a great succ'ess grow, as I had known in my own and 
many other examples. Fierce churchmen and effeminate 
as|)irants will cliide and hate my name, but every keen 
beholder of life will j\istify my truth, and will acquit me 
of prejudging the cause of humanity by painting it with 
this morose fidelity. To a profound soul is not austere 
truth the sweetest flattery? 

\ es, O Goctlic ! but the ideal is truer than the actual. 
1 hat is ephemeral, Init this clianges not. Moreover, 
because nature is moral, that mind only can see, in 
which the same order entirely obtains. An interchangc- 
.^ile I ruth. Beauty and Goodness, each wholly interfused 
in tl.e other, must make the humours of that eye which 
would see causes reaching to their last effect and re¬ 
producing the world forever. The least inequality of 
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mixture, the excess of one element over the other, in 
that degree diminishes the transparency of things, 
makes the world opaque to the observer, and destroys 
so far the value of his experience. No particular gifts 
can countervail this defect. In reading Meister, 1 am 
charmed with the insight; to use a phrase of Ben 
Jonson*s, “it is rammed with life." I find there actual 
men and women even too faithfully painted. I am, 
moreover instructed in the possibility of a highly 
accomplished society, and taught to look for great 
talent and culture under a gray coat. But this is all. 
The limits of artificial society are never quite out of 
sight. The vicious conventions, which hem us in like 
prison walls and which the poet should explode at his 
touch, stand for all they are worth in the newspaper. 
I am never lifted above myself, I am not transported 
out of the dominion of the senses, or cheered with an 
infinite tenderness, or armed with a grand trust. 

Goethe, then, must be set down as the poet of the 
Actual, not of the Ideal; the poet of limitation, not of 
possibility; of this world, and not of religion and hope ; 
in short, if we may say so, the poet of prose, and not 
of poetry. He accepts the base doctrine of Fate, and 
gleans what straggling joys may yet remain out of its 
ban. He is like a banker or a weaver with a passion 
for the country; he steals out of the hot streets before 
sunrise, or after sunset, or on a rare holiday, to get a 
draft of sweet air and a gaze at the magnificence of 
summer, but dares not break from his slavery and 
lead a man’s life in a man’s relation to nature. In that 
which should be his own place, he feels like a truant, 
and is scourged back presently to his task and his cell. 
Poetry is with Goethe thus external, the gilding of the 
chain, the mitigation of his fate; but the Muse never 
assays those thunder-tones which cause to vibrate the 
sun and the moon, which dissipate by dreadful melody 
all this iron network of circumstance, and abolish the 
old heavens and the old earth before the freewill or 
Godhead of man. That Goethe had not a moral per¬ 
ception proportionate to his other powers, is not then 
merely a circumstance, as we might relate of a man that 
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he had or had not the sense of tune or an eye for 
colours, hut it is the cardinal fact of health or disease; 
since, lackinf^ this, he failed in the high sense to be a 
creator, and with divine endowments, drops by irre¬ 
versible decree into the common history of genius. He 
was content to fall into the track of vulgar poets, and 
spend on common aims his splendid endowments, and 
has declined the office jiroffercd to now and then a man 
in many centuries in the power of his genius, of a 
Redeemer of the human mind. He has written better 
than other poets, only as his talent was subtler, but the 
ambition of creation he refused. Life for him is prettier, 
easier, wiser, decenter, has a gem or two more on its 
robe, but its old eternal burden is not relieved; no drop 
of healthier blood Hows yet in its veins. Let him pass. 
Humanity must wait for its ])hysician still at the side of 
the road, and confess as this man goes out, that they 
have served it better who assured it out of the innocent 
hope in their hearts that a Physician will come, than 
this majestic Artist, with all the treasuries of wit, of 
science, and of power at his command. 

The criticism, which is not so much spoken as felt in 
reference to (ioethe, instructs us directly in the hope of 
literature. We feel that a man gifted like him should 
not leave the world as he found it. It is true, though 
somewhat sad, that every fine genius teaches us how to 
blame himself. Being so much, we cannot forgive him 
for not being more. When one of these grand monads 
is incarnated whom nature seems to design for eternal 
men and draw to lier bosom, we think that the old 
wearinesses of Europe and Asia, the trivial forms of daily 
life will now end, and a new morning break on us all. 
What is Austria ? What is England ? What is our 
graduated and petrified social scale of ranks and em¬ 
ployments ? Shall not a poet redeem us from these 
idolatries, and pale their legendary lustre before the 
fires of the Divine Wisdom which burn in his heart ? 
All that in our sovereign moments each of us has 
divined of the powers of thought, all the hints of omni¬ 
presence and energy which we have caught, this man 
should unfold, and constitute facts. 
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And this is the insatiable craving which alternately 
saddens and gladdens men at this day, 1 he Doctrine of 
the Life of Man established after the truth through all 
his faculties;—this is the thought which the literature 
of this hour meditates and labours to say. This is that 
which tunes the tongue and fires the eye and sits in the 
silence of the youth. X’^erily it will not long want 
articulate and melodious expression. There is nothing 
in the heart but comes presently to the lips. The very 
depth of the sentiment, which is the author of all the 
cutaneous life we see, is guarantee for the riches of 
science and of song in the age to come. He who doubts 
whether this age or this country can yield any contribu¬ 
tion to the literature of the world, only betrays his own 
blindness to the necessities of the human soul. Has the 
power of poetry ceased, or the need ? Have the eyes 
ceased to see that which they would have, and which 
they have not ? Have they ceased to see other eyes ? 
Are there no lonely, anxious, wondering children, 
must tell their tale ? Are we not evermore whipped by 
thoughts; 

*‘In sorrow steeped^ and sieepcd in love 
Of thoughts not yet incarnated.” 

The heart beats in this age as of old, and the passions 
are busy as ever. Nature has not lost one ringlet of her 
beauty, one iinj^ulse of resistance and valour. From the 
necessity of loving none are exempt, and he that lo\es 
must utter his desires. A charm as radiant as beauty 
ever beamed, a love that fainteth at the sight ot its 
object, is new to-day. 

“The world does not run smoother tlian of old, 

There are sad haps that must be told. 

Man is not so far lost but that he suffers ever the great 
Discontent which is the elegy of his loss and the pre¬ 
diction of his recovery. In the gay saloon he lamen s 
that these figures are not what Raphael and Gueicino 
painted. Withered though he stand, and trifler though ne 
l^e, the august spirit of the world looks out fiom his 
In his heart he knows the ache of 
his thought can animate the sea and land. >V la- 
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shall hinder the Genius of the time from speaking its 
thought ? It cannot be silent, if it would. It will write 
in a higher spirit and a wider knowledge and with 
a grander practical aim than ever yet guided the pen of 
poet. It will write the annals of a changed world, and 
record the descent of principles into practice, of love 
into Government, of love into Trade. It will describe 
the new heroic life of man, the now unbelieved possibiUty 
of simple living and of clean and noble relations with 
men. Religion will bind again these that were some¬ 
time frivolous, customary, enemies, sceptics, self-seekers, 
into a joyful reverence for the circumambient Whole! 
and that which was ecstasy shall become daily bread. 
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W E sometimes meet in a stage coach in New England 

an erect, muscular man, with fiesh 

and a smooth hat, whose nervous speech instantly betray 

the English traveUera man nowise cautious eonceal 

his name or that of his native country, or his very 

slight esteem for the persons and the co V . 

surround him. When Mr. Bull rides m ‘^^^A^eman 

coach, he speaks quick and strong; he is ^ 

confess his ignorance of everything about ^ 4 

manners, customs, politics, geography. -ill 

that the Americans should build with wood wlulst all 

this stone is lying in the roadside ; and is . 

learn that a wooden house may last a ^ r. ' 

nor will he remember the fact as many m ^nake 
it has been told him: he wonders they chen-ies 
elder-wine and cherry-bounce, since her * 

and every mile is crammed with 

never seen a good horse in America, nor a g ^ 

nor a good inn. Here is very good earth water an 

plenty^f them; that he is free to 

able demand for the precise conveniences t° ^“i’ 
accustomed in England. Add to this prorid hhndness 

the better quality of great ‘^btoes P 

the truth, and the love of ^ English- 

moreover the peculiarity which is alleg nuarrels 

man, that his Virtues do not come out until 
Transfer these traits to a very elegantjmd a«om^ 
plished mind, and we shall have no f^^.ourable 
Walter Savage Landor, who at the 

impersonation of the genius of his co y 
present day. A sharp, dogmatic man 'v ith^a^ g 

deal of knowledge, a great deM of w , j 

deal of pride; with a profound contempt foi all that 

> From nu Dial, Vol. ii. No. 2 . Oclob.r 1S41. 
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does not understand; a n\astcr of all elegant learning, 
and cajiable of the utmost delicacy of sentiment, and 
yet prone to indulge a sort of ostentation of coarse 
imagery and language. His partialities and dislikes are 
by no means culpable, but arc often whimsical and 
amusing; yet they arc quite sincere, and, like those of 
Johnson and Coleridge, are easily separable from the 
man. What he says of Wordsworth is time of himself, 
that he delights to thrown clod of dirt on the table, and 
cry *• Gentlemen, there is a better man than all of you.” 
Bolivar, Mina and General Jackson will never be greater 
soldiers than Kajmleon and Alexander, let Mr. Landor 
think as he will; nor will he jicrsuade us to burn Plato 
and Xenojilion, out of our admiration of Bishop Patrick, 
or “Lucas on Hajqiiness,” or “Lucas on Holiness,” or 
even Barrow’s Sermons. Yet a man may love a paradox 
without cither losing his wit or his honesty. A less 
pardonable eccentricity is the cold and gratuitous 
obtrusion of licentious images, not so much the sugges¬ 
tion of merriment as of bitterness. Montaigne assigns 
as a reason for his licence of sju'cch, that he is tired of 
seeing his Essays on the work-tables of ladies, and he is 
dctei mined they shall for the future juit them out of 
sight. In Mr. Landor’s coarseness there is a certain 
air of defiance, and the rude word seems sometimes to 
arise from a disgust at niceness and over-refinement. 
Bcfoie a well-dressed coni])any he plunges his fingers 
in a cessjiool, as if to ex])ose the whiteness of his hands 
and the jewels of his ring. Afterward, he Wiishcs them 
in water, he washes them in wine; but you are never 
seciiie fioin his freaks. A sort of Earl Peterborough in 
literature, his eccentricity is too decided not to have 
diminished his greatness. He has capital enough to 

have furnished the brain of fifty stock authors, vet has 
written no book. 


But we have s]>oken all our discontent. Possibly his 
writings aie ojku to harsher censure ; but we love the 
man from sympathy, as well as for reasons to be 
assigned ; and have no wish, if we were able, to put an 
argument m the mouth of his critics. Now for twenty 
yeais \\c have still found the “ Imaginary Conversations 
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a sure resource in solitude, and it seems to us as 
original in its form as in its matter. Nay, when we 
remember his rich and ample page, wherein we are 
always sure to find free and sustained thought, a keen 
and precise understanding, and affluent and ready 
memory familiar w’ith all chosen books, an industrious 
observation in every department of life, an experience to 
which nothing has occurred in vain, honour for every 
just and generous sentiment and a scourge like that oi 

Furies for every oppressor, whether public or piivate^ 

we feel how dignified is this per^^etual Censor in his 
curule chair, and we wish to thank a benefactor of the 

reading world. , 

Mr. Landor is one of the foremost of that small class 
who make good in the nineteenth century the claims ol 
pure literature. In these busy days of avarice and 
ambition, when there is so little disposition to profound 
thought or to any but the most superficial intellectual 
entertainments, a faithful scholar, receiving frc^ past 
ages the treasures of wit and enlarging them by 
love, is a friend and consoler of mankind. When we 
pronounce the names of Homer and iEschylus; Horace, 
Ovid and Plutarch; Erasmus, Scaliger and Montaigne , 
Ben Jonson and Izaak Walton ; Dryden and Pope,-—we 
pass at once out of trivial associations and enter into a 
region of the purest pleasure accessible to human natur^ 
We have quitted all beneath the moon and entered 
that crystal sphere in w'hich everything in the w'oud 
of matter reappears, but transfigured and nnmorta. 
Literature is the effort of man to indemnify himseli lo 
the wrongs of his condition. The existence ol ^ lo 
poorest play-wright and the humblest scrivener is a 
good omen. A charm attaches to the most in 
names which have in any manner got themselves e - 
roUed in the registers of the House of Fame, , 

porters and grooms in the courts; to ^leec i 
Fenton, Theobald and Dennis, Aubrey and Spence 
From the moment of entering a library and » 

a desired book, w'e cease to be citizens, cr ^ 

debtors, housekeepers and men of care i 

boundless leisure! what original jurisdiction. 
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constellations have set, new and brighter have arisen; 
an Elysian light tinges all objects:— 

In iUo afternoon we came urtto a land 
In which it seemed always afternoon.^' 

And this sweet asylum of an intellectual life must 
appear to have the sanction of nature, as long as so 
many men are born with so decitlcd an aptitude for 
reading and writing. Let us thankfully allow every 
faculty and art which opens new scope to a life so con¬ 
fined as ours. There are vast spaces in a thought: a 
slave, to whom the religious sentiment is opened, has 
a freedom which makes his master’s freedom a slavery. 
Let us not be so illiberal with our schemes for the 
renovation of society and nature as to disesteem or 
deny the literary siiiiit. Certainly there are heights in 
nature which command this; there are many more 
which this commands. It is vain to call it a luxury, and 
as saints and reformers are apt to do. decry it as a 
species of day-dreaming. What else are sanctities, and 
reforms, and all other things ? Whatever can make for 
itself an eU-ment, means, organs, servants, and the most 
irofound and iiermanent existence in the hearts and 
.leads of millions of men, must have a reason for its 
being. Its excellency is reason and vindication enough. 
If rhyme rejoices us there should be rhyme, as much as 
if fire cheers us, we should bring wood and coals. Each 
kind of excellence takes j>lace for its hour and excludes 
everything else. Do not brag of your actions, as if they 
were better than Homer's verses or Rajduiel’s pictures. 
Raiihael and Homer feel that action is pitiful beside 
their enchantments. Ihey could act too, if the stake 
was w'orthy of them; but now all that is good in the 
universe urges them to their task. \\ hoevor writes foi 
the love of truth and beauty, and not with ulterior ends, 
belongs to this sacred class; and among these, few men 
of the present age have a better claim to be numbered 
than Mr. Landor. Wherever genius or taste has 
existed, wherever freedtun and justice arc threatened, 
which he values as the element in which genius may 
work, his interest is sure to be commanded. His love 
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of beauty is passionate, and betrays itself in all petulant 
and contemptuous expressions. / • j- 

But beyond his delight in genius and his love of indi¬ 
vidual and civil liberty, Mr. Landor has a perception 
that is much more rare, the appreciation of character. 
This is the more remarkable considered with his intense 
nationahty, to which we have already alluded. He is 
buttoned in English broadcloth to the chin. He hates 
the Austrians, the Italians, the French, the Scotch, and 
the Irish. He has the common prejudices of an English 
landholder; values his jiedigree, his acres and the 
syllables of his name; loves all his advantages, is not 
insensible to the beauty of his watch-seal, or the Tuik s 
head on his umbrella ; yet with all this miscellaneous 
pride there is a noble nature within him which instructs 
him that he is so rich that he can well spare all his trap¬ 
pings, and, leaving to others the painting of circum¬ 
stance, aspire to the office of delineating character. He 
draws his own portrait in the costume of a village 
schoolmaster, and a sailor, and serenely enjoys the 
victory of nature over fortune. Not only the claboiated 
story of Normanby, but the whimsical selection of his 
heads proves this taste. He draws with evident pleasure 
the portrait of a man who never said anything right and 
never did anything wrong. But in the character 01 
Pericles he has found full play for beauty and greatness 
of behaviour, where the circumstances are in harmony 
with the man. These portraits, though mere sketches, 
must be valued as attempts in the very highest kind o 
nan-ative, which not only has very few examples to 
exhibit of any success, but very few competitois in the 
attempt. The word Character is in all mouths; it is a 
force which we all feel; yet who has analyzed it ? \v hat 
is the nature of that subtle and majestic priiKiple w ic 
attaches us to a few persons, not so much by Persona 
as by the most spiritual ties ? What is the quality o 
the persons who, without being public men, or y 

men, or rich men, or active men, or (in the P^I^ . 
sense) religious men, have a certain salutary o 
presence in aU our life’s history, almost giving own 
quality to the atmosphere and the landscape . A 
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force, yet wholly iinmiiKUiil of creed and catechism, 
intellectual, but scornful of books, it works directly and 
without means, and thougli it may be resisted at any 
time, yet resistance to it is a suicide. For the person 
who stands in this lofty relation to his fellow-nien is 
always the imjiersonation to them of their conscience. 

It is a sufficient i>roof of the extreme delicacy of this 
i-lement. evanescing before any but the most sympathetic 
vision, that it has so seldom been employed in the drama 
and in novels. Mr. Landor. almost alone among living 
English writers, has indicated his ])erception of it. 

These merits make IMr. Landor's position in the re- 
Ijublic of letters one of great mark and dignity. He 
exercises with a grandeur of spirit the office of writer, 
and carries it with an air of old and unquestionable 
noliility. We do not recollect an example of more 
complete indeiiendence in literary history. He has no 
clanship, no friendships that warp him. He was one of 
the first to jironounce Wordsworth the great poet of the 
age yet he discriminates his faults with the greater 
freedom. He loves Pindar, /l^schylus, Euripides, 
Aristoidiam's. Demosthenes, Virgil, yet with open eyes. 
His position is by no means the highest in literature: 
he is not a jioet or a philoso|dicr. He is a man full of 
thoughts, but not. like t'oleridge, a man of ideas. Only 
from a mind conversant with the First Philosophy can 
definitions be expected. Coleridge has contributed many 
valuable ones to modern literature. ^Ir. Landor s defi¬ 
nitions are only enumerations of particulars; the generic 
law is not seized. Hut as it is not from the highest Alps 
or Andes but from less elevated summits that the most 
attractive landscaju’ is commanded, so is Mr. Landoi the 
most useful and agreeable of critics. He has commented 
on a wide variety of writers, with a closeness and extent 
of view which has enhanced the value of those authors 
to his 1 eatlers. His Dialogue on the Epicurean philosophy 
is a theory of the genius of Epicurus. The DiMogue 
l)etween Harrow and Newton is the best of all criticisms 
on the essays of Hacon. His picture ot Demosthenes m 
three several Diah'gues is new and adequate. He has 
illustrated the genius of Homer, ^schylus, Pindar, 
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Euripides, Thucydides. Then he has examined before 
he has expatiated, and the minuteness of his verbal 
criticism gives a confidence in his fidelity when he speaks 
the language of meditation or of passion. His acquaint¬ 
ance with the English tongue is unsurpassed. He " hates 
false words, and seeks with care, difficulty and morose¬ 
ness those that fit the thing.” He knows the value 
of his own words. ” They are not,” he says, ” written 
on slate.” He never stoops to explanation, nor uses 
seven words where one will do. He is a master of 
condensation and suppression, and that in no vulgar way. 
He knows the wide difference between compression and an 
obscure, elliptical style. The dense writer has yet ample 
room and choice of phrase, and even a gamesome mood 
often between his valid words. There is no inadequacy 
or disagreeable contraction in his sentence, any more than 
in a human face, where in a square space of a few inches 
is found room for every possible variety of expression. 

Yet it is not as an artist that Mr. Landor commends 
himself to us. He is not epic or dramatic, he has not 
the high, overpowering method by which the master 
gives unity and integrity to a work of many parts. He 
is too wilful, and never abandons himself to his genius. 
His books are a strange mixture of politics, etymology, 
allegory, sentiment, and personal history; and wliat 
skill of transition he may possess is superficial, not 
spiritual. His merit must rest at last, not on the spirit 
of the dialogue or the symmetry of any of his historical 
portraits, but on the value of his sentences. Many of 
these will secure their own immortality in English 
literature ; and this, rightly considered, is no mean merit. 
These are not plants and animals, but the genetical 
atoms of which both are composed. All our great debt 
to the Oriental world is of this kind, not utensils and 
statues of the precious metal, but bullion and gold-dust. 
Of many of Mr. Landor's sentences we are fain to 
remember what was said of those of Socrates; that they 
are cubes, which will stand firm, place them how or 
where you will.' 

' Here followed two pages of familiar passages from the Conver 
sations.”— 
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THE SENSES AND THE SOUL.' 

“A ^ 7 HAT we know is a point to what we do not 

W know.'’ Tlic first questions are still to be 
asked. Let any man bestow a thought on himself, ho\v 
he came hitlicr, and whither lie tends, and he will find 
that all the literature, all the philosophy that is on 
record, have done little to dull the edge of inquiry. 
The glolie that swims so silently with us through the sea 
of space, has never a port, but with its little convoy of 
friendly orbs pursues its voyage through the signs of 
heaven, to renew its navigation again for ever. The 
wonderful tidings our glasses and calendars give us 
concerning the hosjiitable lights that hang around us in 
the deep, do not ajijiease but inflame our curiosity; and 
in like manner, our culture does not lead to any goal, 
but its richest results of thought and action are only 
new pre]>aration. 

Here on the surface of our swimming earth we come 
out of silence into society already formed, into language, 
customs, and traditions, ready made, and the multitude 
of our associates discountenance us from expressing any 
surprise at the somewhat agreeable novelty of Being, 
and frown dow'n any intimation on our part of a 
disposition to assume our own vonvs, to ])rcservc our 
inde])endence, and to institute any inquiry into the 
sweet and sublime vision which surrounds us. 

And yet there seems no need that any should fear we 
should grow too wise. The jiath of truth has obstacles 
enough of its own. We dwell on the surface of nature. 
We dwell amidst surfaces; and surface laps so closely 
on surface, that we cannot easily juerce to sec the 
interior organism. Then the subtlety of things! Under 
every cause, another cause. Truth soars too high or 
dives too deep for the most resolute inquirer. See of 
how much we know nothing. See the strange position 
of man. Our science neither comprehends him as a 


* From The Dialy Vol. ii. No. 3, January 1842. 
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whole, nor any one of its particulars. See the action 
and reaction of Will and Necessity. See his passions, 
and their origin in the deeps of nature and circumstance. 
See the Fear that rides even the brave. See the 
omnipresent Hope, whose fountains in our consciousness 
no metaphysician can find. Consider the phenomenon 
of Laughter, and explore the elements of the Comic. 
What do we know of the mystery of Music ? and what 
of Form ? why this stroke, this outline should express 
beauty, and that other not ? See the occult region of 
Demonology, with coincidence, foresight, dreams, and 
omens. Consider the appearance of Death, the formi¬ 
dable secret of our destiny, looming up as the barrier of 
nature. 


Our Ignorance is great enough, and yet the fact most 
suri)rising is not our ignorance, but the aversation of 
men from knowledge. That which, one would sa>’, 
would unite all minds and join all hands, the ambition 
to push, as far as fate would permit, the planted garden 
of man on every hand into the kingdom of Night, really 
fires the heart of few and solitary men. Tell men to 
study themselves, and for the most part, they find 
nothing less interesting. While we walk environed 
before and behind with Will, Fate. Hope, Fear, Love, 
ana Death, these phantoms or angels, whom we catch 
at but cannot embrace, it is droll to see the contentment 
and incuriosity of man. All take it for granted.—the 
as well as the unlearned,—that a great deal, 
nay almost all, is known and for ever settled. But in 

new mind ought 

take the attitude of Columbus, launch out from the 
gaping loiterers on the shore, and sail west for a new 


Ignorance, this deep sleep of the higher 

^ abundance of 
bookmnt- ^ learning, great activity of 

our\rKV''^rKteaching. Go into one of 
ioiiFTT^i ^ libraries, when a new box of books and 

''^nal importation of the 
Britain derature of England. The best names of 
tarn are on the covers. What a mass of literary 
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production for a single week or month! \Vc speculate 
ui>on it before we read. We say, what an invention is the 
press and the journal, bv which a hundred pale students, 
eacii a hive of distilled I'lowers of learning, of thought,— 
each a poet,—each an accomplished man whom the 
selectest inlliiences have joined to breed aiul enrich, are 
made to unite their manifold streams tor the information 
and delight of everybody who can read ! How lame is 
speech, how imperfect the communication of the ancient 
Hariier wandering from castle to hamlet, to sing to a 
vagrant audience his melodious thoughts! These un¬ 
opened books contain the chosen verses of a hundred 
minstrels, born, living, and singing m distant countries 
and different languages; for the intellectual wealth of 
the world, like its commercial, rolls to London, and 
liirough that great heart is hurled again to the ex¬ 
tremities. And here. too. is the result, not poetic of 
how much thought, how much experience, and how 
much suffering of wise and cultivated men ! How can 
we in America exjicct books of our own, whilst this bale 
of wisdom arrives once or twice in a month at our 

^ In this mind we open the books, and begin to read. 
We find they arc books about books; and then perhaps 
the book criticized was itself a compilation or digest of 
others; so that the page we road is at third or fourth 
hand from the event or sentiment which it describes. 
Then we find that much the largest proportion of the 
pages relates exclusively to matter of fact to the 

suiierficia! fact, and. as if systematically, shuns any 
reference to a thought or law which the fact indicated. 
A largo part again, both of the prose and verse, is 
gleanings from old comjiositions, and the oft icpeated 
praise of such is repeated in the phrase of the picscnt 
day. We have oven the mortification to find one more 
deduction still from our anticipated prize, namely, that 
a large portion of ostentatious criticism is merely a 
hired advertisement of the great booksellers. In the 
course of our turning of leaves, we fall at last on an 
extraordinary jiassage—a record of thought and virtue, 
or a clarion strain of poetry, or perchance a traveller 
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makes us acquainted with strange modes of life and 
some relic of primeval religion, or, rarer yet, a profound 
sentence is here printed—shines here new but clcrnal 
on these linen pages,—we wonder whence it came,—or 
perhaps trace it instantly home — aiit Erasmus aut 
Diabolits —to the only head it could come from. 

A few thoughts are all we glean from the best 
inspection of the paper pile; all the rest is combination 
and confectionery. A little part abides in our memory, 
and goes to exalt the sense of duty, and make us 
happier. For the rest, our heated expectation is chilled 
and disappointed. Some indirect benefit will no doubt 
accrue. If we read with braced and active mind, we 
learn this negative fact, itself a piece of human life. 
\\e contrast this mountain of dross with the grains of 
''’G oversee the writer, and learn somewhat of 
the laws of writing. But a lesson as good we might be 
learning elsewhere. 

Now what is true of a month's or a year’s issue 
ot new books, seems to me with a little qualification 

stock-writers, (for the honesty of 
the literary class has given this pojrulation a name), 
vastly out-number the thinking men. One man, two 
men possibly, three or four,—have cast behind them 
the long descended costume of the academy, and the 
expectation of fashion, and have said, This world is too 
ij world comes home too near to me than that I 
fp,? K ^ ^ stranger in it, and live at second-hand, 
lea by other men’s doctrines, or treading only in their 

n ^ 1 ^ nght herein, and will hearken to 

nn- Such have perceived the extreme 

rnnu ^ 01 literature, have seen that there was not and 

l^^lp the ferv’ent soul, except through 
havp'y^i .^ 1 ^^ great number of those who 

men ministered to the pojjular tastes were 

do wiih 'vho had some feat which each could 

to virtn hQ.ve not added to wisdom or 

shows; ml* u amuses; Wisdom instructs. Talent 
nie vj\\h ^^pther man can do; Genius acquaints 
One iQ spacious circuits of the common nature. 

VOL. * ^ 1 ^^ other is growth. To make a step 

K 
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into the world of thoi’ght is now given to but few men; 
to make a second step beyond the first, only one in a 
country can do; but to carry the thought on to three 
steps, marks a groat teacher. Aladdin s palace with its 
one unfinished window, which all the gems in the royal 
treasury cannot finish in the style of the meanest of the 
profusion of jewelled windows that were built by the 
Genic in a night, is but too true an image of the eftorts of 
talent to add one verse to the copious text which inspira¬ 
tion writes by one or another scribe from age to age. 

It is not that the literary class or those for whom 
they write, arc not lovers of truth, and amenable to 
principles. All arc so. The hunger of men for truth 
is immense; but they arc not erect on their feet; the 
senses are too strong for the soul. Our senses 
barbarize us. When the ideal world recedes before the 
senses, we are on a retrograde inarch. The savage 
surrenders to his senses; he is subject to paroxysms 
of joy and fear; he is lewd, and a drunkard, ine 
Esquimaux in the exhilaration of the morning sim, 
when he is invigorated by sleep, will sell his bed. He 
is the fool of the moment’s sensations to the degree ot 
losing sight of the whole amount of his sensations m so 
many years. And there is an Esquimaux in every man 
which makes us believe in the j>ornianence of this 
moment’s state of our game more than our own ex¬ 
perience will warrant. In the fine day we despise the 
house. At sea, the passengers always judge from the 
weather of the inesent moment of the jirobable length 
of the voyage. In a fresh breeze, they are sure of a 
good run ; becalmed, they are e(iually sure of a long 
passage. In trade, the momentary state of the 
markets betrays continually the experienced and long¬ 
sighted. In politics, and in onr o\>inion of the prospects 
of society, we are in like manner the slaves of the hour. 
Meet one or two malignant declaimers, and we are wcaiy 
of life, and distrust the permanence of good institutions. 
A single man in a ragged coat at an election looks 
revolutionary. But ride in a stage - coach 
or two benevolent persons in good spirits, and the 
Republic seems to us safe. 
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It is but an extension of the despotism of sense,— 
shall I say, only a calculated sensuality,—a little more 
comprehensive devotion which subjugates the eminent 
and the reputed wise, and hinders an ideal culture. In 
the great stakes which the leaders of society esteem not 
at all fanciful but solid, in the best reputed professions 
and operations, what is there which will bear the 
scrutiny of reason ? The most active lives have so 
much routine as to preclude progress almost equally 
with the most inactive. We defer to the noted 
merchants whose influence is felt not only in their 
native cities, but in most parts of the globe; but our 
respect does them and ourselves great injustice, for their 
trade is without system, their affairs unfold themselves 
after no law of the mind; but are bubble built on 
bubble without end; a work of arithmetic, not of 
commerce, much less of considerate humanity. They 
add voyage to voyage, and buy stocks that they may buy 
stocks, and no ulterior purpose is thought of. When 
you see their dexterity in particulars, you cannot over¬ 
estimate the resources of good sense, and when you find 
how empty they are of all remote aims, you cannot 
under-estimate their philosophy. 

The men of letters and the professions we have 
charged with the like surrender to routine. It is no 
otherwise with the men of office. Statesmen are solitary. 
At no time do they form a class. Governments, for the 
most part, are carried on by political merchants quite 
without principle, and according to the maxims of trade 
and huckster; so that what is true of merchants is true 
of public officers. Why should we suffer ourselves to be 
cheated by sounding names and fair shows ? The titles, 
the property, the notoriety, the brief consequence of our 
fellows are only the decoration of the sacrifice, and add 
to the melancholy of the observer. 

**The earth goes on the earth glittering with gold, 

The earth goes to the earth sooner than it should. 

The earth builds on the earth castles and towers, 

The earth says to the earth, all this is ours.” 

All this is covered up by the speedy succession of the 
particulars, which tread so close on each other’s heel, 
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as to allow no space for the man to question the whole 
thing. There is somewhat terrific in this mask of routine. 
Captain Franklin, after six weeks’ travelling on the ice to 
the North Pole, found himself two hundred miles south 
of the spot he had set out from. The ice had floated, 
and we sometimes start to think we are spelling out the 
same sentences, saying the same words, repeating the 
same acts as in former years. Our ice may float also. 

This preponderance of tlie senses can we balance and 
redress ? Can we give permanence to the lightnings of 
thought which lick up in a moment these combustible 
mountains of sensation and custom, and reveal the moral 
order after which the world is to be rebuilt anew ? Grave 
questions truly, but such as leave us no option. To 
know the facts is already a choosing of sides, ranges us 
on the party oi Tight and Reason, sounds the signal for 
the strife, and prophesies an end to the insanity and a 
restoration of the balance and rectitude of man. 
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“ Not with fond shekels of the tested gold, 

Nor gems whose rales are either rich or poor 
As fancy values them : but with true prayers, 

That shall be up at b.caven and enter there 
Ere sunrise ; pravers from preserved souls, 

From fosiing maids, whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal.”— Shakespeare. 

P YTHAGORAS said that the time when men are 
honestest is when they present themselves 
before the gods. If we can overhear the prayer we 
shall know the man. But prayers are not made to be 
overheard, or to be printed, so that we seldom have 
the prayer otherwise than it can be inferred from the 
man and his fortunes, which are the answer to the prayer, 
and always accord with it. Yet there are scattered 
about in the earth a few records of these devout hours, 
which it would edify us to read, could they be collected 
in a more catholic spirit than the wretched and re¬ 
pulsive volumes which usurp that name. Let us not 
have the prayers of one sect, nor of the Christian Churcl^ 
but of men in all ages and religions who have prayed 
well. The prayer of Jesus is (as it deserves) become a 
form for the human race. Many men have contributed 
a single expression, a single word to the language of 
devotion, which is immediately caught^ and stereotyped 
in the prayers of their church and nation. Among the 
remains of Euripides we have this prayer : “ Thou God 
of all! infuse light into the souls of men, whereby they 
may be enabled to know what is the root from whence 
all their evils spring, and by what means they may 
avoid them.” In the Phsdrus of Plato, we find this 
petition in the mouth of Socrates: “ O gracious Pan 
and ve other gods who preside over this place ! grant 
that I may be beautiful within ; and that those external 
things which I have may be such as may best agree 


1 From rht Dial, Vol. iii. No. i, July 1842. 
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with a right internal disposition of mind; and that 
I may account him to be rich, who is wise and just.” 
Wacic the Caliidi, wlio died a.d. 845, ended his life, 
the Arabian historians tell us, with these words : “ 0 
tiiou whose kingdom never passes away, jiity one whose 
dignity is so transient." But what led us to these 
remembrances was the happy accident which in this 
unde\-out age lately brought us acquainted with two 
or three diaries, which attest, if tlierc be need of attesta¬ 
tion. the eternity of the sentiment and its equality to 
itself through all the variety of exi>ression. The first 
is the prayer of a deaf and dumb boy 

“ When my long-attached friend comes to me, I have 
pleasure to converse with him, and I rejoice to pass my 
eyes over his countenance ; but soon I am weary of 
spending my time causelessly and unimproved, and I 
desire to leave him {but not in rinlcness), because I 
wished to be engaged in my business. But thou, 0 my 
Father, knowest I always deliglit to commune with 
thee in my lone and silent heart; I am never full of 
thee ; I am ne\’er weary of thee ; I am idways desiring 
thee. I hunger witli strong hope and affection for thee, 
and I thirst k)r thy grace and si)irit. 

” When I go to visit my friends, I must put on my 
best garments, and I must think of my manner to please 
them. I am tired to stay long, because my mind is not 
free, and they sometimes talk gossip with me. But oh, 
my Father, thou visitest me in my work, and I can lift 
up my desires to thee, and my heart is cheered and at 
rest with thy presence, and I am always alone with thee, 
and thou dost not steal my time by foolishness, I 
always ask in my heart, where can I find thee ? *’ 

The next is a voice out of a solitude as strict and 
sacred as that in which nature had isolated this eloquent 
mute :— 

“ My Father, when I cannot be cheerful or happy, I 
can be true and obedient, and I will not forget that 
joy has been, and may still be. If there is no hour of 
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solitude granted me. still I will commune with thee. If 
I may not search out and pierce my thought, so much 
the more may my living praise thee. At whatever 
price, I must be alone with thee; this must be the 
demand I make. These duties are not the life, but the 
means which enable us to show forth the life. So must 
I take up this cross, and bear it willingly. Why should 
I feel reproved when a busy one enters the room ? 1 

am not idle, though I sit with folded hands, but instantly 
I must seek some cover. For that shame I rcj^rove my¬ 
self. Are they only the valuable members of society 
who labour to dress and feed it ? Shall we never ask 
the aim of all this hurry and foam, of this aimless 
activity ? Let the purpose for which I live be always 
before me ; let every thought and word go to confirm 
and illuminate tliat end ; namely, that I must become 
near and dear to thee ; that now I am beyond the reach 

of all but thee. ^ t -n 

“ How can we not be reconciled to thy will ? 1 will 

know the joy of giving to my friend the dearest treasure 

I have, I know that sorrow comes not at once only. 

We cannot meet it and say, now it is overcome, but 

again, and yet again, its flood pours over us, and as fuU 

as at first. 

“ If but this tedious battle could be fought, 

Like Sparta’s heroes at one rocky pass, 

‘ One day be spent in dying,’ men had sought 
The spot, and been cut down like mower’s grass. 

The next is in a metrical form. It is the aspiration 
of a different mind, in quite other regions of power and 
duty, yet they all accord at last. 


“ Great God, I ask thee for no meaner pelf 
Than that I may not disappoint myself. 
That in my action I may soar as high, 

As I can now dij^cern with this clear eye# 


“ And next in value, which thy kindness lends, 

That I may greatly disappoint my friends 
Howe’er they think or hope that it may be, 

They may not dream how thou st distinguished me. 
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“Thai iny \wak liuiul may c<jual my firm faith, 

And my life practise more t)un my longue sailh ; 
U hat my low conduct may not show, 

Nor my relenting lines, 

Tlial I ihv purj)ose «lid not know, 

Or overrated thy designs.” 


The last of the four orisons is written in a singularly 
calm and healthful spirit, and contains this petition 

“ My Father: I now come to thee with a desire to 
thank thee for the continuance of our love, the one for 
the otiier. I feel that without thy love in me I should 
be alone here in tlie llesh, I cannot express my grati¬ 
tude for what tliou has been and continuest to be to 
me. Put thou knowest what my feelings are. When 
nought on earth seemeth jdeasant to me, thou dost 
make thyself known to me, and teach that which is 
needful for me, and dost cheer my travels on. I know 
that thou hast not created me and placed me here on 
earth, amidst its toils and troubles and the follies of 
those around me, and told me to be like thyself when 
I sec so little of tliec here to profit by ; thou hast not 
done tliis, and tlien left me here to myself, a poor, weak 
man, scarcely able to earn my bread. No ; thou art 
my Father and I will love thee, for thou didst first 
lo\'e me, and lovest me still. We will ever be parent 
and child. Wilt thou give me strength to persevere in 
lliis great work of redemj>tion. W’ilt thou show me the 
true means of accomplishing it. . . . I thank thee for 
the knowledge that I have attained of thee by thy sons 
who have been before me, and especially for him who 
brought me so perfect a tv|ie of thy goodness and love 
to men. ... I know that thou wilt deal with me as 
I deserve. I place myself therefore in thy hand, know¬ 
ing that thou wilt keep me from all harm so long as I 
consent to live under thy protecting care.” 

Let these few scattered leaves, which a chance (as 
men say, but which to us sludl be holy) brought under 
our eye nearly at the same moment, stand as an example 
of innumeraldc similar exj^ressions which no mortal 
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witness has reported, and be a sign of the times. Might 
they be suggestion to many a heart of yet highei secret 
experiences which are incftable ! But we must not tie 
up the rosary on which we have strung these few white 
beads, without adding a pearl of great price from that 
book of prayer, the Confessions of Saint Augustine. 

“ And being admonished to reflect upon myself, I 
entered into the very inward ]iarts of my soul, by thy 
conduct ; and I was able to do it, because now thou 
wert become my helper. I entered and discerned with 
the eye of my soul (such as it was), even beyond my 
soul and mind itself, the Light unchangeable. Not this 
vulgar light which all flesh may look upon, nor as it 
were a greater of the same kind, as though the bright¬ 
ness of this should be manifold greater and with its 
greatness take up all space. Not such was this light, 
but other, yea, far other from all these. Neither was 
it so above my understanding as oil swims abov'e water, 
or as the heaven is above the earth. But it is above 
me, because it made me ; and 1 am under it, because 
I was made by it. He that knows truth or verity, 
knows what that Light is, and he that knows it, knows 
eternity, and it is known by charity, O eternal Verity ! 
and true Charity ! and dear Eternity ! thou art my 
God, to thee do I sigh day and night. Thee when I 
first knew, thou liftedst me up that I might see there 
was what I might see, and that I was not yet such as 
to see. And thou didst beat back my weak sight upon 
myself, shooting out beams upon me after a v^ehement 
manner ; and I even trembled between love and horror, 
and I found myself to be far off, and even in the very 
region of dissimilitude from thee.*^ 
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CHARDON STREET AND BIBLE CONVENTIONS,! 

I N the month of November. 1840, a Convention of 
Friends of Universal Reform assembled in the 
Chardon Street Chapel in Boston, in obedience to a call in 
the newspapers, signed by a few individuals, inviting all 
persons to a ])ublic discussion of the institutions of the 
Sabbath, the Church and the Ministry, The Convention 
organized itself by the choice of Edmund Quincy as 
Moderator, silent tliree days in the consideration of the 
Sabbatli. and adjourned to a day in March of the follow¬ 
ing year, for the discussion of the second topic. In 
March, accordingly, a three-days’ sessions was holden 
in the same place, on the subject of the Church, and a 
third meeting fixed for the following November, which 
was accordingly holden ; and the ( onvention debated, 
for three days again, the remaining subject of the 
Priesthood. 'I'his Convention never jirinted any report 
of its deliberations, nor pretended to arrive at any Result 
by the exjnession of its sense in formal resolutions;— 
the professed objects of those persons who felt the 
greatest interest in its meetings being simply the elucida¬ 
tion of trutli through free discussion. The daily news- 
])apers reported, at the time, brief sketches of the course 
of ]>roceedings, and the remarks of the ju'incipal speakers. 
These meetings attracted a great deal of public, attention, 
and were spoken of in different circles in every note of 
hope, of sympathy, of joy, of alarm, of abhorrence and 
of merriment. The comjiosition of the assembly was 
rich and various. The singularity and latitude of the 
summons drew together, from all jiarts of New England 
and also from the Middle States, men of every shade 
of oj)inion from the straitest orthodoxy to the wildest 
heresy, and many persons whose church was a church 
of one member only. A great variety of dialect and 
of costume was noticed; a great deal of confusion, 
eccentricity, and freak aj^j^eared, as well as of zeal and 


> From Dial, Vol. iii. No. l, July 1842. 
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enthusiasm. If the assembly was disorderly, it was 
picturesque. Madmen, madwomen, men with bcaicls, 
Bunkers, Muggletonians, Come^uters, 
rarians, Seventh-day-Baptists, Quakers, ) > 

Calvinists, Unitarians, and Philosophers,—all came sue 
cessively to the top, and seized their moment if n 
their hour, wherein to chide, or pr^^^, oi p , ’. 
protest. The faces were a "la 

innovators and the champions-until - dea r,i 
cause sat side by side. The still-hving men o „ 

New England families, glowing meS 

tions, encountered the founders of families, i ’ 

emerging, and expanding the brows to a » 

and lighting a clownish face with sacre • 
assembly was characterized by the Predominance o 
a certain plain, sylvan strength and carnestn > 
many of the most intellectual and cultivated persons 

attended its councils. Dr. Channmg, Edw 
Bronson Alcott, Mr. Garrison, Mr. 

Parker. H. C. Wright. Dr. Osgood \\ilham Adams 

Edward Palmer. Jones Very, Maria W. 

many other persons of a mystical or ^ectan ^artici- 

thropic renown, were present, and some o en^akers * 
pant And there was no want of ^frnale speakers 

Mrs. Little and Mrs. Lucy Sessions took a 
memorable part in the debate, and tha . 

ventions, Mrs. Abigail Folsom, was but too ready w^th 

her interminable scroll. If there was not p 

order, there was life, and the which, 

stitutional love for religion and religious y 

in all periods, characterizes the inhabitants of this part 

of America. , m pach 

There was a great deal of wearisome ^P ^ signal 
of those three - days’ sessions, but re le thought, 
passages of pure eloquence, by much vig ^ 

Ld especiaUy by the exhibitmn of character anci 

the varies of character. These 

were in search of something better an what they 

than a vote or a definition, and they “ '\Xn by 
sought, or the pledge of it, 
individuals of their number, of resist 
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routine of parliamentary iisape ; in the lofty reliance 
on ])rinciplcs. and the prophetic dignity and transfigura¬ 
tion which accomjxinies. even amidst oj)position and 
ridicule, a man whose mind is made up to obey the great 
inward Commander, and who does not anticipate his 
own action, but awaits conlidently the new emergency 
for the new counsel. By no means the least value of 
this Convention, in our eye. was the scope it gave to the 
genius of Mr. Alcott. and not its least instructive lesson 
was the gradual but sure ascendency of his spirit, in 
spite of tlie incredulity and derision with which he is 
at first received, and in spite, we might add, of his own 
failures. Moreover, although no decision was had, and 
no action taken on all the great jioints mooted in the 
discussion, yet the Convention brought together many 
remarkable persons, face to face, and gave occasion to 
memorable interviews and conversations, in the hall, 
in the lobbies, or around the doors.’ 

J Tlio remainder of this pajKT is chicflv occupied with the report of a 
speech made hy inember of the Convention.— 
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AGRICULTURE OF MASSACHUSETTS.^ 

I N an afternoon in April, after a long walk, I tra¬ 
versed an orchard where boys were grafting apple- 
trees, and found the Farmer in his corn-field. He was 
holding the plough, and his son driving the oxen. This 
man always impresses me with respect, he is so manl}^ 
so sweet-tempered, so faithful, so disdainful of all 
apj^earances,—excellent and reverable in his old weather¬ 
worn cal') and blue frock bedaul^ed with the soil of the 
field; so honest withal, that he always needs to be 
watched lest he should cheat himself. I still remember 
witli some shame that in some dealing we had together 
a long time ago, I found that he had been looking to 
my interest in the affair, and I had been looking to my 
interest, and nobody had looked to his part. As I drew 
near this brave labourer in the midst of his own acres, 
I could not help feeling for him the highest respect. 
Here is the Ccesar, the Alexander of the soil, conquering 
and to conquer, after how many and many a hard- 
fought summer’s day and winter’s day; not like 
Napoleon, hero of sixty battles only, but of six thousand, 
and out of every one he has come victor ; and here 
he stands, with Atlantic strength and cheer, invincible 
still. These slight and useless city limbs of ours will 
come to shame before this strong soldier, for his have 
done his own work and ours too. What good this man 
has, or has had, he has earned. No rich father or father- 
in-law left him any inheritance of land or money. He 
borrowed the money with which he bought his farm, 
and has bred up a large family, given them a good 
education, and improved his land in every way year by 
year, and this without prejudice to himself the landlord, 
for here he is, a man every inch of him, and reminds us 
of the hero of the Robin Hood ballad,— 

“ Much, ihe miller’s son, 

There w.os no inch of his body 
But it was worth a groom.” 

‘ From The Dial, Vol. iii. No. i, July 1842. 
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Innocence and justice have written their names on 
his brow. Toil has not broken his spirit. His laugh 
rings with the sweetness and hilarity of a child; yet 
he is a man of a strongly intellectual taste, of much 
reading, and of an erect good sense and independent 
spirit which can neither brook usurpation nor falsehood 
in any sha])e. I walked u]> and down the field, as 
he j)loughed his furrow, and we talked as we walked. 
Our conversation naturally turned on the season and 
its new labours. He had been reading the Report 
of the Agricultural Survey of the Commonwealth, 
and had found good things in it ; but it was easy to 
see tliat he felt toward the author much as soldiers 
do towards the historiograj>her who follows the 
cam]^ more good - nature than reverence for the 
gownsman. 

The First Report, lie said, is better than the last, as 
I observe the first sermon of a minister is often his best, 
for every man has one thing which he specially wishes 
to say, and that comes out at first. But who is this 
])Ook written for ? Not for farmers ; no pains are taken 
to send it to them : it was by accident that this volume 
came into my hands for a few days. And it is not for 
them. 'I'hey could not afford to follow such advice as 
is given here; they have sterner teachers ; their own 
business teaches them better. No; this was written 
for the literary men. But in that case, the State should 
not be taxed to j)ay for it. Let us see. The account 
of tlie maj)le sugar,—that is very good and entertaining, 
and. I suppose, true. The story of the farmer’s daughter, 
whom education had spoiled for everything useful on 
a farm.—that is good too. and we have much that is 
like it in Thomas’s Almanack. But why this recom¬ 
mendation of stone houses ? They are not so cheap, 
not so dry, and not so fit for us. Our roads are always 
changing their direction, and after a man has built at 
gM'eat cost a stone house, a new road is opened, and he 
linds himself a mile or two from the highway. Then 
our people arc not stationary, like those of old countries, 
but always alert to better themselves, and will remove 
from town to town as a new market opens or a better 
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farm is to be had, and do not wish to spend too much 
on their buildings. 

The Commissioner advises the farmers to sell their 
cattle and their hay in the fall, and buy again in the 
spring. But we farmers always know what our interest 
dictates, and do accordingly. We have no choice in 
this matter ; our way is but too plain. Down below, 
where manure is cheap and hay dear, they will sell 
their oxen in November ; but for me to sell my cattle 
and my produce in the fall, would be to sell my farm, 
for I should have no manure to renew a crop in the 
spring. And thus Necessity farms it; necessity finds 
out when to go to Brighton, and when to feed in the 
stall, better than Mr. Colman can tell us. 

But especially observe what is said throughout these 
Reports of the model farms and model farmers. One 
would think that Mr. D, and Major S. were the pillars 
of the Commonwealth. The good Commissioner takes 
off his hat when he approaches them, distrusts the 
value of “ his feeble praise,” and repeats his compli¬ 
ments as often as their names are introduced. And 
yet, in my opinion, Mr. D., with all his knowledge and 
present skill, would starve in two years on any one 
of fifty poor farms in this neighbourhood, on each of 
which now a farmer manages to get a good living. Mr. 
D. inherited a farm, and spends on it every year from 
other resources; otherwise his farm had ruined him 
long since;—and as for the Major, he never got rich by 
his skill in making land produce, but in making men 
produce. The truth is, a farm will not make an honest 
inan rich in money. I do not know of a single instance 
in which a man has honestly got rich by farming alone. 
It cannot be done. The way in which men who have 
farms grow rich, is either by other resources, or by trade, 
or by getting their labour for nothing, or by other 
methods of which I could tell you many sad anecdotes. 
What does the Agricultural Surveyor know of all this ? 
What can he know ? He is the victim of the ‘‘ Reports,” 
that are sent him, of particular farms. He cannot go 
behind the estimates to know how the contracts were 
made, and how the sales were effected. The true men 
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of skill, tlic poor farmers, who, by the sweat of their 
face, without an inheritance and without offence to 
their conscience have reared a family of valuable 
citi;iens and matrons to tl^e state, reduced a stubborn 
soil to a good farm,—although their buildings are many 
of them shal>by. are tlie only right subjects of this 
Report ; yet these make no figure in it. These should 
be holdm up to imitation, and their methods detailed; 
yet their houses are very uninviting and inconsiiicuous 
to State Commissioners^ So with these premiums to 
farms, and iiremiums at cattle-shows. The class that 
I deseVibe, must ]>ay the i)remium which is awarded to 
tlie rich. Yet the premium obviously ought to be 
given for the good management of a ]ioor farm. 

In this strain the Farmer proceeded, adding many 
s|)ccial criti('isms. He had a good ojiinion of the Sur¬ 
veyor, and ac(]uitted him of any blame in the mattci, 
but was incorrigible in his scej^ticism concerning the 
benefits conferred by legislatures on the agriculture 
of Massachusetts, rbelieve that my friend is a little 
stiff and inconvertible in his own opinions, and that 
there is another side to be heard ; but so much wisdom 
seemed to lie under all his statement that it deserved 

a record. 
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T he American Academy, the Historical Society, and 
Harvard University, would do well to make the 
Cunard steamers the subject of examination in regard 
to their literary and ethical influence. These rapid 
sailers must be arraigned as the conspicuous agents in 
the immense and increasing intercourse between the 
old and the new continents. We go to school to Europe. 
We imbibe a European taste. Our education, so called, 
-^ur drilling at college, and our reading since,—has 
been European, and we write on the English culture and 
to an English public, in America and in Europe. This 
powerful star, it is thought, will soon culminate and 
descend, and the impending reduction of the trans¬ 
atlantic excess of influence on the American education 
IS already a matter of easy and frequent computation. 
Our eyes will be turned westward, and a new and 
^ronger tone in literature will be the result. The 
Kentucky stump-oratory, the exploits of Boon and 
David Crockett, the journals of Western pioneers, agri- 
^Ituralists, and socialists, and the letters of Jack 
Downing, are genuine growths, which are sought with 
avidity in Europe, where our European-like books are 
01 no value. It is easy to see that soon the centre of 
population and property of the English race, which long 
ago began its travels, and which is still on the eastern 

shortly hover midway over the Atlantic main, 

+w u within the American coast, so 

nat the writers of the English tongue shall write to the 

merican and not to the island public, and then will the 
great Yankee be born. 

But at present we have our culture from Europe and 
uropeans. Let us be content and thankful for these 

D ° ^ while yet. The collections of art, at 

resden, Paris, Rome, and the British Museum and 
^raries offer their splendid hospitalities to the American. 

Vol. iii. No. 4, April 1843. Certain paragraphs 

at ihp l^y Emerson in his preface to “ Parnassus,” given 

. ® of this volume. 
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And licyond this, amid the dense population of that 
continent, lifts itself ever and anon some eminent head, 
a ]>roi)hct to his own pcoide, and their interpreter to 
tlie iK'ojile of other countries. The atti action of these 
individuals is not to be resisted by theoietic sta.tements. 

It is true there is always something deceptive, self- 
deceptive, in our travel. We go to France, to Germany, 
to sec men, and find but what we carry. A man is a 
man, one as good as another, many doors to one open 
court, as easily accessible from our priv'ate dooi, oi 
through John ‘and Peter, as tiirough Humboldt and 
Laplace. But we cannot speak to ourselves. We 
brood on our ricbes but remain dumb ; that makes us 
unlia]>py; and we take ship and go man-hunting in 
order by jnitting ourselves cn rapport, according to laws 
of i>ersonal inagnetiMu. to acquire speech or expression. 
Seeing Herschcl, or Scbelling, or Swede or Dane, satis- 
lics tiie conditions, and we can express ourselves happily. 

But Europe has lost weight lately. Our young men 
go tbitlier in every ship, but not as in the golden days, 
when the same tour would show the traveller the noble 
heads of Scott, of Mackintosh, Coleridge, Wordsworth, 
(ioetho, Cuvier, and Humboldt. Wc remember, when 
arriving in Paris, wc crossed the river on a brilliant 
morning, and at the bookshop of Papinot. in the Rue de 
Sorbonne, at the gates of the University, inirchascd for 
two sous a Programme, which announced that every 
Monday wc might attend the lecture of Dumas on 
Chemistry at noon ; at a half hour later either \ illemain 
or Ampere on French literature ; at other hours, Guizot 
on Modern History; Cousin on the Philosophy of 
Ancient History; Fauriel on Foreign Literature; 
Prevost on Geology ; Lacroix on the Ihifercntial Cal¬ 
culus ; Jouffroy on the History of Modern Philosophy; 
Lacretelle on Ancient History ; Des Fontaines or Mirbel 
on Botany. 

Hard by, at the Place du Pantheon, De Gch ando, Royer- 
Collard, and their colleagvios were giving courses on 
Law, on the law of nations, the Pandects, and commercial 
equity. For two magical sous more, we bought the 
Programme of the College Royal de Franco, on which 
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wc still read with admiring memory, that every Monday, 
Silvestre de Lacy lectures on the Persian language ; at 
other hours, Lacroix on the Integral Mathematics; 
louffroy on Greek Philosophy; Biot on Physics; 
Lerminier on the History of Legislation ; Elie de Beau¬ 
mont on Natural History; Magendie on Medicine; 
Thenard on Chemistry ; Binet on Astronomy ; and so 
on, to the end of the week. On the same wonderful 
ticket, as if royal munificence had not yet sufficed, we 
learned that at the Museum of Natural History, at the 
Garden of Plants, three days in the week Brongniart 
would teach Vegetable Physiology, and Gay-Lussac 
Chemistry, and Flourent Anatomy. With joy we read 
these splendid news in the Cafe Procopc, and stiaight- 
way joined the troop of students of all nations, kindieds, 
and tongues, whom this great institution drew together 
to listen to the first srtVrtn/s of the world without fee 01 
reward. The professors are changed, but the liberal 
doors still stand open at this hour. This royal liberality, 
which seems to atone for so many possible abuses of 
power, could not exist without important consequences 

to the student on his return home. 

The University of Gottingen has sunk from its high 
place by the loss of its brightest stars. The last was 
Heeren, whose learning was really useful, and who has 
made ingenious attempts at the solution of ancient 
historical problems. Ethiopia, Assyria, Caithage, and 
the Theban Desert are still revealing secrets, latent for 
three millenniums, under the powerful night glass ot 
the Teutonic scholars, who make astronomy, geology, 
chemistry, trade, statistics, medals, tributary to then 
inquisitions. In the last year also died Sismondi, who, 
by his History of the Italian Republics, reminded man¬ 
kind of the prodigious wealth of life and event, which 
Time, devouring his children as fast as they are born, 
is giving to oblivion in Italy, the piazza and forum ot 
History, and for a time made Italian subjects of the 
Middle Age popular for poets, and romancers, and by his 
kindling chronicles of Milan and Lombardy perhaps 
awoke the great genius of Manzoni. That history is 
full of events, yet, as Ottilia writes in Goethe s novel, 
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that she never can bring away from liistory anything 
but a few anecdotes, so the “ Italian Republics” lies 
in the memory like a confused mHcc, a confused noise 
of slaughter, and ra])ine, and garments rolled in blood. 
The method, if method there be, is so slight and arti¬ 
ficial. that it is quite overlaid and lost in the unvaried 
details of treachery and violence. Hallam’s sketches 
of the same history were greatly more luminous and 
memorable, partly from the advantage of his design, 
wliich comiielled him to draw outlines, and not bury the 
grand lines of destiny in municipal details. Italy fur¬ 
nished in that age no man of genius to its political 
arena, though many of talent, and this want degrades 
tlic history. We still remember with great pleasure 
Mr. Hallam’s fine sketch of the external history of the 
rise and establishment of the Papacy, which Mr. Ranke’s 
voluminous researches, though they have great value 
for tlieir individual portraits, liave not superseded. 

It was a brighter day than we have often known 
in our literary calendar, when within a twelve- 
month a single London advertisement announced a new 
volume of jioems by Wordsworth, poems by Tennyson, 
and a i)lay l>y Henry Taylor. Wordsworth’s nature 
or character has had all the time it needed in order to 
make its mark and su))ply the want of talent. We have 
learned how to read him. We have ceased to expect 
that which ho cannot give. He has the merit of just 
moral perception, but not that of deft poetic execution. 
How would Milton curl his lip at such slipshod news- 
]>apcr style. Many of his jioems, as for example the 
Rylstonc Doc, might be all improvised. Nothing of 
Milton, nothing of Marvell, of Herbert, of Dryden, could 
be. These are such verses as in a just state of culture 
should be vers dc set ;V/c'. such as every gentleman co^d 
write but none would think of printing or of claiming 
the poet’s laurel on their merit. The Pindar, the Shake¬ 
speare, tlie Dante, whilst they have the just and open 
soul, have also tlie eye to sec the dimmest star that 
glimmers in the Milky Way, the serraturcs of every leaf, 
the test-objects of the microscope, and then the tongue 
to utter the same things in words that engrave them 
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on all the ears of mankind. The poet demands all gifts 
and not one or two only. 

The poet, like the electric rod, must reach from a 
point nearer the sky than all surrounding objects, down 
to the earth, and into the dark wet soil, or neither is 
of use. The poet must not only converse with pure 
thought, but he must demonstrate it almost to the 
senses. His words must be pictures, his verses must be 
spheres and cubes, to be seen and smelled and handled. 
His fable must be a good story, and its meaning rnust 
hold as pure truth. In the debates on the Copyright 
Bill, in the English Parliament, Mr. Sergeant Wakley, 
the coroner, quoted Wordsworth’s poetry in derision, 
and asked the roaring House of Commons what that 
meant, and whether a man should have public reward 
for writing such stuff. Homer, Horace, Milton and 
Chaucer would defy the coroner. Whilst they have 
wisdom to the wise, he would see that to the external 
they have external meaning. Coleridge excellently said 
of poetry, that poetry must first be good sense; as a 
palace might well be magnificent, but first it must be 
a house. 

Wordsworth is open to ridicule of this kind. And 
yet Wordsworth, though satisfied if he can suggest to 
a sympathetic mind his own mood, and though setting 
a private and exaggerated value on his compositions ; 
though confounding his accidental with the universal 
consciousness, and taking the public to task for not 
admiring his poetry,—is really a master of the English 
language, and his poems evince a power of diction that 
is no more rivalled by his contemporaries than is his 
poetic insight. But the capital merit of Wordsworth 
is that he has done more for the sanity of this generation 

han any other writer. Early in life, at a crisis it is 
said in his private affairs, he made his election between 
assuming and defending so* le legal rights, with the 
chances of wealth and a position in the world, and the 
inward promptings of his heavenly genius; he look 
his part; he accepted the call to be a poet, and sat 
down, far from cities, with coarse clothing and plain 
fare to obey the heavenly vision. The choice he had 
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made in his will, manifested itself in every line to be 
real. We have jwets who write the poetry of society, 
of the patrician and conventional Euroj>e, as Scott and 
Moore, and others who, like Byron or Bulwer, write 
the poetry of vice and disease. But Wordsworth 
threw himself into liis j)lacc, made no reserves or stipula¬ 
tions ; man and writer were not to be divided. He 
sat at the foot of Helvellyn and on the margin of Winder- 
mere, and took tlieir lustrous mornings and their sublime 
midniglits for his tlieme, and not Marlow, nor Massinger, 
not Horace, nor Milton, nor Dante. He once for all 
forsook the styles and standards and modes of thinking 
of London and Paris, and the IBooks read there, and the 
aims jnirsued, and wrote Helvellyn and Windermere, 
and the dim sj>irits which these haunts harboured. 
There was not the least attemj)t to reconcile these with 
the sj)irit of fashion and selfishness, nor to show, with 
great deference to tlie su|>erior judgment of dukes and 
carls, that although London was the home for men of 
great j)arts, yet Westmoreland had these consolations 
for such as fate had condemned to the country life,— 
l)ut with a comjilete satisfaction ho j>iticd and rebuked 
their false lives, and celebrated his own with the religion 
of a true priest. Hence the antagonism which was 
immediately felt between his jK)etry and the spirit of 
the age, that here not only criticism but conscience 
and will were j)arties; the s])irit of literature and the 
modes of living and the conventional theories of the 
conduct of life were called in question on wholly new 
grounds,—not from Platonism, not from Christianity, 
but from the lessons which the country muse taught 
a stout pedestrian climbing a mountain and following a 
river from its ]»arent rill down to the sea. The Cannings 
and Jeffreys of the cajiital, the Court Journals and 
Literary (iazettes were not well jileased, and voted the 
poet a bore. But that which rose in him so high as to 
the lips, rose in many others as high as to the heart. 
What lie said, they were prepared to hear and confirm. 
The inlluence was in the air, and was wafted up and 
down into lone and into populous ]>laces. resisting the 
poi)ular taste, modifying opinions wliich it did not 
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change and soon came to be felt in poetry, in criticism, 
in plans of life, and at last in legislation In this country 
it very early found a stronghold, and its effect may be 
traced on all the poetry both of England and America. 

But notwithstanding all Wordsworth s grand merits 
it was a great pleasure to know that Alfred Tennyson s 
two voluLs were coming out m tte saine ship , t was 
a great pleasure to receive them. The elegance, the wit 
and subtlety of this writer, his rich fancy, his power of 
kng^S^Ws metrical skill, his independence on any 
living masters, his peculiar topics, his taste for the 
costly and gorgeous, discriminate the musky poet of 

gardens and conservatories, of J . 

Perhaps we felt the popular objection tl at ' e ^ts 
rude truth ; he is too fine. In these boudoirs of damask 
and alabaster one is farther off from stern nature and 
human life than in “ Lalla Rookh ” and ■' The Loves of die 
Angels.” Amid swinging censers and perfumed lamps 
amLt velvet and glory we long for ram and Lost Otto 
of-roses is good but wild air is bettei. A cnticai iiicnu 
ol oms affirms’ that the vice which, bereaved modem 
painters of their power, is the ambition to b«gm where 
t^beir fathers ended; to equal the masters m the 

exquisite finish, instead of ‘heir religious purpose^ The 

painters are not willing to paint 'b 

not paint for their times, agitated by the spirit whicn 

agitates their country ; so should their Pa^ure pictur 
ui and draw aU men after them; but they copy the 
technics of their predecessors, and paint for their pi 
dece^ors- public.' It seems as if tbe same ^uce l^d 
worked in noetrv. Tennyson’s compositions are not 

so Lch poems Is studies in poetey, f ;-‘^sband 

the styles of sundry old masters. He is 
who builds the homestead after his a 

foundation-stone to chimney - top J"^„d 

tasteful bachelor who collects quaint " . 

groined ceilings. We have no right to s^b superhne 
ness We must not make our bread of ^ 

These delicacies and 

when they are the excess of substan lal neces y 
expenditure. The best songs m English poetry are ny 
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that heavy, Iiard, pedantic poet. Ben Jonson. Jonson 
is rude, and only on rare occasions gay. Tennyson is 
always fine, but lonson’s beauty is more grateful 
than Tennyson's. It is a natural manly grace of a 
robust workman. Ben’s llowers are not in pots at a 
city florist's, arranged on a llower-stand, but he is a 
countryman at a harvest-home, attending his ox-cart 
Irom the fields, loaded with jiotatoes and apples, with 
gra]>es and plums, with nuts and berries, and stuck with 
boughs of hemlock and sweet-briar, with ferns and pond 
lilies which the children have gathered. But let us 
not quarrel with our benefactors. Perhaps Tennyson is 
too quaint and elegant. What then ? It is long since 
we have had as good a lyrist; it will be long before \ye 
have his superior. “ Godiva ” is a noble poem that will 
tell the legend a thousand years. The poem of all the 
poetry of the jiresent age for which we ]^redict the longest 
term, is " Abou ben Adhem,” of Leigh Hunt. Fortune 
will still have her jxu t in every victory, and it is strange 
that one of the best pocuns should be written by a man 
who has hardly written any other. And “ Godiva " is a 
])arable which belongs to the same gosjiel. “ Locksley 
Hall ” and “ The Two ^^)ices " are meditative poems, 
which were slowly written to be slowly read. “ The 
Talking Oak," though a little hurt by its wit and in¬ 
genuity, is beautiful, and the most poetic of the volume. 
" Ulysses " belongs to a high class of poetry, destined 
to be the higlust. and io be more cultivated in the next 
generation. " CEnone " was a sketch ot the same kind. 
One of the best specimens we have of the class is Words¬ 
worth's " Laodamia.” of which no special merit it can 
possess equals the total merit of having selected such a 
subject in such a sjurit. 

Next to the ]>oetry, the novels, wliich come to us in 
every shij) from England, have an importance increased 
by the immense extension of their circulation through 
the new cheap luess, which sends them to so many 
willing thousands. We have heard it alleged with some 
evidence that the prominence given to intellectual power 
in Bulwer’s romances has proved a main stimulus to 
mental culture in thousands of young men in England 
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and America. The effect on manners cannot be less 
sensible, and we can easily believe that tlie behaviour 
of the ball-room and of the hotel has not failed to draw 
some addition of dignity and grace from the fair ideals 
with which the imagination of a novelist has filled the 
heads of the most imitative class. 

We are not very well versed in these books, yet we 
have read Mr. Bulwer enough to see that the story is 
rapid and interesting; he has really seen London 
society, and does not draw ignorant caricatures. He 
is not a genius, but his novels are marked with great 
energy and with a courage of experiment which in each 
instance has its degree of success. The story of Zanoni 
was one of those world-fables which is so agreeable to the 
human imagination that it is found in some form in the 
language of every country, and is always reappearing 
in literature, Many of the details of this novel preserve 
a poetic truth. We read Zanoni with pleasure, because 
magic is natural. It is implied in all superior culture 
that a complete man would need no auxiliaries to his 
personal presence. The eye and the word are certainly 
far subtler and stronger weapons than either money or 
knives. Whoever looked on the hero would consent to 
his will, being certified that his aims were universal, 
not selfish ; and he would be obeyed as naturally as 
the rain and the sunshine are. For this reason, children 
delight in fairy tales. Nature is described in them as 
the servant of man, which they feel ought to be true. 
But Zanoni pains us and the author loses our respect, 
because he speedily betrays that he does not see the 
true limitations of the charm ; because the power with 
which his hero is armed is a toy, inasmuch as the power 
does not flow from its legitimate fountains in the mind, 
is a power for London ; a divine power converted into a 
burglar’s false key or a highwayman’s pistol to rob and 
kill with. 

But Mr. Bulwer’s recent stories have given us who do 
not read novels, occasion to think of this dcpaitment 
of literature, supposed to be the natural fruit and ex¬ 
pression of the age. We conceive that the obvious 
division of modern romance is into two kinds: fiist, 
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the novels of coslimic or oj circumstance, which is the 
old style, and vastly the most numerous. In this class, 
the hero, without any particular character, is m a very 
particular circumstance ; he is greatly m want of a for¬ 
tune or of a wife, and usually of both, and the business 
of tlie luece is to provide him suitably. Ihis is the 
problem to be solved in thousands of English romances, 
including the Porter novels and the more splendid 
examples of the Edgeworth and Scott Romances. 

It is curious how slee]>y and foolish we are, that 
these tales will so take us. Again and again we have 
been caught in tliat old foolish traji; then, as before, 
to feel indignant to have been duix'd and dragged after 
a foolish boy and girl, to see them at List married and 
i)ortioned, and the reader instantly turned out of doors, 
like a beggar that has followed a gay i>rocession into a 
castle. Had one noble thought opening the chambers ot 
tile intellect, one sentiment from the heart of God been 
spoken by them, tlie reader had been made a participator 
of their triumph; he too had been an invited and eternal 
guest ; but this reward granted them is property, all- 
excluding ])ro])erty, a little cake baked for them eat 
and for none other, nay. a i>reference and cosseting which 
is rude and insulting to all but the minion. 

Except in tlie stories of lulgeworth and Scott, whose 
talent knew liow to give to the book a thousand ad¬ 
ventitious graces, the novels of costume aie all one, and 
there is but one standard English novel, like the one 
orthodox sermon, which with slight variation is repeated 

every Sunday from so many pulpits. . i. 

But the other novel, of which “ \\ ilhehn Meistcr 
is the best specimen, the novel oj character, Uaxis the 
reader with more respect ; a castle and a wife aie not 
the indispensable conclusion, but the development ot 
character being the i>roblem, the reader is made a pai* 
taker of the whole prosperity. Everything good in such 
a story remains with the reader when the book is closed. 

A noble book was Wilhelm Meister. It gave the hint 
of a cultivated society wliich we found nowhere else. 
It was founded on power to do what was necessary, 
each person I'mding it an indispensable qualification oi 
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membership that he could do something useM as in 
mechanics or agriculture or other mdispensab e art 
then a probity, a justice was to be its 
bohzed W the insisting that each V 

cleared of privilege, and should pay its fuU tax to the 
State. Then, a perception of beauty was the equally 

indispensable element of the association by 
was dignified and all were dignified ; then each was to 
obev his genius to the length of abandonment, Ihey 
watched each candidate vigilantly, without his knowmg 
that he was observed, and when he had g>ven P^/ 
that he was a faithful man, then all doors, all houses, 

all relations were open to hini; high /if 

nized with high behaviour, "'‘f T"f 

and the only power recognized is the foice of cbaracte . 

The novels of fashion, of Disraeli. Mrs. Gore, . 

Ward, belong to the class of novels of costume, bccau^^ 

the aim is purely external success. most 

fashionable life, by far the most agreea c 
efficient was Vivian Grey. Young "^cn were and still 
are the readers and victims. Byron ruled oi a time, 
but Vivian, with no tithe of Byron sfu'us rules long^ei. 
One can distinguish the Vivians in aU companies They 
would quiz their father and ^°ther and lover an 
friend They discuss sun and planets, liberty and late 
love and death, over the soup, ^hey never sleep g 
nowhere, stay nowhere, eat nothing, and ^"ow nobody 
but are up to anything, though it fcre the genesis of 
nature or the last cataclysm,—Festus-like, haustlik , 

Jove-like, and could write an Iliad any 

if fame were not such a bore. Men, women though the 

greatest and fairest, are stupid things , u -l ’ 

a mild pleasant gunpowder, a spaniel, a » 

are themes for Olympus. I .''tv which made 

influence of such pictures on living socie y „;ptur-es 

the style of manners of which we have 

as, for example, in the following annear with 

fashionist. “ His highest triumph is ^ 

the most wooden manners, as little P® '. 
suffice to avoid castigation, nay, to co 
civilities so that they may appear as neai as m y 
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to affronts; instead of a noble high-bred ease, to have 
the courage to offend against every restraint of decorum, 
to invert the relation in which our sex stand to women, 
so that they aj^pear the attacking, and he the passive 
or defensive party.” 

Wc must here check our gossip in mid volley and 
adjourn the rest of our critical chapter to a more 
convenient season. 
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CARLYLE’S PAST AND PRESENT.”* 

H ere is Carlyle’s new poem, his Iliad of English 
woes, to follow his poem on France, entitled 
the History of the French Revolution. In its hi^t 
aspect it is a political tract, and since Burke, since Milton, 
we have had nothing to compare with it. It giapples 
honestly with the facts lying before all men, groups 
and disposes them with a master’s mind, and, with a 
heart full of manly tenderness, offers his best counsel 
to his brothers. Obviously it is the book of a powerful 
and accomplished thinker, who has looked with naked 
eyes at the dreadful political signs in England for the 
last few years, has conversed much on these topics with 
such wise men of all ranks and parties as are drawn to 
a scholar’s house, until such daily and nightly medi¬ 
tation has grown into a great connection, if not a system 
of thoughts ; and the topic of English politics becomes 
the best vehicle for the expression of his recent thinking, 
recommended to him by the desire to give sorne timely 
counsels, and to strip the worst mischiefs of their plausi¬ 
bility. It is a brave and just book, and not a semblance. 
" No new truth,” say the critics on all sides. Is it so . 
Truth is very old, but the merit of seers is not to invent 
but to dispose objects in their right places, and he is the 
commander who is always in the mount, whose 
only sees details, but throws crowds of details into 
right arrangement and a larger and juster ttffality than 
any other. The book makes great approaches to true 
contemporary history, a very rare success, and 
holds up to daylight the absurdities still tolerated in 
the English and European system. It is such an appeal 
to the conscience and honour of England as canno e 
forgotten, or be feigned to be forgotten. It h^ 
merit which belongs to every honest book, that it wa 
self-examining before it was eloquent, and so hi s a 
other men, and, as the country people say oi g 

IFrom The Dial, Vol. iv. No. I, July i843« 
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]>reaching, “ comes bounce down into every pew.” 
Every reader shall carry away something. The scholar 
shall read and write, the farmer and mechanic shall 
toil, with new resolution, nor forget the book when they 
resume their labour. 

Though no theocrat, and more than most philosophers 
a believer in political systems, Ur. Carlyle very fairly 
finds the calamity of the times, not in bad bills of 
Parliament, nor the remedy in good bills, but the vice 
in false and su])crficiid aims of the people, and the remedy 
in honesty and insight. Like every work of genius, its 
great value is in telling such simile truths. As we 
recall the toi>ics, we are struck with the force given to 
the ])lain truths; the picture of the English nation all 
sitting enchanted, the poor, enchanted so that they 
cannot work, the rich, enchanted so that they cannot 
enjoy, and arc rich in vain ; the exposure of the pro¬ 
gress of fraud into all arts and social activities; the 
projiosition that the labourer must have a greater share 
in his earnings ; that the ju'inciple of permanence shall 
be admitted into all contracts of mutual service; that 
the state shall ]>rovidc at least schoolmaster’s education 
for all the citizens ; the exhortation to the workman 
that he shall resiiect the work and not the wages ; to^ the 
scholar that he shall be there for light; to the idle, 
tliat no man shall sit idle ; the picture of Abbot Samson, 
the true governor, who ” is not there to expect reason 
and nobleness of otliers, he is there to give them of 
his own reason and nobleness ; ” and the assumption 
throughout the book, that a new chivalry and nobility, 
namely the dynasty of labour, is replacing the old 
nobilities. These things strike us with a force which 
reminds us of the morals of the Oriental or early Greek 
masters, and of no modern book. Truly in these things 
is great reward. It is not by sitting still at a grand 
distance and calling the luinian race Ainvf, that men are 
to be helped, nor by helping the depraved after their 
own foolish fashion, but by doing unweariedly the 
jiarticular work we were born to do. Lot no man think 
himself absolved because he does a generous action and 
befriends the poor, but let him see whether he so holds 
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his property that a benefit goes from it to aU. A man’s 
diet should be what is simplest and readiest to be had, 
because it is so private a good. His house should be 
better, because that is for the use of hundreds perhaps 
of thousands, and is the property of the traveller. But 
his speech is a perpetual and public instrument; let that 
always side with the race and yield neither a lie nor 
a sneer. His manners. — let them be hospitable and 
civilizing, so that no Phidias or Raphael shall have 
taught anything better in canvas or stone; and his 
acts should be representative of the human race, as one 
who makes them rich in his having, and poor m his 

want. ,, ^ \ A^ 

It requires great courage in a man of letters to handle 

the contemporary practical questions ; not because he 
then has all men for his rivals, but because of the in¬ 
finite entanglements of the problem, and the waste 0 
strength in gathering unripe fruits. The is supei- 
human; and the poet knows well that a little time 
wifi do more than the most puissant genius, lime 
stills the loud noise of opinions, sinks the sm^, 
the great, so that the true emerges without 
in perfect harmony to all eyes ; but the truth 01 t re 
present hour, except in particulars and single relations, 
is unattainable. Each man can very well know his own 
part of duty, if he will; but to bring out the ti uth lor 

beauty, and as literature, surmounts the P9W^^^ 

The most elaborate history of to-day Nvill have the 
oddest dislocated look in the next generatmn. i e 
historian of to-day is yet three ages oft. Ihe poe 
cannot descend into the turbid present without injury 
to his rarest gifts. Hence that necessity of isolation 
which genius has always felt. He must stand on is 
glass tripod, if he would keep his electricity. ^ 

But when the political aspects are so calamitous that 
the sympathies of the man overpower the habits ot the 
poet, a higher than literary inspiration 
him. It is a costly proof of character, that t c ni 
renowned scholar of England should take his repu ^ ^ 
in his hand and should descend into the ri^S > . 

has added to his love whatever honour his opinions 
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mav forfeit. To atone for this departure from the vows 
of t he scholar and his eternal duties to this secular chanty, 
we liavc at least this gain, that here is a message which 
tho^e to whom it was addressed cannot choose but 
hear Tiiough they die, they must listen. It is plain 
that whether by iiope or by fear, or were it only by 
deli'dit in this ])anorama of brilliant images, all the great 
classes of Engh>h society must read, even those whose 
existence it ])ioscribcs. Poor Ouecn Victoria,—poor 
Sir Robert Peel,—jioor Primate and Bishops,—poor 
l)ukes and Lords ! There is no help in place or pride 
or in looking another way ; a grain of wit is more pene¬ 
trating than the lightning of the night-storm, which no 
curtains or shutters will keep out. Here is a book which 
will be read, no thanks to anybody but itself, \\hat 
pains, what ho])es, what yows, shall come of the reading ! 
Here is a book as full of treason as an egg is full of meat, 
and every lordship and worship and high form and 
ceremony of Ivngli^h conservatism tossed like a footbaU 
into the air, and kept in the air, with merciless kicks 
and rebounds, and yet not a word is punishable by 
statute. The wit has eluded all otlicial zeal; and yet 
these dire jokes, these cunning thrusts, this flaming 
sword of Cherubim waved high in air, illuminates the 
whole horizon, and shows to the eyes of the universe 
every wound it inflicts. \\ orst of all for the party 
attacked, it bereaves them beforehand of all sympathy, 
by anticipating the plea of poetic and humane conserva¬ 
tism. and imjnessing the reader with the conviction 
that the satirist himself has the truest love for every¬ 
thing old and excellent in English land and institutions, 
and a genuine respect for the basis of truth in those 

whom he exposes. 

We arc at some loss how to state what strikes us as 
the fault of this remarkable book, for^ the variety and 
excellence of the talent disidayed in it is pretty sure 
to leave all special criticism in the wrong. ^ And we 
may easily fail in expressing the general objection which 
wc fool. It aiipears to us as a certain disproportion in 
the picture, cause<l by the obtrusion of the whims oi 
the painter. In this work, as in his former labours, 


CARLYLE’S “PAST AND PRESENT.” 


177 


Mr. Carlyle reminds us of a sick giant. His humours 
are expressed with so much force of constitution that 
his fancies are more attractive and more credible than 
the sanity of duller men. But the habitual exaggera¬ 
tion of the tone wearies whilst it stimulates. It is felt 
to be so much deduction from the universality of the 
picture. It is not serene sunshine, but everything is 
seen in lurid storm-lights. Every object attitudinizes, 
to the very mountains and sta's almost, under the 
refraction of this wonderful humorist; and instead of 
the common earth and sky, we have a Martin s Creation 
or Judgment Day. A crisis has always arrived which 
requires a deits ex machina. One can hardly credit, 
whdst under the spell of this magician, that the world 
always had the same bankrupt look, to foicgoing ages 
as to us,—as of a failed world just re-collecting its old 
withered forces to begin again and try to do a bttle 
business. It was perhaps inseparable from the attempt 
to write a book of wit and imagination on English 
politics, that a certain local emphasis and love of effect, 
such as is the vice of preaching, should appeal, pro¬ 
ducing on the reader a feeling of forlornness by the excess 
of value attributed to circumstances. But the 
dour of wit cannot outdazzle the calm daylight, 
always shows every individual man in balance 
age, and able to work out his own salvation from all the 
foUies of that, and no such glaring contrasts or sever¬ 
alties in that or this. Each age has its own follies, as its 
majority is made up of foolish young people ; its super¬ 
stitions appear no superstitions to itself; and it you 
should ask the contemporary, he would tell you, with 
pride or with regret, (according as he was practical 01 
poetic), that he had none. But after a short time, 
down go its follies and weakness and the luemory o 
them; its virtues alone remain, and its limitation 
assumes the poetic form of a beautiful superstition, as 
the dimness of our sight clothes the objects in the 
horizon with mist and colour. The revelation ot 
Reason is this of the unchangeableness of the tact 01 
humanity under all its subjective aspects; that to tne 
cowering it always cowers, to the daring it opens gr 
VOL. IV. 
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avenues. The ancients arc only venerable to us because 
distance has destroyed what was trivial; as the sun 
and stars affect us only grandly, because we cannot 
reach to their smoke and surfaces and say, Is that all . 

And vet the gravity of the times, the manifold and 
increasing dangers of the English State, may easily 
excuse some over-colouring of the picture; and 
this distance arc not so far removed from any ot the 
specific evils, and arc deeply iiartieipant m too many, 
not to share the gloom and thank 
courage of the counsellor. This book is 
and nothing is more excellent in this as in all Mr. C. ailyle s 
works, than the attitude of the writer. He has the 
dignity of a man of letters, who knows what bclonp to 
him, and never deviates from his sphere; a coiitmucu 
of the great line of scholars, and sustains their o hcc in 
the highest credit and honour. If the good heaven 
have any good word to imjxirt to this unworthy genera¬ 
tion, here is one scribe qiialiiied and clothed for its 
occasion. One excellence he has in an age of alammon 
and of criticism, that he never suffers the eye of his 
wonder to close. Let who will be the dupe of trilles, 
he cannot keep his eye off from that gracious Infinite 

which embosoms us. , , . • 

As a literary artist he has great merits, beginning 
with the main one that he never wrote one dull line. 
How well-read, how adroit, what thousand arts in his 
one art of writing; with his expedient for expiessing 
those unproven opinions which he entertains but 
will not endorse, by summoning one of bis men ot 
straw from the cell.—and the resix'ctable Sauei teig. or 
Tcufelsdrockh, or Dryasdust, or Picturesque Travel er, 
says what is put into his mouth, and disappears, lhat 
morbid tcm])erament has given his rhetoric a somewhat 
bloated character ; a luxury to many imaginative and 
learned iiersons. like a showery south-wind with its 
sun-bursts and rajiid chasing of lights and glooms over 
the landscape, and yet its oftensiveuess to multitudes ot 
reluctant lovers makes us often wish some concession 
wcYC possible on the part of the humorist. Yet it must 
not be forgotten that in all his fun of castanets, or 
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playing of tunes with a whip-lash like some renowned 
charioteers,—in all this glad and needful venting of his 
redundant spirits, he does yet ever and anon, as if 
catching the glance of one wise man in the crowd, quit 
his tempestuous key, and lance at him in clear level 
tone the very word, and then with new glee return to 
his game. He is like a lover or an outlaw who wraps 
up his message in a serenade, which is nonsense to the 
sentinel, but salvation to the ear for which it is meant. 
He does not dodge the question, but gives sincerity 
where it is due. 

One word more respecting this remarkable style. We 
have in literature few specimens of magnificence, Plato 
is the purple ancient, and Bacon and Milton the moderns 
of the richest strains. Burke sometimes reaches to that 
exuberant fullness, though deficient in depth. Carlyle, 
in his strange, half-mad way, has entered the Field of the 
Cloth of Gold, and shown a vigour and wealth of resource 
which has no rival in the tourney-play of these times ;— 
the indubitable champion of England. Carlyle is the 
first domestication of the modern system, with its in¬ 
finity of details, into style. We have been civilizing 
very fast, budding London and Paris, and now jdanting 
New England and India, New Holland and Oregon, 
and it has not appeared in literature ; there has been 
no analogous expansion and recomposition in books. 
Carlyle’s style is the first emergence of all this wealth 
and labour with which the world has gone with child 
so long. London and Europe, tunnelled, graded, corn- 
lawed, with trade-nobility, and East and West 
for dependencies, and America, with the Rocky Hills 
in the horizon, have never before been conquered m 
literature. This is the first invasion and conquest. 
How like an air-balloon or bird of Jove does he seem to 
float over the continent, and stooping here and 
pounce on a fact as a symbol which was never a symbol 
before. This is the first experiment, and something ot 
rudeness and haste must be pardoned to so great 
an achievement. It will be done again ^nd again, 
sharper, simpler; but fortunate is he who did it hrst, 
though never so giant-like and fabulous. This grandiose 
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character pcrv’ades his wit and his imagination. We 
have never had anything in literature so like earth¬ 
quakes as the laughter of Carlyle. He “ shakes with 
his mountain mirth.” It is like the laughter of the 
Genii in the horizon. These jokes shake down Parlia¬ 
ment-house and Windsor Castle. Temple and Tower, 
and the future shall echo the dangerous peals. The 
other particular of magnineence is in his rhymes. Carlyle 
is a ]ioet who is altogether too burly in his frame and 
habit to submit to the limits of metre. Yet he is full 
of rlivthm, not only in the perpetual melody of his 
l)eriods, but in the burdens, refrains, and grand returns 
of his sense and music. Whatever thought or motto 
has once appeared to him fraught with meaning, becomes 
an omen to him henceforward, and is sure to return 
with deeper tones and weightier import, now as threat, 
now as confirmation, in gigantic reverberation, as if 
the lulls, the horizon, and the next ages returned the 
sound. 
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A LETTER.' 

A S we are very liable, in common with the letter¬ 
writing world, to fall behind-hand in our corre¬ 
spondence ; and a little more liable because in consequence 
of our editorial function we receive more epistles than 
our individual share, we have thought that we might 
clear our account by writing a quarterly catholic letter 
to all and several who have honoured us, in verse or 
prose, with their confidence, and expressed a curiosity 
to know our opinion. We shall be compelled to dispose 
very rapidly of quite miscellaneous topics. 

And first, in regard to the writer who has given us 
his speculations on Rail-roads and Air-roads, our corre¬ 
spondent shall have his own way. To the railway, we 
must say,—like the courageous lord mayor at his first 
hunting, when told the hare was coming,—“ Let it 
come, in Heav^en’s name, I am not afraid on’t.” Very 
unlooked-for political and social effects of the iron road 
are fast appearing. It will require an expansion of the 
police of the old world. When a rail-road train shoots 
through Europe, every day from Brussels to Vienna, 
from Vienna to Constantinople, it cannot stop every 
twenty or thirty miles at a German custom-house, for 
examination of property and passports. But when our 
correspondent proceeds to Flying-machines, we have 
no longer the smallest taper-light of credible information 
and experience left, and must speak on a priori grounds. 

Shortly, then, we think the population is not yet 
quite fit for them, and therefore there will be none. 
Our friend suggests so many inconveniences from 
piracy out of the high air to orchards and lone houses, 
and also to other high fliers, and the total inadequacy 
of the present system of defence, that we have not the 
heart to break the sleep of the good public by the 
repetition of these details. When children come into 
the library, we put the inkstand and the watch on the 
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high ?hc]f until they be a little older ; and Nature h^ 
set the sun and moon in plain sight and use, but laid 
them on the high shelf where her roystering boys may 
not in some mad Saturday afternoon pull tliem down 
or burn their fingers. The sea and the iron road are 
safer toys for such ungrown jieoplc ; we are not yet ripe 
to be birds. 

In the next i)lacc, to fifteen letters on Communities, 
and the Prospects of Culture, and the destinies of the 
cultivated class,— what answer? Excellent reasons 
have been shown us why the writers, obviously persons 
of sincerity and elegance, should be dissatisfied with 
the life they lead, and with tlieir company. They have 
exhausted all its benefit, and will not bear it much 
longer. Excellent reasons they have shown why some- 
tliing better should l)c tried. They want a friend to 
whom they can sjieak and from wliom they may hear 
now and then a reasonable word. They are willing to 
work, so it be with friends. Tliey do not entertain any 
thing absurd or even difficult. They do not wish to 
force society into hated reforms, nor to break with 
society. Tliey do not wish a township, or any large 
expenditure, or incorporated association, but simply a 
concentration of chosen people. By the slightest pos¬ 
sible concert, persevered in through four or five years, they 
think tliat a neighbourhood might be tojined of friends 
who would jirovoke each other to the best activity. 

They l>elieve that this society would fill up the 
terrific chasm of ennui, and would give their genius 
that insjnration which it seems to wait in vain. But, 
“the selfishness!” One of the writers relentingly 
says, “ What shall my uncles and aunts do without 
me ? ” and desires to be distinctly understood not to 
pro])ose the Indian mode of giving decrepit relatives as 
much of the mud of hoh* Ganges as they can swallow, 
and more, but to begin the enterprise of concentration 
by concentrating all uncles and aunts in one delightful 
village by themselves !—so heedless is our correspondent 
of putting all the dough into one pan, and all the leaven 
into another. Another objection seems to have occurred 
to a subtle but ardent advocate. Is it, he writes, a too 
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great wilfulness and intennedrUing with life^with life, 
thick is better accepted than calculated ? Perhaps so ; 
but let us not be too curiously good. The Buddhist is 
a practical Necessitarian ; the Yankee is not. We do 
a great many selfish things every day ; among them all 
let us do one thing of enlightened selfishness. It were 
fit to forbid concert and calculation in this particular 
if that were our system, if we were up to the maik of 
self-denial and faith in our general activity. But to be 
prudent in all the particulars of life, and in this one 
thing alone religiously forbearing ; prudent to secure 
to ourselves an injurious society, temptations to folly 
and despair, degrading examples and enemies; and 
only abstinent when it is proposed to provide ourselves 

with guides, examples, lovers ! 

Y'e shall hardly trust ourselves to reply to arguments 

bv which we would too gladly be persuaded. The more 
discontent, the better we like it. It is not for nothing, 
we assure ourselves, that our people are busied with 
these projects of a better social state, and that sincere 
persons of all parties are demanding somewhat vital 
and poetic of our stagnant society. How fantastic and 
unpresentable soever the theory has hitherto seemed, 
how swiftly shrinking from the examination of practical 
men, let us not lose the warning of that most significant 
dream. How joyfully we have felt the admonition of 
larger natures which despised our aims and pursuits 
conscious that a voice out of heaven spoke to us in that 
scorn. But it would be unjust not to remind our younger 
friends that whilst this aspiration has always made its 
mark in the lives of men of thought, m vigorous in¬ 
dividuals it does not remain a detached object, but is 
satisfied along with the satisfaction of other aims, lo 

live solitary and unexpressed, is IjL 

proportion to one’s consciousness of ripeness and equality 

to the offices of friendship. But herein 'V?J 
quite forsaken by the Divine Providence. T^e loneliest 
man, after twenty years, discovers that s‘°°d 'n ^ 
circle of friends, who will then show like a elose fratern y 

held by some masonic tie. But we are 

tedious introductions of Destiny, and a little faithless, 
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:ind would venture something to accelerate them. One 
thing is jilain, Uiat discontent and the luxury of tears 
will bring nothing to pass. Regrets and Bohemian 
castles and ;esthetic villages arc not a very self-helping 
class of ]iroductions, but are the voices of debility. 
Especially to one importunate correspondent we must 
say that there is no chance for the (esthetic village. 
Every one of the villagers has committed his several 
blunder ; his genius was good, his stars consenting, but 
he was a marjilot. And though the recuperative force 
in ever)’ man may be relied on infinitely, it must be relied 
on before it will exert itself. As long as he sleeps in 
the shade of the ]>resent error, the after-nature docs not 
betray its resources. Whilst he dwells in the old sin, 
he will pay the old fine. 

More letters we have on the subject of the position 
of young men, which accord well enough with what we 
sec and hear. There is an American disease, a j')aralysis 
of the active faculties, which falls on young men of this 
country as soon as they liave finished their college 
education, which strips them of all manly aims and 
bereaves them of animal spirits ; so that the noblest 
youtlis arc in a few years converted into ]xile Caryatides 
to uphold the temple of conventions. They are in the 
state of the young Persians, when “ that mighty Yezdam 
prophet ” addressed them and said. “ Behold the signs 
of c\’il days are come ; there is now no longer any right 
course of action, nor any self-devotion left among the 
Iranis." As soon as they have arrived at this term, 
there are no employments to satisfy them, they are 
educated above tlic work of their times and country, 
and disdain it. Many of the more acute minds pass 
into a lofty criticism of these things, which only em- 
bitters their sensibility to the evil and widens the feeling 
of hostility between them and the citizens at large. 
From tliis cause, companies of the best-educated young 
men in the Atlantic states every week take their de¬ 
parture for Europe; for no business that they have 
in that country, but simply because they shall so be 
hid from the reproachful eyes of their countrymen and 
agreeably entertained for one or two years, with some 
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lurking hope, no doubt, that something may turn up to 
give them a decided direction. It is easy to see that 
this is only a postponement of their proper work, \yith 
the additional disadvantage of a two years’ vacation. 
Add that this class is rapidly increasing by the infatua¬ 
tion of the active class, who, whilst they regard these 
young Athenians with suspicion and dislike, educate 
their own children in the same courses, and use all 
possible endeavours to secure to them the same result. 

Certainly we are not insensible to this calamity, as 
described by the observers or witnessed by ourselves. 
It is not quite new and peculiar ; though we should 
not know where to find in literature any record of so 
much unbalanced intellectuality, such undeniable appre¬ 
hension without talent, so much power without equ^ 
applicabdity, as our young men pretend to. Yet in 
Theodore Mundt’s account of Frederick Holderlin s 
“ Hyperion,” we were not a little struck with the follow¬ 
ing Jeremiad of the despair of Germany, whose tone 
is stUl so familiar that we were somewhat mortified to 
find that it was written in 1799. “ Then came I to the 

Germans. I cannot conceive of a people more disjoined 
than the Germans. Mechanics you shall see, but no 
man; priests, but no man; thinkers, but no man. 
Is it not like some battle-field, where hands and 
arms and all members lie scattered about, whilst the 
life-blood runs away into the sand ? Let every man 
mind his own, you say, and I say the same, ^py let 
him mind it with all his heart, and not with tins cold 
study, literally, hypocritically, to appear that which he 
passes for,—but in good earnest, and in all love, let him 
be that which he is ; then there is a soul in h^is deed. 
And is he driven into a circumstance where the spirit 
must not live ? Let him thrust it from him with scorn, 

and learn to dig and plough. There 's 

which is not desecrated, which is not degraded to a 

mean end among this people. It is 

see your poet, your artist, and all who still revere genius 

who^love and foster the Beautiful. The Good . They 
live in the world as strangers in their own ^ 

are like the patient Ulysses whilst he sat in the guise o 
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a bcKk'ar at liis own door, whilst shameless rioters 
siioutetl in tlie liaU and asked, Who brought the raga¬ 
muffin here ? Full of love, talent and hope, spring up 
the darlings of the muse among the Germans ; some 
seven years later, and they Hit about like ghosts, cold 
and silent; they are like'a soil which an enemy has 
sown witli jioison, that it will not bear a blade of glass. 
On eartli all is im(>erfect ! is the old ]irovcrb of the 
(ierman. Ay, but if one should say to these God¬ 
forsaken, that with them all is imperfect only because 
they leave nothing ]nire which they do not pollute, 
nothing holy whicli they do not defile with their fum¬ 
bling hands; that with'them nothing prospers because 
the godlike nature wliich is the root of all lyosperity 
tliey do not revere ; that with them, truly, life is shallow 
and anxious and full of discord, because they despise 
genius, which brings ]iower and nobleness into manly 
action, cheerfulness into endurance, and love and 
brotherhood into towns and houses. Where a people 
honours genius in its artists, there breathes like an 
atmosi)here a universal soul, to which the shy sensibility 
opens, which melts self-conceit, — all hearts become 
]iious and great, and it adds fire to heroes. The home 
of all men is with such a peojdc, and there will the 
stranger gladly abide, l^ut where the divine^ nature 
and tlie artist is crushed, the sweetness of life is gone, 
and every other ]>lanet is better than the earth. Men 
deteriorate, folly increases, and a gross mind with it; 
drunkenness comes with a disaster ; with the wanton¬ 
ness of the tongue and with the anxiety for a livelihood 
the blessing of c\'ery year becomes a curse, and all the 
gods depart.” 

The steep antagonism between the money-getting and 
the academic class must be freely admitted, and perhaps 
is tlie more violent, that whilst our work is imposed by 
the soil and the sea, our culture is the tradition of 
luirope. But we cannot share the desperation of our 
contemporaries; least of all should we think a preter¬ 
natural enlargement of the intellect a calamity. A new 
jierception, the smallest new activity given to the per¬ 
ceptive power, is a victory won to the living universe 
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from Chaos and old Kight, and cheaply bought by any 
amounts of hard fare and false social position. The 
balance of mind and body will redress itself fast enough. 
Superficialness is the real distemper. In all the cases 
we have ever seen where people were supposed to suffer 
from too much wit, or, as men said, from a blade too 
sharp for the scabbard, it turned out that they had not 
wit enough. It may easily happen that we are giown 
very idle and must go to work, and that the times must 
be worse’before they are better. It is very certain that 
speculation is no succedaneum for life. What we would 
know, we must do. As if any taste or imagination 
could take the place of fidelity ! The old Duty is the 
old God. And we may come to this by the rudest 
teaching, A friend of ours went five years ago to 
Illinois to buy a farm for his son. Though there were 
crowds of emigrants in the roads, the country was open 
on both sides, and long intervals between hamlets and 
houses. Now after five years he had just been to visit 
the young farmer and see how he prospered, and reports 
that a miracle had been wrought. From Massachusetts 
to Illinois the land is fenced in and builded over, almost 
like New England itself, and the proofs of thrifty cul¬ 
tivation abound ;—a result not so much owing to the 
natural increase of population, as to the hard times, 
which, driving men out of cities and trade, forced them 
to take off their coats and go to work on the land ; which 
has rewarded them not only with wheat but with habits 
of labour. Perhaps the adversities of our commerce 
have not yet been pushed to the wholesomest degree 
of severity. Apathies and total want of work, and 
reflection on the imaginative character of American 
life, etc., etc., are like seasickness, and never will obtain 
any sympathy if there is a wood-pile in the yard, or an 
unweeded patch in the garden ; not to inention the 
graver absurdity of a youth of noble aims who can nnd 
no field for his energies, whilst the colossal wrongs of 
the Indian, of the Negro, of the ^n^'grarit, remain un¬ 
mitigated, and the religious, civil and 
of the country are confessedly effete and ^ffensiv ^ 
We must refer our clients back to themselves, believing 
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that every man knows in his heart the cure for the 
disease he so ostentatiously bewails. 

As far as our corrcsi^ondents have entangled their 
private griets with the cause of American literature, 
we counsel them to disengage themselves as fast as 
jiossible. In Cambridge orations and elsewhere there 
is much inquiry for that great absentee American 
Literature. What can have become of it ? The least 
said is best. A literature is no man’s private concern, 
but a secular and generic result, and is the affair of a 
I)ower which works hy a prodigality of life and force 
very dismaying to behold,—the race never dying, the 
individual never spared, and every trait of beauty 
purchased by hetacombs of private tragedy. The 
])runing in the wild gardens of nature is never forborne. 
Many of the best must die of consumption, many of 
despair, and many be stupid and insane, before the one 
great and fortunate life wliich they each predicted can 
shoot up into a thrifty and beneticent existence.’ 

> Here followed in the mat’.-xzine a long extract from a German 
criticism of a new book by Bcttina von Arnim.—En. 
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H e has seen but half the universe who never has 
been sho^vn the House of Pain. As the salt sea 
covers more than two-thirds of the surface of the globe, 
so sorrow encroaches in man on felicity.! The con¬ 
versation of men is a mixture of regrets'^and appre¬ 
hensions. I do not know but the prevalent hue of 
things to the eye of leisure is melancholy. In the dark 
hours, our existence seems to be a defensive war, a 
struggle against the encroaching All, which threatens 
surely to engulf us soon, and is impatient of our short 
reprieve. How slender the possession that yet remains 
to us ; how faint the animation ! how the spirit seems 
already to contract its domain, retiring within narrower 
walls by the loss of memory, leaving its planted fields 
to erasure and annihilation. Already our own thoughts 
and words have an alien sound. There is a simultaneous 
diminution of memory and hope. Projects that once 
we laughed and leaped to execute, find us now sleepy and 
preparing to lie down in the snow. And in the serene 
hours we have no courage to spare. We cannot afford 
to let go any advantages. The riches of body or of mind 
which we do not need to-day, are the reserved fund 
against the calamity that may arrive to-morrow. It is 
usually agreed that some nations have a more sombre 
temperament, and one would say that history gave no 
record of any society in which despondency came so 
readily to heart as we see it and feel it in ours. Melan- 
^choly cleaves to the English mind in both hemispheres 
as closely as to the strings of an iEolian harp. Men 
and women at thirty years, and even earlier, have Jost 
all spring and vivacity, and if they fail in their first 
enterprises, they throw up the game. But whether we 
and those who are next to us are more or less vulnerable, 
no theory^! life can have any right which leaves out 

I From The Dial^ Vol. iv. No. 4, April 1844. 
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of account the values of vice, pain, disease, poverty, 

insecurity, disunion, fear and death. 

What arc the cons])icuous tragic elements in human 
nature ? The bitterest tragic element in life to be 
derived from an intellcctiud source is the belief m a 
brute Fate or Destiny ; the belief that the order of 
nature and e\ents is controlled by a law not adapted 
to man. nor man to that, but which holds on its way 
to the end. serving him if his wishes chance to lie in the 
same course, crushing him if his wishes lie contrary to 
it and heedless whether it serves or crushes him. This 
is'tlie terrible meaning that lies at the foundation of the 
old Greek tragedy, and makes the G^dipus and Antigone 
and Orestes objects of such ho|H'less commiseration. 
They must iH-rish, and there is no over-god to stop or 
to mollify this hideous enginery that grinds or thundc^, 
and snatches them up into its terrific system. The 
same idea makes the paralv/ing terror with which the 
F.ast Indian mythology haunts the imagination. The 
same thought is the predestination of tlie Turk. And 
universally, in uneducated and unrellecting persons on 
whom loo the religious sentiment exerts little force, we 
discover traits of \he same superstition : “ 
water you will be drowned the next time;” “if you 
count ten stars you will fall down dead;’’ “if you spill 
the salt : ’’ “ if your fork slicks upright in the floor; * 
“if you say the Lord’s Prayer backwards ;’’—and so 
on. a several jxMialty, nowise grounded in the nature of 
the thing, but on aii arbitrary will. But this terror of 
contravening an unascertained and unascertainable 
will, cannot co-exist with relleclion : it disappears with 
civiii/alion. and can no more be reproduced than the 
fear of ghost'^ after childhood. It is discriminated from 
the tloctrine of Philosophical Necessity herein ; that 
the last is an Optimism, and therefore the suffering 
individual finds his good consulted in the good of all, of 
which he is a part. But in Destiny, it is not the good 
of the whole or the bcsl xcill that is eiyrcted, but only 
ouc particular will. Destiny properly is not a will at 
all. but an immense whim ; and this is the only ground 
of terror and despair in the rational mind, and of tragedy 
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in literature. Hence the antique tragedy, which was 
founded on this faith, can never be reproduced. 

But after the reason and faith have introduced a 
better public and private tradition, the tragic element 
is somewhat circumscribed. There must always remain, 
however, the hindrance of our private satisfaction by 
the laws of the world. The law which establishes 
nature and the human race, continually thwarts the 
will of ignorant individuals, and this in the particulars 
of disease, want, insecurity and disunion. 

But the essence of tragedy does not seem to me to lie 
in any list of particular evils. After we have enumer¬ 
ated famine, fever, inaptitude, mutilation, rack, mad¬ 
ness and loss of friends, we have not yet included the 
proj)er tragic element, which is Terror, and which does 
not res])ect definite evils but indefinite ; an ominous 
spirit which haunts the afternoon and the night, idleness 
and solitude. 

A low, haggard sprite sits by our side, “ casting the 
fashion of uncertain evils ”—a sinister presentiment, 
a power of the imagination to dislocate things orderly 
and cheerful and show them in startling array. Hark ! 
what sounds on the night wind, the cry of Murder in 
that friendly house ; see these marks of stamping feet, 
of hidden riot. The whisper overheard, the detected 
glance, the glare of malignity, ungrounded fears, sus¬ 
picions, half-knowledge and mistakes, darken the brow 
and chill the heart of men. And accordingly it is natures 
not clear, not of quick and steady perceptions, but im¬ 
perfect characters, from which somewhat is hidden that 
all others see, who suffer most from these causes. In 
those persons who move the profoundest pity, tragedy 
seems to consist in temperament, not in events. There 
are people who have an appetite for grief, pleasure is 
not strong enough and they crave pain, mithridatic 
stomachs which must be fed on poisoned bread, natures 
so doomed that no prosperity can soothe their ragged 
and dishevelled desolation. They mis-hear and mis- 
behold, they suspect and dread. They handle every 
nettle and ivy in the hedge, and tread on every snake 
in the meadow. 
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“Come bad chance, 
And wc add to U our stren^nh, 
And we teach it art and length, 
Itself o’er us to advance.” 


Frankly, then, it is necessary to say that all sorrow 
dwells in a low region. It is superficial; for the most 
part fantastic, or in the appearance and not in things. 
Tragedy is in the eye of the observer, and not m the 
heart of the sufferer. It looks like an insupportable 
load under which earth moans aloud. But analyze it; 
it is not I. it is not you, it is Mways another person who 
is tormented. If a man says, Lo! I suffer—it is ap¬ 
parent that he suffers not. for grief is dumb. It is so 
distributed as not to destroy, lhat which would rend 
you falls on tougher textures. That which se^ms in- 
tolerable reproach or bereavement, does not take Irom 
the accused or bereaved man or woinan appetite or 
sleep. Some men are above grief, and some below it. 
Few arc capable of love. In phlegmatic natures cMamity 
is unaffccting, in shallow natures it is rhetoncM. Tragedy 
must be somewhat wliieh I can respect. A querulous 
habit is not tragedy. A i>amc such as frequently in 
ancient or savage nations put a troop or an army to flight 
without an enemy ; a fear of ghosts ; a terror of freezing 
to deatli that seizes a man in a winter midnight on the 
moors ; a fright at uncertain sounds heard by a tamily 
at night in the cellar or on the stairs.—arc tenors that 
make the knees knock and the teeth clatter, but are no 
tragedy any more than seasickness, which may also 
destroy life. It is full of illusion. As it comes, it has 
its support. The most exposed classes, soldiers, sailors, 
paupers are nowise destitute of aninnil spirits. Ihc 
spirit is true to itself, and finds its own support in any 
condition, learns to live in what is c;illed cMamity as 
easily as in what is called felicity; as the frailest 
glass-bell wiU support a weight of a thousand 
of water at the bottom of a river or sea, if filled with 


the same. . 

A man should not commit Ins tranquillity to things. 

but should keep as much as possible the reins in his own 

hands, rarely giving way to extreme emotion of joy or 
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grief. It is observed that the earliest works of the art 
of sculpture are countenances of sublime tranquillity. 
The Egyjjtian sphinxes, which sit to-day as they sat 
when the Greek came and saw them and departed, and 
when the Roman came and saw them and departed, and 
as they will still sit when the Turk, the Frenchman and 
the Englishman, who visit them now, shall have passed 
by,—“ with their stony eyes fixed on the East and on 
the Nile,” have countenances expressive of comjdacency 
and repose, an expression of health, deserving their 
longevity, and verifying the primeval sentence of 
history on the permanency of that ])cople, ” Tlieir 
strength is to sit still.” To this architectural stability 
of the human form, the Greek genius added an ideal 
beauty, without disturbing the seals of serenity ; per¬ 
mitting no violence of mirth, or wrath, or suffering. 
This was true to human nature. For, in life, actions 
are few, opinions even few, prayers few ; loves, liatreds, 
or any emissions of the soul. All that life demands of 
us through the greater part of the day, is an equilibrium, 
a readiness, open eyes and ears, and free hands. Society 
a.sks this, and truth, and love, and the genius of our 
life. There is a fire in some men which demands an 
outlet in some rude action ; they betray their im])atience 
of quiet by an irregular Catalinarian gait; by irregular, 
faltering, disturbed speech, too emphatic for the occasion! 
They treat trifles with a tragic air. This is not beauti¬ 
ful. Could they not lay a rod or two of stone wall, and 
work off this superalnindant irritability ? When two 
strangers meet in the highway, what each demands of 
the other is that the aspect should show a firm mind, 
read}' for any event of good or ill, prepared alike to give 
death or to give life, as the emergency of the next 
moment may require. We must walk as guests in 
nature; not impassioned, but cool and disengaged. 
A man should try Time, and his face should wear the 
expression of a just judge, who has nowise made up his 
opinion, who fears nothing, and e\’cn hopes nothing, 
but who puts nature and fortune on their merits : he 
''u case out, and then decide. For all melan- 

choly, as all passion, belongs to the exterior life. Whilst 
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a man is not grounded in the divine life by his proper 
roots, he clings by some tendrils of affection to society 
mayhap to whatds bc^t and greatest in it. and in calm 
times it will not appear that he is adrift and not moored ; 
but let any shock take place in society, any revolution 
of custom, of law, of opinion, and at once his type of 
permanence is shaken. The disorder of his neighbours 
appears to him universal disorder ; chaos is come again. 
But in truth he was already a driving wreck, before the 
wind arose which only revealed to him his vagabond 
state. If a man is centred, men and events appear to 
him a fair image or rellection of that which he knoweth 
beforehand in himself. If any perversity or profligacy 
break out in society, he will join with others to avert 
the mischief, but it will not arouse resentment or fear, 
because he discerns its impassable limits. He sees 
already in tlic ebullition of sin the simultaneous 

redicss. 

Particular reliefs also, fit themselves to human calami- 
tics 5 for the world will be in cf]uilibriuni, <\nd hiites cill 
manner of exaggeration, rime, the consoler, Time, the 
rich carrier of all cliangos, dries the freshest tears by 
obtruding new figures, new costumes, new roads, on 
our eye, new voices on our car. As the west wind lifts 
up again the heads of the wheat which were bent down 
and lodged in the storm, and combs out the matted 
and dislievelled grass as it lay in night-locks on the 
ground, so we let in Time as a drying wind into the 
seed-field of thoughts which arc dark and wet and 
low bent. Time restores to them temper and elas¬ 
ticity. How fast we forget the blow that threatened 
to cripple us. Nature will not sit still; the faculties 
will do somewhat ; new hopes spring, new affections 
twine, and the broken is whole again. 

Time consoles, but remperament resists the im¬ 
pression of i>ain. Nature proportions her defence to 
the assault. Our human being is wonderfully plastic; 
if it cannot win this satisfaction here, it makes itself 
amends by running out there and winning that. It is 
like a stream of water, which if dammed up on one 
bank o\'erruns the other, and flows equally at its own 



THE TRAGIC. 


T95 


convenience over sand, or mud. or marble. Most suffering 
is only apparent. We fancy it is torture ; the patient 
has his own compensations. A tender American girl 
doubts of Divine Providence whilst she reads the horrors 
of “ the middle passage ; ” and they are bad enough at 
the mildest ; but to such as she these crucifixions do not 
come: they come to the obtuse and barbarous, to 
whom they are not horrid, but only a little worse than 
the old sufferings. They exchange a cannibal war for 
the stench of the hold. They have gratifications which 
would be none to the civilized girl. The market-man 
never damned the lady because she had not paid her 
bill, but the stout Irishwoman has to take that once a 
month. She however never feels weakness in her back 
because of the slave-trade. This self-adapting strength 
is especially seen in disease. “ It is my duty,” says 
Sir Charles Bell, “ to visit certain wards of the hospital 
where there is no patient admitted but with that com¬ 
plaint which most fills the imagination with the idea 
of insupportable pain and certain death. Yet these 
wards are not the least remarkable for the composure 
and cheerfulness of their inmates. The individual who 
suffers has a mysterious counterbalance to that condition, 
which, to us who look upon her, appears to be attended 
with no alleviating circumstance.” Analogous supplies 
are made to those individuals whose character leads 
them to vast exertions of body and mind. Napoleon 
said to one of his friends at St. Helena, “ Nature seems 
to have calculated that I should hav'e great reverses 
to endure, for she has given me a temperament like a 
block of marble. Thunder cannot move it ; the shaft 
merely glides along. The great events of my life have 
slipped over me without making any demand on my 
moral or physical nature.” 

The intellect is a consoler, which delights in detaching 
or putting an interval between a man and his fortune, 
and so converts the sufferer into a spectator and his pain 
into poetry. It yields the joys of conversation, of 
letters and of science. Hence also the torments of life 
become tuneful tragedy, solemn and soft with music, 
and garnished with rich dark pictures. But higher 


ig6 MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 

still tlKin the activities of art, the intellect in its purity 
and the moral sense in its purity are not distinguished 
from each other, and both rardsh us into a region 
whereunto these passionate clouds of sorrow cannot 

rise. 
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ADDRESS 

ON THE ANNIVERSARY OF THE EMANCIPATION OF THE 
NEGROES IN THE BRITISH WEST INDIESA 


Friends and Fellow Citizens : 


W E are met to exchange congratulations on the 

anniversary of an ev'ent singular in the history 
of civilization ; a day of reason ; of the clear light; of 
that which makes us better than a flock of birds and 
beasts : a day which gave the immense fortification 
of a fact, of gross history, to ethical abstractions. It 
was the settlement, as far as a great Empire was con¬ 
cerned, of a question on which almost every leading 
citizen in it had taken care to record his vote; one 
which for many years absorbed the attention of the 
best and most eminent of mankind. I might well 
hesitate, coming from other studies, and without the 
smallest claim to be a special labourer in this work of 
humanity, to undertake to set this matter before you ; 
which ought rather to be done by a strict co-operation 
of many well-advised persons ; but I shall not apologize 
for my weakness. In this cause, no man’s weakness is 
any prejudice ; it has a thousand sons ; if one man 
cannot speak, ten others can ; and, whether by the 
wisdom of its friends, or by the folly of the adversaries ; 
by speech and by silence ; by doing and by omitting 
to do, it goes forward. Therefore I will speak,—or, not 
I, but the might of Hberty in my weakness. The subject 
is said to have the property of making dull men eloquent. 

It has been in all men’s experience a marked effect 
of the enterprise in behalf of the African, to generate 
an overbearing and defying spirit. The institution of 
slavery seems to its opponent to have but one side, and 
he feels that none but a stupid or a malignant person 
can hesitate on a view of the facts. Under such an 
impulse, I was about to say, If any cannot speak, or 

* Delivered in the Court-House, Concord, on 1st Aug. 1844. 
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cannot hear tlic words of freedom, let him go hence,— 

I had idmost said, Creep into your grave, the universe 
has no need of you ! But I have thought better : let 
liirn not go. \Vlien we consider what remains to be 
done for this interest in this country, tlie dictates of 
humanity make us tender of such as aie not yet per¬ 
suaded. The hardest selfishness is to be borne with, 

I ('t us withhold every vcjiroachful, and, if we can, every 
indignant remark. In this cause, we must renounce our 
temper, and the risings of jiride. If theic be any man 
who thinks tlie ruin of a race of men a small matter, 
compared with tlie last decoration and completions of 
liis own comfort,—who wouUl not so much as part with 
his ice-cream, to save them from rajiine and manacles, 

I think I must'not hesitate to satisfy that man that also 
his cream and wuiilla are safer ancl cheapei by placing 
the negro nation on a fair footing, than by robbing 
them. I f the \'irginian i>i(pu's himself on the picturesque 
luxury of his vassalage, on the heavy Ethiopian manners 
of his house-servants, their silent obedience, their hue 
of bron/e, their turbaned heads, and would not exchange 
them for the more intelligent but precarious hired 
service of whites, I shall not refuse to show him that 
when their free-pa]>ers are made out, it will still be 
their interest to remain on his estate, and that the oldest 
jilanters of Jamaica are convinced that it is cheaper to 
]>ay wages tlian to own the slave. _ ^ , 

The history of mankind interests us only as it exhibits 
a steady gaiii of trutli and right, in the incessant con¬ 
flict which it records between the material and the 
moral nature. From the earliest monuments it appears 
that one race was victim and served the other races. 
In the oldest temples of Egypt, negro captives arc 
painted on the tombs of kings, in such attitudes as to 
show that they are on the point of being executed; 
and Herodotus, our oldest historian, relates that the 
Troglodytes hunted the Ethiopians in four-horse chariots. 
From the earliest time, the negro has been an article of 
luxury to the commercial nations. So has it been, 
down to the day that has just dawned on the world. 
Language must be raked, the secrets of slaughter-houses 
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and infamous holes that cannot front the day, must 
be ransacked, to tell what negro - slavery has been. 
These men, our benefactors, as they are producers of 
corn and wine, of coffee, of tobacco, of cotton, of sugar, 
of rum and brandy; gentle and joyous themselves, 
and producers of comfort and luxury for the civilized 
world,—there seated in the finest climates of the globe, 
children of the sun,—I am heart-sick when I read how 
they came there, and how they are kept there. Their 
case was left out of the mind and out of the heart of 
their brothers. The prizes of society, the trumpet of 
fame, the privileges of learning, of culture, of religion, 
the decencies and joys of marriage, honour, obedience, 
personal authority and a perpetual melioration into a 
finer civility,—these were for all, but not for them. 
For the negro, was the slave-ship to begin with, in whose 
filthy hold he sat in irons, unable to lie down ; bad 
food, and insufficiency of that; disfranchisement; no 
property in the rags that covered him ; no marriage, no 
right in the poor black woman that cherished him in her 
bosom, no right to the children of his body ; no security 
from the humours, none from the crimes, none from the 
appetites of his master : toil, famine, insult and flogging ; 
and, when he sank in the furrow, no wind of good fame 
blew over him, no priest of salvation visited him with 
glad tidings ; but he went down to death with dusky 
dreams of African shadow-catchers and Obeahs hunting 
him. Very sad was the negro tradition, that the Great 
Spirit, in the beginning, ofered the black man, whom 
he loved better than the buckra, or white, his choice of 
two boxes, a big and a little one. The black man was 
greedy, and chose the largest. The buckra box was 
full up with pen, paper and whip, and the negro box 
with hoe and bill; and hoe and bill for negro to this 
day.'* 

But the crude element of good in human affairs must 
work and ripen, spite of whips and plantation-laws and 
West Indian interest. Conscience rolled on its pillow, 
and could not sleep. We sympathize very tenderly 
here with the poor aggrieved planter, of whom so m^y 
unpleasant things are said; but if we saw the whip 
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applied to old men, to tender women ; and, undeniably, 
tliough I shrink to say so, pregnant women set in the 
treadmill for refusing to work ; when, not they, but the 
eternal law of animal nature refused to work ;—if we 
saw men’s backs flayed with cowhides, and “ hot rum 
poured on, superinduced with brine or pickle, rubbed 
in with a cornhusk, in the scorching heat of the sun; ” 
—if we saw the runaways hunted with blood-hounds 
into swamj)s and hills; and, in cases of passion, a 
planter throwing his negro into a coj^per of boiling cane- 
juice,—if we saw these things with eyes, we too should 
wince. They arc not jfleasant sights. The blood is 
moral: the blood is anti-slavery: it runs cold in the 
veins : the stomach rises wth disgust, and curses slavery. 
Well, so it hajii^ened ; a good man or woman, a country 
boy or girl,—it would so fall out,—once \n a while saw 
these injuries and had the indiscretion to tell of them. 
The horrid story ran and flew; the winds blew it all 
over the world. They who heard it asked their rich 
and great friends if it was true, or only missionary lies. 
The richest and greatest, the prime minister of England, 
the king’s jirivy council were obliged to say that it was 
too true. It became jflain to all men, the more this 
business was looked into, that the crimes and cruelties 
of the sku’o-traders and slave-owners could not be over¬ 
stated. 'I'he more it was searched, the more shocking 
anecdotes came up,—things not to be spoken. Humane 
])ersons wlio were informed of the reports, insisted on 
])roving them, ('iranville Shar]>e was accidentally made 
acquainted with the sufferings of a slave, whom a West 
Indian jilanter had brought with him to London and had 
beaten with a j)istol on his head, so badly that his whole 
bod\’ became tliseased, and the man useless to his 
master, who left him to go whither he pleased. The 
man a])plied to Mr. ^^’illiam Sharpe, a charitable surgeon, 
who attended the diseases of the poor. In process of 
time, he was healed. Granville Sharpe found him at 
his brother’s and jn'oeured a jflace for him in an apothe¬ 
cary’s shoj>. The master accidentally met his recovered 
slave, aiul instantly endeavoured to get possession of 
him again. Sliarpe ju'otected the slave. In consulting 
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with the lawyers, they told Sharpe the laws weie against 
him. Sharpe would not believe it; no prescription on 
earth could ever render such iniquities legal. But 
the decisions are against you, and Lord ^Mansfield, now 
Chief Justice of England, leans to the decisions. ’ Sharpe 
instantly sat down and gave himself to the study of 
English law for more than two years, until he had 
proved that the opinions relied on, of Talbot and Yoike, 
were incompatible with the former English decisions 
and with the whole spirit of English law. He published 
his book in 1769, and he so flUed the heads and hearts 
of his advocates that when he brought the ca^ ot 
George Somerset, another slave, before Lord M^sneld, 
the slavish decisions were set aside, and equity amimed. 
There is a sparkle of God's righteousness in Lord Mans¬ 
field's judgment, which does the heart good. 
unwilling had that great lawyer been to reverse the 
late decisions ; he suggested twice from the bench, in 
the course of the trial, how the question might be got 
rid of: but the hint was not taken ; the case wjs ad¬ 
journed again and again, and judgment delayed. At 
last judgment was demanded, and on the pel June, 
1772, Lord Mansfield is reported to have decided in 

tli6S6 words . • 

Immemorial usage preserves the memory of positive 

law, long after all traces of the occasion, reason, authority 
and time of its introduction, are lost; and in a epe 
so odious as the condition of slaves, must be 
strictly; (tracing the subject to natural piii^iples, t e 
claim of slavery never can be supported). powp 

claimed by this return never was in use here. We 
cannot say the cause set forth by this return is allowe 
or approved of by the laws of this kingdom; and 

therefore the man must be dischargp. , , << 

This decision established the principle ^ , , 

of England is too pure for any slave to , 

the wrongs in the islands were not thereby o • 
Public attention, however, was drawn that way, ana 
the methods of the stealing and the transpo 
from Africa became noised abroad. The Quake g 
the story. In their plain meeting - houses and prim 
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(Iwvllings this dismal agitation got entrance. They 
were rich : they owned, for debt or by inheritance, 
island property; they were religious, tender-hearted 
men and women ; and they had to hear the news and 
digest it as they could. Six Quakers met in London on 
the 6th July, 1783,—William Dillwyn, Samuel Hoar, 
(ieorge Harrison. Thomas Knowles, John Lloyd, Joseph 
Woods. " to consider what step they should take for 
the relief and liberation of the negro slaves in the West 
Indies, and for the discouragement of the slave-trade 
on the coast of Africa." They made friends and raised 
money for the slave; they interested their Yearly 
Meeting; and all English and all American Quakers. 
John Woolnian of New Jersey, whilst yet an apprentice, 
was uneasy in his mind when he was set to write a bill 
of sale of a' negro, for his master. He gave his testimony 
against the traihe. in Maryland and Virginia. Thomas 
Clarkson was a youth at Cambridge. England, when the 
subject given out for a Latin prize dissertation was. 
Is it right to make slaves of others against their will ? ” 
He wrote an essay, and won the prize ; but he wrote too 
well for his own peace ; he began to ask himself if these 
things could be true ; and if they were, he could no 
h)nger rest. lie left Cambridge ; he fell in with the 
six Quakers. They engaged him to act for them. He 
himself interested Mr. Wilberforce in the matter. The 
shipmasters in that trade were the greatest miscreants, 
and guilty of every barbarity to their own crews. Clark¬ 
son went to Bristol, made himself acquainted with the 
interior of the slave-ships and the details of the trade. 
'I'he facts confirmed his sentiment. " that Providence 
had ne\’er made that to bo wise which was immoral, and 
that tlie slave-trade was as im|>olitic as it was unjust;" 
that it was found peculiarly fatal to those emidoyed in 
it. More seamen died in that trade in one year than 
in the wliole remaining trade of the country in two. 
Mr. Pitt and Mr. Fox were drawn into the generous 
enterprise. In 17SS, the House of Commons voted 
Parliainentarv inquiry. In 1701. a bill to abolish the 
trade was brought in by Wilberforce, and supported by 
him and bv Fox and Burke and Pitt, with the utmost 
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ability and faithfulness ; resisted by the planters and 
the whole West Indian interest, and lost. During the 
next sixteen years, ten times, year after year, ^ the 
attempt was renewed by Mr. Wilberforce, and ten times 
defeated by the planters. The king, and all the royal 
family but one, were against it. These debates are 
instructive, as they show on what grounds the tiade 
was assailed and defended. Everything generous, wise, 
and sprightly is sure to come to the attack. On the 
other part are found cold prudence, barefaced selfish¬ 
ness and silent votes. But the nation was aroused to 
enthusiasm. Every horrid fact became known. In 
1791, three hundred thousand persons in Britain pledged 
themselves to abstain from all articles of island produce. 
The planters were obliged to give way ; and in 1807, 
on the 25th March, the bill passed, and the slave-trade 

was abolished. . 

The assailants of slavery had early agreed to limit 
their political action on this subject to the abolition 
of the trade, but Granville Sharpe, as a matter of con¬ 
science, whilst he acted as chairman of the London 
Committee, felt constrained to record his protest against 
the limitation, declaring that slavery was as much a 
crime against the Divine law, as the slave-trade. The 
trade, under false flags, went on as before. In 1821, 
according to official documents presented to the Ameri¬ 
can government by the Colonization Society, 200,000 
slaves were deported from Africa. Nearly 30,000 were 
landed in the port of Havana alone. In consequence of 
the dangers of the trade growing out of the act of aboli¬ 
tion, ships were built sharp for swiftness, and with a 
frightful disregard of the comfort of the victos they 
were destined to transport. They carried five, six, 
even seven hundred stowed in a ship built so narrmv 
as to be unsafe, being made just broad enough on e 
beam to keep the sea. In attempting to make its escape 
from the pursuit of a man-of-war, one ship flung nye 
hundred slaves alive into the sea. These facts went int 
Parliament. In the islands was an ominous state ot 
cruel and licentious society ; every house had a <iungeon 
attached to it; every slave was worked by the wflip. 
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There is no end to the tragic anecdotes in the municipal 
records of the colonics. Tlic boy was set to strip and 
to flog his own mother to blood, for a small offence. 
Looking in the face of his master by the negro was held 
to be violence by the island courts. He was worked 
sixteen hours, and his ration by law, in some islands, 
was a ])int of flour and one salt herring a day. He 
suffered insult, stripes, mutilation, at the humour of 
the master : iron collars were riveted on their necks 
witli iron prongs ten inches long; capsicum pepper 
was rubbed in the eyes of the fennUes; and they were 
done to death with the most shocking levity between 
tlic master and manager, without fine or inquiry. And 
when, at last, some Quakers. Moravians, and Wesleyan 
and Baptist missionaries, following in the steps of Carey 
and Ward in the East Indies, had been moved to come 
and cheer the ])oor victim with the ho])c of some repara¬ 
tion, in a future world, of the wrongs lie suffered in this, 
these missionaries were persecuted by the planters, 
their lives threatened, their chajx'ls burned, and the 
negroes furiously forbidden to go near them. These 
outrages rekindled the flame of British indignation. 
Petitions jiourcd into Parliament: a million persons 
signed their names to these ; and in 1S33, on the 14th 
May, Lord Stanley, minister of the colonies, introduced 
into the House of Commons his bill for the Emancipation. 

The scheme of the minister, with such modification 
as it recei\'ed in the legislature, jiroposed gradiud 
emancijiation ; tliat, on 1st August, 1S34, all persons 
now slaves should be entitled to be registered as ap¬ 
prenticed labourers, and to acquire thereby all the 
rights and jn'ivileges of freemen, subject to the restric¬ 
tion of labouring under certain conditions. These con¬ 
ditions were, that the ]>r.x'dials should owe three-fourths 
of the profits of tlieir labour to their masters for six 
years, and the non-pra‘dials for four yeai-s. The other 
ifourtii of the apprentice’s time was to be his own, which 
he might sell to his master, or to other persons; and 

at the end of the term of years fixed, he should be free, 

% 

Witli these provisions and conditions, the bill pro¬ 
ceeds, in the twelfth section, in the following terms: 
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Be it enacted, that all and every person who, on the 
1st August, 1834, shall be holden in slavery within any 
such British colony as aforesaid, shall upon and from 
and after the said ist August, become and be to all 
intents and purposes free, and discharged of and from 
all manner of slavery, and shall be absolutely and for¬ 
ever manumitted; and that the children thereafter 
born to any such persons, and the offspring of such 
children, shall, in like manner, be free, from their birth ; 
and that from and after the ist August, 1834, slavery 
shall be and is hereby utterly and forever abolished and 
declared unlawful throughout the British colonies, 
plantations, and possessions abroad.” 

The ministers, having estimated the slave products 
of the colonies in annual exports of sugar, rum and 
coffee, at £1,500,000 per annum, estimated the total 
value of the slave property at 30,000,000 pounds ster¬ 
ling, and proposed to give the planters, as a compensa¬ 
tion for so much of the slaves’ time as the act took from 
them, 20,000,000 pounds sterling, to be divided into 
nineteen shares for the nineteen colonies, and to be 
distiibuted to the owners of slaves by commissioners, 
whose appointment and duties were regulated by the 
After much debate, the bill passed by large 
majorities. The apprenticeship system is understood 
to have proceeded from Lord Brougham, and was by him 
urged on his colleagues, who, it is said, were inclined to 
the policy of immediate emancipation. 

The colonial legislatures received the act of Parlia¬ 
ment with various degrees of displeasure, and, of course, 
^ery provision of the bill was criticized with severity. 
The new relation between the master and the apprentice, 
it was feared, would be mischievous ; for the bill re¬ 
quired the appointment of magistrates who should hear 
every complaint of the apprentice and see that justice 
was done him. It was feared that the interest of the 
rnaster and servant would now produce perpetual 
discord between them. In the island of Antigua, 
containing 37,000 people, 30,000 being negroes, these 
objections had such weight, that the legislature re¬ 
jected the apprenticeship system, and adopted absolute 
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emancipation. In the other islands the system of the 

ministry was accei^ed. , 

The reception of it by the negro population was equal 

in nobleness to tlic deed. The negroes were called 
together by the missionaries and by the planters, and 
the news explained to them. On the night of the 
Tilly, they met everywliere at their churches and chapels, 
and at midnight, when the clock struck twelve, on their 
knees, the silent, weeping assembly became men ; they 
rose and embraced each other ; they cried, they sung, 
they prayed, they were wild with joy, but there was no 
riot, no feasting. I have never read anything in history 
more touching than the moderation of the negroes. 
Some American captains left tlie shore and ]nit to sea, 
anticipating insurrection and general murder. ith 
far different thoughts, the negroes spent the hour in 
their huts and chapels. I will not repeat to you the 
well-known paragraph, in which Messrs. Thome and 
Kimball, the commissioners set out in the year 1837 
by the American Anti-slavery Society, describe the 
occurrences of that night in the island of Antigua. It 
has been quoted in every newspaix'r, and Dr. Channing 
]i;is given it ndditioiKil fcinic. But 1 luvist be indulged 
in quoting a few sentences from the pages that follow 
it. narrating the behaviour of the emancipated people 
on the next day ' 

“ The first of August came on Friday, and a release 
was proclaimed from all work until the next Monday. 
The day was chielly spent hy the gi'cat mass of the 
negroes in the churches and chapels. The clergy and 
missionaries throughout the island were actively en¬ 
gaged, seizing the opportunity to enlighten the people 
on all the duties and responsibilities of their new relation, 
and urging them to tlie attainment of that higher liberty 
with which Christ maketh his children free. In every 
quarter, we were assured, the day was like a Sabbath. 
Work had ceased. Tlie hum of business was still: 
tranquillity ]iervaded the towns and country. The 

‘ Emandf'iftioti in the ll't s/ /n./i. s : .•/ Six Tour in 

Parhiuloos^ tviii Jamniin^ in tho ir./r \W J. Uioiuc juid 

J. II. KiinUill. New Vovk, 1S3S. Tp. 147. 
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planters informed us, that they went to the chapels 
where their own people were assembled, greeted them, 
shook hands with them, and exchanged the most hearty 
good wishes. At Grace Hill, there were at least a 
thousand persons around the Moravian Chapel who 
could not get in. For once the house of God suffered 
violence, and the violent took it by force. At Grace 
Bay, the people, all dressed in white, formed a procession, 
and walked arm in arm into the chapel. We were told 
that the dress of the negroes on that occasion was un¬ 
commonly simple and modest. There was not the least 
disposition to gaiety. Throughout the island, there was 
not a single dance known of, either day or night, nor 
so much as a fiddle played,” 

On the next Monday morning, with very few excep¬ 
tions, every negro on every plantation was in the field 
at his work. In some places, they waited to see their 
master, to know what bargain he would make ; but, 
for the most part, throughout the islands, nothing 
painful occurred. In June, 1835, the ministers, Lord 
Aberdeen and Sir George Grey, declared to the Parlia¬ 
ment that the system worked well; that now for ten 
months, from ist August, 1834, no injury or violence 
had been offered to any white, and only one black had 
been hurt in 800,000 negroes : and, contrary to many 
sinister predictions, that the new crop of island produce 
would not fall short of that of the last year. 

But the habit of oppression was not destroyed by a 
law and a day of jubilee. It soon appeared in all the 
islands that the planters were disposed to use their 
old privileges, and overwork the apprentices ; to tjike 
irom them, under various pretences, their fourth part 
01 their time ; and to exert the same licentious despotism 
as before. The negroes complained to the magistrates 
and to the governor. In the island of Jamaica, this iU 
blood continually grew worse. The governors, Lord 
Delnwre, the Earl of Sligo, and afterwards Sir Lionel 
omith (a governor of their own class, who had been sent 
®^t to gratify the planters,) threw themselves on the 
side of the oppressed, and were at constant quarrel with 
the angry and bilious island legislature. Nothing can 
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exceed the ill humour and sulkiness of the addresses 

of this assembly. , • , 

I may hero (■xi-)ross a general remark, which the 

history of slavery seems to justify, that it is not founded 

soiely on tlie avarice of the planter. We sometimes say, 

tlic idanter does not want slaves, he only wants the 

immunities and the luxuries which the slaves yield hirn , 

give him money, give him a machine that will Odd him 

as much money as the slaves, and ho will thankfully let 

them go. He has no love of slavery, he wants luxury. 

and he will i)ay even this price of crime and danger 

for it. But I think experience docs not warrant this 

favourable distinction, but shows the existence, beside 

tlie covetousness, of a bitterer clement, the love of 

])owcr, the voluiduousness of holding a human being 

in his' ali'^olutc control. Wo sometimes observe that 

spoiled children contract a habit of annoying quite 

wantonly those who have charge of them, and seem to 

measure their own sense of well-being, not by what they 

do, but by the degree of reaction they can cause. It is 

vain to get rid of them by not minding them ; if purring 

and liuinniing is not noticed, they s(|UOiil and scicech> 

then if you chide and console them, they find the ex- 

(icriment succeeds, and they bogiti again. The child 

will sit in your arms contented, provided you do nothing. 

If you take a hook and read, he commences hostile 

operations. The planter is the spoiled child of his 

unnatural habits, and has contracted in his indolent 

and luxurious climate the need of excitement by irritating 


and tormenting his slave. 

Sir Lionel Smith defended the poor negro girls, prey 
to the licentiousness of the planters; they shall not be 
w'hiiipcd with tamarind rods if they do not comply with 
their master’s will; he defended the negro women; 
they should not be made to dig the cane-holes, (which 
is the very hardest of the field-work :) he defended the 
Baptist preachers and the stipendiary magistrates, who 
arc the negroes’ friends, from the power of the jdanter. 
'I he power of the iilantci's, however, to oppress, W'as 
greater than the power of the apprentice and of his 
guardians to withstand. Lord Brougham and Mr. 
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Buxton declared that the planter had not fulfilled his 
part in the contract, whilst the apprentices had fulfilled 
theiis ; and demanded that the emancipation should be 
hastened, and the apprenticeship abolished. Parlia¬ 
ment was compelled to pass additional laws for the 
defence and security of the negro, and in ill humour at 
these acts, the great island of Jamaica, with a population 
ot iialf a million, and 300,000 negroes, early in 18^8 
resolved to throw up the two remaining years of Ll 
prenticeship, and to emancipate absolutely on the ist 
August, 1838. In British Guiana, in Dominica the 
same resolution had been earlier taken with more good 

tw’ measure! so 

frni 'I the shackles dropped 

from every Biitish slave. The accounts which we have 

from all parties, both from the planters (and those too 

who were onginaUy most opposed to the melurTand 

fi'om the new/reemen, are of the most satisfSv kfnd 

The manner in which the new festival was cele^ated’ 

brings tears to the eyes. The First of August 1838 wfs 

urn ^ thanksgi^fng ’ Ind 

Brifish M^nLt^v the governor, writes to the 

to /hi “ IS impossible for me to do justice 

Sonn^anifafted on tfi'happy 

casion Though joy beamed on every countenanr 7 

lo G^d anTfL°“ hthankfulness 

filled with +h u chapels were everywhere 

prate.” '’™ble offerinrof 

pr2:d®th:"conduc?Pol"the° 

and in i8ao ^i/rh 1 ^ /r ^^^^^ipated population : 
Tami/cn in 1 Metcalfe, the new governor of 

L^t/ th//i address to the Assembly expressed him- 
thnoA r. exasperated body in these terms * “ All 

£“ £ r S The I.M 

independent in population are as free, as 

much in the conduct, as well-conditioned, as 

sensible of th^ of abundance, and as strongly 

of in anv we know 

VOL. IV ^ disqualifications and distinctions 

o 
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of colour Ikivc ceased ; men of all colours have equal 
rights in law. and an equal footing in society, and every 
man’s position is settled by the same circumstances 
whicli regulate that loint in other free countries, where 
no difference of co our exists. It may be asserted, 
without fear of denial, that the former slaves of Jamaica 
are now as secure in all sociid rights, as freeboi n Hi itons. 

He furtlier describes the erection of numerous churches, 
chapels and schools which the new ])opulation required, 
and adds that more are still demanded. The legislature, 
in their reply, echo the go\'ern(>r s statement, and say, 

“ The jicaceful demeanour of the emancipated popula¬ 
tion redounds to their own credit, and atfoids a proof 
of their continued comfort and prosperity.” 

I said, this event is signal in the history of civiliza¬ 
tion. There arc many styles of ciyilization, and not 
one only. Ours is full of barbarities. There are many 
faculties in man. each of which takes its turn of activity, 
and that faculty which is iiaramount in any period and 
exerts itself through tlie strongest nation, determines 
the civility of that age: and each age thinks its own 
the perfection of reason. Our culture is very cheap 
and intelligible. Unroof any house, and you shall find 
it. The well-being consists in having a sufficiency of 
coffee and toast, with a daily newspaiier ; a well glazed 
parlour, with marbles, mirrors, and centre - table ; and 
the excitement of a few jwties and a few rides in a year. 
Sucli as one house, such are all. I he owner of a New 
York manor imitates the mansion and equipage of the 
London nobleman; the Bo-don merchant rivals his 
brother of New York ; and the villages copy Boston, 
'fhere have been nations elevated by great sentiments. 
Such was the civility of Sparta and the Dorian race, 
whilst it was defective in some of the chief elements of 
ours. That of Athens, again, lay in an intellect dedi¬ 
cated to beauty. Tliat of Asia Minor in poetry, music 
and arts ; that of Palestine in piety ; that of Rome in 
military arts and virtues, exalted by a prodigious magna¬ 
nimity : that of ('hina and Jaixan in the last exaggeration 
of decorum and etiquette. Our civility, England deter¬ 
mines the style of, inasmuch as England is the strongest 
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o£ the family of existing nations, and as we are the 
expansion of that people. It is that of a trading nation ; 
it is a shopkeeping civility. The English lord is a retired 
shopkeeper, and has the prejudices and timidities of 
that profession. And we are shopkeepers, and have 
acquired the vices and virtues that belong to trade. We 
peddle, we truck, we sail, we row, we ride in cars, we 
creep in teams, we go in canals,—to market, and for 
the sale of goods. The national aim and employment 
streams into our ways of thinking, our laws, our habits 
and our manners. The customer is the immediate 
jewel of our souls. Him we flatter, him we feast, com¬ 
pliment, vote for, and will not contradict. It was, or 
it seemed the dictate of trade, to keep the negro down. 
We had found a race wlio were less warlike, and less 
energetic shopkeepers than we ; who had very little 
skill in trade. We found it very con\’enient to keep 
them at work, since, by the aid of a little whipping, we 
could get their work for nothing but their board and 
the cost of whips. What if it cost a few unpleasant 
scenes on the coast of Africa ? That was a great way 
off; and the scenes could be endured by some sturdy, 
unscrupulous fellows, wlio could go, for high wages, 
and bring us the men, and need not trouble our ears 
with the disagreeable particulars. If any mention was 
made of homicide, madness, adultery, and intolerable 
tortures, we would let the church-bells ring louder, the 
church - organ swell its peal and drown the hideous 
sound. The sugar they raised was excellent : nobody 
tasted blood in it. The coffee was fragrant ; the 
tobacco was incense ; the brandy made nations happy; 
the cotton clothed the world. W’hat ! all raised by 
these men, and no wages ? Excellent! What a con¬ 
venience ! They seemed created by Providence to 
bear the heat and the whipping, and make these line 
articles. 

But unhappily, most unhappily, gentlemen, man is 
born with intellect, as well as with a lov*e of sugar ; and 
with a sense of justice, as well as a taste for strong drink. 
These ripened as well as those. You could not educate 
him, you could not get any poetry, any wisdom, any 
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beauty iu woman, any strong and commanding character 
in man. l)ut tiu-se al)siudities would still come flashing 
out.—these al>>urdities of a demand for justice, a 
generosity for tlic weak and oppressed. Unhappily 
too for the |)lanter, the laws of nature are in harmony 
witli each otlier : tliat winch the head and the heart 
demand, i> found to be, in the long run, for wliat the 
grossest calculator calls his advantage. The moral 
sense i> always supported bv the j^erinanent interest 
of the ])arties. Else, I know not how, in our world, any 
good would ever get done. It was shown to the planters 
that they, as well as the negroes, were slaves ; that 
though they i»aid no wages, tlu'v got very poor work; 
that tlu-ir estates were ruining them, under the finest 
climate ; and that tliev needed the severest monopoly 
laws at home to keep them from bankruptcy. The 
oppression of the slave recoiled on them. They were 
full of vices : their children were lumps of jnidc, sloth, 
sensuality and rottenness. The ])Ositiou of woman was 
nearly as bad as it could be ; and, like other robbers, 
they could not sha p in security. Many jdanters have 
said, since the emancij'ation, that, before that day, 
they were the greatest sl,ivi‘S on tlie estates. Slavery 
is no scholar ; no impro\ er ; it does not love the whistle 
of the railroad ; it does not love the newspaper, the 
maibbag, a college, a book, or a jn-eacher who has the 
absurd whim of sa\'iug what he thinks; it does not 
increase the white ])o]nilation : it does not improve 
the soil : everytliing goes to decay. For these reasons 
the islands proved bail customers to England. It was 
very easy for manufacturers less shrewd than those of 
liirmiugliam and Manchester to see that if the state of 
things in the islands was Mtered, if the slaves had wages, 
the slaves would lie clothed, would build houses, would 
fill them with tools, with pottery, with crockery, with 
hardware ; anil negro women loved fine clothes as well 
as white women. In every naked negro of those thou¬ 
sands. they saw a future customer. Meantime, they 
saw further that the slave-trade, by keeping in barbarism 
the whole coast of eastern Africa, deprives them of 
countries and nations of customers, if once freedom 
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and civility and European manners could get a foothold 
there. But the trade could not be abolished whilst this 
hungry West Indian market, with an apjK'tite like the 
grave, cried, “ :\Iore, more, bring me a hundred a day ; " 
they could not expect any mitigation in the madness 
ot the poor African war-chiefs. These considerations 
opened the eyes of the dullest in Britain, .Alore than 
thi^ the West Indian estate was owned or mortgaged 
m England, and the owner and tlie mortgagee had very 
plain intimations that the feeling of English liberty was 
gaming every hour new mass and velocity, and the 
hostility to sucli as resisted it would be fatal. The 
House of Commons would destroy the i>rotection of 
island produce, and interfere in English iiolitics in the 
island legislation : so they hastened to make the best of 
their position, and accepted the bill. 

These considerations, I doubt not. had their weight* 
the interest of trade, the interest of tlie revenue, and' 
moieoyer, the good fame of the action. It was in¬ 
evitable that men should feel these motives. But they 
do not appear to have an excessive or unreasonable 
weight. On reviewing this history, I think the whole 
transaction reflects infinite honour on the iicople and 
parliament of England. It was a stately spectacle, to 
see the cause of human rights argued with so much 
patience and generosity and with such a mass of evi¬ 
dence before that powerful people. It is a creditable 
incident in the history that when, in 1789, the first 
privy-council report of evidence on the trade, a bulky 
loho, (embodying all the facts which the London Com- 
mittee had been engaged for years in collecting, and 
ail the examinations before the council) was presented 
to tl^ House of Commons, a late day being named for 

\xrn order to give members time,—Mr. 

W ilberforce, Mr. Pitt, the prime minister, and other 
gentlemen, took advantage of the postponement to 
letire into the country to read the rei>ort. For months 
and years the bill was debated, with some consciousness 
of the extent of its relations, by the first citizens of 
1-ngland, the foremost men of the earth : every argu¬ 
ment was weighed, every particle of evidence was sifted 
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and laid in the scale ; and, at last, tlic right triumphed, 
the poor man was vindicated, and the o])pressor was 
Hung out. I know tliat England has tlic advantage of 
trying tlie (luestion at a wide distance from the spot 
where the nuisance exists : the jdanters are not, ex¬ 
cepting in rare exam])les, members of tlie legislature. 
1 'hc extent of the empire, and the magnitude and 
numl)er of other (piestions crowding into court, keep 
tliis one in balance, and prevent it from obtaining that 
ascendency, and l)eing urged witli that intemperance 
which a (piestion of ])roperty tends to acquire. There 
are causes in tlie composition of the British legislature, 
and the relation of its leaders to the country and to 
Europe, which exclude much that is pitiful and in¬ 
jurious in other legislative assemblies. From these 
reasons, the (piestion was discussed with a rare inde- 
])endence and magnanimity. It was not narrowed down 
to a i»altry electioneering tra}>; and, I must say, a 
delight in justice, an honest tenderness for the poor 
negro, for man suffering these wrongs, combined with 
the natiomd ]>ride. whicli refused to give the support of 
Englisli soil or the protection of the English flag to 
these disgusting violations of nature. 

Forgive me, fellow-citi^'ens, if I own to you, that in 
the liLst few days that my attention has been occupied 
with this history, I liave not been able to read a page 
of it witliout the most jKiinful comparisons. Whilst 
I have read of ICngiand. I have thought of New England. 
Whilst I ha\e meditated in my solitary walks on the 
magnanimity ot the English Bench and Senate, reaching 
out tlie beiielit of the law to the most helpless citizen 
in her world-wide rcidm. I have found mvself oiqu'cssed 
by other thoughts. As I have walked in the pastures 
and along tlie edge of woods. I could not keep my 
imagination on those agreeable figures, for other images 
that intruded on me. I could not sec the great vision of 
the patriots and senators who have adojHed the slave’s 
cause :--they turned their backs on me. No : I see 
other pictures,—of mean men ; I see very poor, very 
ill-clotlied, very ignorant men, — not surrounded by 
happy iricnds,—to be jdain,—poor black men of obscure 
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employment as mariners, cooks, or stewards, in ships, 
yet citizens of this our Commonwealth of Massachusetts, 
—freeborn as we,—whom the slave-laws of the States 
of South Carolina, Georgia and Louisiana have arrested 
in the vessels in which they visited those ports, and 
shut up in jails so long as the vessel remained in port, 
with the stringent addition, that if the shipmaster 
fails to pay the costs of this official arrest and the 
board in jail, these citizens are to be sold for slaves, to 
pay that expense. This man, these men, I see, and no 
law to save them. Fellow-citizens, this crime will not 
be hushed up any longer. I have learned that a citizen 
of Nantucket, walking in New Orleans, found a freeborn 
citizen of Nantucket, a man, too, of great personal 
worth, and, as it happened, very dear to him, as having 
saved his own life, working chained in the streets of 
that city, kidnapped by such a j)rocess as this. In the 
sleep of the laws, the private interference of two excellent 
citizens of Boston has, I have ascertained, rescued 
several natives of this State from these Southern ]')risons. 
Gentlemen, I thought the deck of a Massachusetts ship 
was as much the territory of ^lassachusetts as the floor 
on which we stand. It should be as sacred as the 
temple of God. The poorest fishing smack that floats 
under the shadow of an iceberg in the Northern seas, 
or hunts the whale in the Southern ocean, should be 
encompassed by her laws with comfort and protection, 
as much as within the arms of Cape Ann and Cape 
Cod. And this kidnapping is suffered within our own 
land and federation, whilst the fourth article of the 
Constitution of the United States ordains in terms, 
that, “ The citizens of each State shall be entitled to all 
privileges and immunities of citizens in the seveial 
States.” If such a damnable outrage can be committed 
on the person of a citizen with impunity, let the Governor 
break the broad seal of the State ; he bears the sword 
in vain. The Governor of Massachusetts is a triflei , 
the State-house in Boston is a play-house ; the General 
Court is a dishonoured body, if they make laws which 
they cannot execute. The great-hearted Puritans have 
left no posterity. The rich men may walk in a e 
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Street, hut tlicy walk without lionour ; and the farmers 
may hra^ their democracy in the country, hut they are 
disgraced men. H the State has no jH)wer to defend 
its own ])eople in its own sliii^i)ing. because it lias dele¬ 
gated that ])Ower to the Federal (lovernment, has it no 
representation in the Federal Ciovernment ? Arc those 
men dumb ? I am no lawyer, and cannot indicate the 
forms apj)licahle to the case, luit here is something 
which transcends all forms. Let the senators and 
representatives of the State, containing a pojiulation 
of a million freemen, go in a body before the C'ongress 
and say that tliey have a demand to make on them, 
so imperative that all functions of government must 
stop until it is satisfied. If ordinary legislation cannot 
reach it, then extraordinary must be applied. The 
Congress should instruct the President to send to tliose 
])orts of ('harleston. Savannah and New Orleans such 
orders and such force as should release, fortliwith, all 


such citizens of Massachusetts as were holdcn in prison 
without tlie allegation of any crime, and should set on 
foot the strictest in(|uisition to discover where such 
persons, brought into slavery by these local laws at any 
time heretofore, may now be. That first ;—and then, 
let order be taken to indemnify all sucli as have been 
incarcerated. As for dangers to the I'nion, from such 
demands !—the Union is already at an end when the 
first citizen of Massachusetts is thus outraged. Is it 
a union and covenant in whicli tlie State of Massa¬ 
chusetts agrees to be imi>risoncd. and the State of 
( arolina to imprison ? (ientlemen. I am loth to say 
harsh things, and i>erhaps I know loo little of politics 
for the smallest weight to attach to any censure of 
mine,—but I am at a loss how to characterize the 
tameness and silence of the two senators and the ten 
rejiresentatives of tlie Stale at M'ashington. To what 
juirposc have we clothed each of those representatives 
with the power of seventy thousand jn'isons, and each 
senator with near lialf a million, i! they are to sit dumb 
at their desks ami see their constituents captured 
and sold; -|)eiha]>s to gentlemen silting by them in 
the hall ? Iheie is a scandalous rumour that has been 
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swelling louder of late years,—perhaps it is wholly false, 
—that members are bullied into silence by Southern 
gentlemen. It is so easy to omit to speak, or even to 
be absent when delicate things are to be handled. 1 
may as weU say what all men feel, that whilst our very 
amiable and very innocent representatives and senators 
at WcLshington are accomplished lawyers and merchants, 
and very eloquent at dinners and at caucuses, there is 
a disastrous want of men from New England. I would 
gladly make exceptions, and you will not suffer me to 
forget one eloquent old man, in whose veins the blood 
of Massachusetts rolls, and who singly has defended the 
freedom of speech, and the rights of the free, against 
the usurpation of the slave-holder. But the reader of 
Congressional debates, in New England, is perplexed to 
see with what admirable sweetness and patience the 
majority of the free States are schooled and ridden by 
the minority of slave-holders. What if we should send 
thither representatives who were a particle less amiable 
and less innocent ? I entreat you, sirs, let not this 
stain attach, let not this misery accumulate any longer. 
If the managers of our political parties are too prudent 
and too cold ;—if, most unhappily, the ambitious class 
of young men and political men have found out that 
these neglected victims are poor and without weight; 
that they have no graceful hospitalities to offer ; no 
valuable business to throw into any man’s hands, no 
strong vote to cast at the elections ; and therefore 
may with impunity be left in their chains or to the 
chance of chains.—then let the citizens in their primary 
capacity take up their cause on this very ground, and 
say to the government of the State, and of the Union, 
that government exists to defend the weak and the 
poor and the injured party ; the rich and the strong 
can better take care of themselves. And as an omen 
and assurance of success, I point you to the bright 
example which England set you, on this day, ten years 
ago. 

There are other comparisons and other imperative 
duties which come sadly to mind,—but I do not wish 
to darken the hours of tliis day by crimination; I turn 
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gladly to the rightful theme, to the bright aspects of 
the occasion. 

Tliis event was a moral revolution. The history of 
it is before you. J-Iere was no ]Modigy. no fabulous 
hero, no Trojan liorse, no bloody war, but iUl wiis 
achieved by plain means of j>lain men, working not under 
a leader, but under a sentiment. Other revolutions 
have been the insurrection of the opj)ressed; this was 
the repentance of the tyrant. It was the masters re¬ 
volting from their mastery. The slave-holder said, I 
will not hold slaves. The end was noble and the means 
were ])ure. Hence the elevation and ])athos of this 
chapter of history. The lives of the advocates are 
})ages of greatness, and the connection of the eminent 
senators with this (piestion constitutes the immor- 
tiUi/'ing moments of those men’s lives. The bare enuncia¬ 
tion of the theses at which tlie lawyers and legislators 
arrived, gives a glow to the hc-art of the reader. Lord 
Chancellor Northington is the author of the famous 
sentence. “ As soon as anv man jnits his foot on English 
ground, he l>ecomes tree.’* " I was a slave,” said the 
counsel of Somerset, speaking for his client, ” for I was 
in America: I am now in a country where the common 
rights of mankind are known and regarded.” Granville 
Sliarpc Idled the ear of the judges with the sound ju'in- 
ciples tliat had from time to time been athrmed by the 
legal authorities: “Derived ])ower cannot be suj)erior 
to the ]>ower from whicli it is derived : ” ” The reason¬ 
ableness of the law is the soul of the law : ” ” It is 

better to suffer every e\ il. than to consent to any.” Out 
it would come, the God’s truth, out it came, like a bolt 
from a cloud, for all the mumbling of the lawyers. One 
feels very sensibly in all tliis history that a great heart 
and soul are behind there, superior to any man, and 
making use of each, in turn, and inlinitely attractive 
to every (jerson according to the degree of reason in his 
own mind, so that this cau>e has had the power to draw 
to it every particle of talent and of worth in England, 
from the beginning. All the great geniuses of the 
British senate, Fox, Pitt, Burke, Grenville, Sheridan, 
Grey, Canning, ranged themselves on its side ; the poet 
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Cowper wrote for it: Franklin, Jefferson, Washington, 
in this country, aU recorded their votes. All men 
remember the subtlety and the fire of indignation which 
the “Edinburgh Review” contributed to the cause, 
and every liberal mind, poet, preacher, moralist states¬ 
man, has had the fortune to appear somewhere lor 
this cause. On the other part, appeared the reign o 
pounds and shillings, and all manner of r^e and stupid¬ 
ity; a resistance which drew from Mr. Huddlestone m 
Parliament the observation, “ That a curse attende 
this trade even in the mode of defending it. 13 y a cer 
fatality, none but the vilest arguments were ^rought 
forward, which corrupted the very persons who used 
them. Every one of these was budt on the narrow 
ground of interest, of pecuniary profit of sordid gam, 
in opposition to every motive that had le eience 
humanity, justice, and religion, or to that grea 
ciple which comprehended them all. —This nmra 
perpetually reinforces and dignifies the fiiends 
cauie. It gave that tenacity to their point which 1 as 
insured ultimate triumph ; and it gave that superiority 
in reason, in imagery, in eloquence, which max 
countries anti-slavery meetings so attractive to jne 

people, and has made it a proverb in 

that “eloquence is dog-cheap at the anti - slavery 

""^I^win say further that we are 

this movement and to the continuers of it, p p P 
lar discussion of every point of practical e 
reference of every question to the absolu e 
It is notorious that the political, rehgio , most 

schemes, with which the minds of uien a 

occupied, have been matured, or nwmblies. 

the free and daring discussions of the ■ 

Men have become aware, through which 

and kindred events, of the presence o P. , j yjj-l 

in their days of darkness, they had ovei looked. ^Vu 

tuous men will not again rely nf nohTicM'associa^ 

have found out the deleterious effect °^/?Jj^^J„tesmen a 

tion. Up to this day we have aUowed to s atesme^n 

paramount social standing, and we b 
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as to tlie great. \\'e cannot extend this deference to 
them any longer. The secret cannot be kept, that the 
scats of ]>o\ver are filled by underlings, ignorant, timid 
and selfish to a degree to destroy all claim, excepting 
that on comjiassion. to the society of the just and 
generous. What happened notoriously to an American 
ambassador in ]■ ngland, that he found himself compelled 
to palter and to disguise the fact that he was a slave- 
breeder, happens to men of state. Their vocation is a 
presumiition against them among well-meaning people. 
I he superstition respecting power and office is going 
to the ground. Tlie stream of human affairs flows its 
own way, and is very little affected by the activity of 
le,:.,i.--lators. What great masses of men wish done, 
will be done ; and they do not wish it for a freak, but 
because it is their state and natural end. There are now 
other energies than force, other than political, which no 
man in future can allow himself to disregard. There is 
direct conversation and inlluence. A man is to make 
liimself felt by his jn-oper force. The tendency of things 
luns steadily to this point, namely, to put every man on 
his merits, and to give him so much ]>ower as he natundly 
exeits, no more, no less. Of course, the timid and 
base ])ersons, all who are conscious of no worth in them¬ 
selves, and wlio owe all their jdace to the oi>portunitics 
winch the old order of things allowed them, to deceive 
and (lefiaml men. shudder at the change, and would 
fain silence every honest voice, and lock up every house 
where hlK-rty and innovation can be jileaded for. They 
would r.iise mobs, for fear is very cruel. But the strong 
and healthy yeomen and husbands of the land, the 
self-sustaining class of inventive and industrious men. 
feai no conij)etition or superiority. Come what will, 
their faculty cannot be sjxired. 

i he I’iist of August marks the entrance of a new 
element into modern jiolitics. namely, the civilization 
ot the negio. A man is added to the human family. 
i\ot the least allecting part of this history of abolition 
]s the annihilation of the old indecent nonsense about 
the nature of the negro. In the case of the ship Zong, 
in i/bi, whose master had thrown one hundred and 



ADDRESS ON WEST INDIA EMANCIPATION. 221 


thirty-two slaves alive into the sea, to cheat the under¬ 
writers, the first jury gave a verdict in favour of the 
master and owners ; they had a right to do what they 
had done. Lord Mansfield is reported to liave said on 
the bench, “ The matter left to tlie jury is,—\Cas it 
from necessity ? For they had no doubt,—though it 
shocks one very much,—that the case of slaves was the 
same as if horses had been thrown overboard. It is a 
very shocking case.” But a more enlightened and 
humane opinion began to prevail. Mr. Clarkson, early 
in his career, made a collection of African productions 
and manufactures, as specimens of the arts and culture 
of the negro ; comprising cloths and looms, weapons, 
polished stones and woods, leather, glass, dyes, orna¬ 
ments, soap, pipe-bowls and trinkets. These he showed 
to Mr. Pitt, who saw and handled them with extreme 
interest. “On sight of these,” says Clarkson, “ many 
sublime thoughts seemed to rush at once into his mind, 
some of which he expressed ; ” and hence appeared to 
arise a project which was always dear to liim, of the 
civilization of Africa,—a dream which forever elevates 
his fame. In 1791, Mr. Wilberforce announced to the 
House of Commons, “We have already gained one 
victory: we have obtained for these ]>oor creatures 
the recognition of their human nature, which for a time 
was most shamefully denied them.” It was the sar¬ 
casm of Montesquieu, “ It would not do to suppose that 
negroes were men, lest it should turn out that whites 
were not; ” for the white has, for ages, done what he 
could to keep the negro in that hoggish state. His 
laws have been furies. It now appears that the negro 
race is, more than any other, susceptible of rapid civiliza¬ 
tion. The emancipation is observed, in the islands, to 
have wrought for the negro a benefit as sudden as when 
a thermometer is brought out of the shade into the 
sun. It has given him eyes and ears. If, before, he 
was taxed with such stupidity, or such defective vision, 
that he could not set a table square to the walls of an 
apartment, he is now the principal if not the <^^17 
mechanic in the West Indies ; and is, besides, an arch^ 
tect, a physician, a lawyer, a magistrate, an editor, ana 
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a valued and increasing political power. The recent 
testimonies of Sturgc, of Thome and Kimball of Gurney, 
of PliilipjK). are very exidicit on this ]ioint, the capacity 
and the success of tlic colouretl and the black population 
in cnii>loymcnts of skill, of profit and of trust ; and best 
of all is the testimony to their moderation. They 
receive hints and advances from the whites that they 
will be gladly received as subscribers to the Exchange, 
as members of this or that committee of trust. They 
liold back, and say to each other that “ social position 
is not to be gained by pushing.” 

I have said that this event interests us because it 
came mainly from the concession of the whites; I add, 
that in part it is the earning of the blacks. They won 
the i)ity and respect which tliey have received, by their 
})owers and native endowments. I think this a circum¬ 
stance of the highest import. Their wlwle future is 
in it. Our planet, before the age of written history, 
had its races of savages, like the generations of sour 
paste, or the animalcules that wriggle and bite in a drop 
of putrid water. Who cares for these or for their wars ? 
We do not wish a world of bugs or of birds ; neither 
afterward of Scythians, Caribs, or Fijis. The grand 
style of nature, her great periods, is all wo observe in 
them. Who cares for oppressing whites, or oppressed 
blacks, twenty centuries ago, more than for bad dreams ? 
ICaters and food are in the harmony of nature ; and 
there too is the germ forever protected, unfolding 
gigantic leaf after leaf, a newer flower, a richer fruit, 
in every period, yet its next product is never to be 
guessed. It will only save what is worth saving; and 
it saves, not by comj>assion, but by iH)wer. It appoints 
no police to guard the lion, but his teeth and claws; 
no fort or city for the bird, but his wings ; no rescue for 
flics and mites, but their sjxiwning numbers, which no 
ravages can overcome. It de;ils with men after the 
same manner. If they are rude and foolish, down they 
must go. W'hen at last in a race, a new principle 
appears, an idea ,—that conserves it; ideas only save 
races. If the black man is feeble and not important 
to the existing races, not on a parity with the best race, 
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the black man must serve, and be exterminated. But 
it the black man carries in liis bosom an indispensable 
element of a new and coming civilization ; for the sake 
of that element, no wrong, nor strength, nor circum¬ 
stance can hurt him : he will survive and play his part. 
So now, the arrival in the world of such men as Toussaint, 
and the Haytian heroes, or of the leaders of their race 
in Barbadoes and Jamaica, outweighs in good omen all 
the English and American humanity. The anti-slavery 
of the whole world is dust in the balance before this,— 
is a poor squeamishness and nervousness : the might 
and the right are here : here is the anti-slave : here_ is 
man : and if you have man, black or white is an in¬ 
significance. The intellect,—that is miraculous ! Who 
has it, has the talisman ; his skin and bones, though 
they were of the colour of night, are transparent, and 
the everlasting stars shine through, with attractive 
beams. But a compassion for that which is not and 
cannot be useful or lovely, is degrading and futile. All 
the songs and newspapers and money-subscriptions and 
vituperation of such as do not think with us, will avail 
nothing against a fact. I say to you, you must save 
yourself, black or white, man or woman ; other help is 
none. I esteem the occasion of this jubilee to be the 
proud discovery that the black race can contend with 
the white ; that, in the great anthem which we call 
history, a piece of many parts and vast compass, after 
playing a long time a very low and subdued accom¬ 
paniment, they perceive the time arrived when they can 
strike in with effect and take a master's part in the 
music. The civility of the world has reached that 
pitch that their more moral genius is becoming indis¬ 
pensable, and the quality of this race is to be honoured 
for itself. For this, they have been preserved in sandy 
deserts, in rice - swamps, in kitchens and shoe - shops, 
so long : now let them emerge, clothed and in their own 
form. , . - . , 

There remains the very elevated consideration wnicn 
the subject opens, but which belong to more 
views than we are now taking, this namely, 
civility of no race can be perfect whilst another race 
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is dc'Madcd. It is a doctrine alike of the (.Ulest and of 
the newest pliilosojjhy, that man is one, and that you 
cannot injure any member, without a sympathetic 
injury to all the members. America is not civil, whilst 

Africa is barbarous. , • / xu 

Tlicsc considerations seem to leave no choice for the 

action of the intellect and the conscience of the country. 
There have been moments in this, as well as in every 
niece of moral history, when there seemed room for the 
infusions of a sceptic;d philosophy; when it seemed 
doubtful whether brute force would not triumph in the 
eternal struggle. I doubt not that somebmes, a de¬ 
spairing negro, when jumping over the ship s sides to 
escape from the white devils who surrounded him, has 
believed there was no vindication of right ; it is hornble 
to think of. but it seemed so. 1 doubt not that sometimes 
the negro’s friend, in the face of scornful and brutal 
hundreds of traders and drivers, has felt his heart sink. 
Esih‘( ially, it seems to me. some degree of despondency 
is i>ardonable. when he observes the men of conscience 
and of intellect, his own natural allies and champions.— 
those wliose attention should be nailed to the grand 
objects of this cause, so hotly offended by whatever 
incidental jietulances or inrirmilies of indiscreet de¬ 
fenders of the negro, as to i>crmit themselves to be 
ranged with tlu* enemies of the human race ; and names 
which slu)uld be the alarums of liberty and the watch¬ 
words of truth, are mixed up with all the rotten rabble 
of selfishness and tyranny, I assure myself that this 
coldness and blindness will pass away. A single noble 
wind of sentiment will scatter them forever. 1 am sure 
that the good and wise elders, the ardent and generous 
youth, will not permit what is incidenl:U and exceptional 
to withdraw their devotion fiann the essential and poi- 
manent characters of the question. There have been 
moments, I said, when men might be forgiven who 
doubted. Those moments are past. Seen in ma^es, 
it cannot be disjnited. there is ju'ogress in human society. 
There is a blessed necessity by which the interest of 
men is always driving them to the right ; and. again, 
making all crime mean and ugly. The genius of the 
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Saxon race, friendly to liberty ; the enterprise, the very 
muscular vigour of this nation, are inconsistent with 
slavery. The Intellect, with blazing eye, looking through 
history from the beginning onward, gazes on this blot 
and it disappears. The sentiment of Right, once very 
low and indistinct, but ever more articulate, because it 
is the voice of the universe, pronounces Freedom. The 
Power that built this fabric of things affirms it in the 
heart; and in the history of the First of August, has 
made a sign to the ages, of his will. 
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EDITORS’ ADDRESS. 

MASSACHUSETTS QUARTERLY REVIEW, DECEMBER, 1847, 

T he American people are fast opening their own 
destiny. Their material basis is of such extent 
that no folly of man can quite subvert it; for the 
territory is a considerable fraction of the planet, and 
the jiopulation neither loth nor inexpert to use their 
advantages. Add, that this energetic race dcriv'e an 
unprecedented material power from the new arts, from 
the exjKinsions effected by public schools, cheap postage 
and a chca|) press, from the telescope, the telegraph, 
the railroad, steamship, steam-ferry, steam-mill; from 
domestic architecture, chemical agriculture, from ven¬ 
tilation, from ice, ether, caoutchouc, and innumerable 
inventions and manufactures. 

A scholar who has been reading of the fabulous 
magnificence of Assyria and Persia, of Rome and Con¬ 
stantinople, leaves his library and takes his seat in a 
1 ailroad-car. where he is importuned by newsboys \vith 
journals still wet from Liverpool and Havre, with 
tclcgrai)hic desi)atches not yet fifty minutes old from 
Huffalo and Cincinnati. At the screams of the steam- 
whistle, the train quits city and suburbs, darts away 
into the interior, drops every man at his estate as it 
whirls along, and shows our traveller what tens of 
thousands of ]>owerful and weaponed men, science- 
armed and society - armed, sit at large in this ample 
region, obscure from their numbers and the extent of 
the domain. He reflects on the power which each of 
these plain republicans can employ; how far these 
chains of intercourse and travel reach, interlock, and 
ramify; what levers, what pumps, what exhaustive 
analyses arc applied to nature for the benefit of masses 
01 men. Then he exclaims, What a negro-fine roynlty 
IS that of Jamschid and Solomon ! What a substantial 
sovereignty docs my townsman possess ! A man who 
has a hundred dollars to dispose of,~a hundred dollars 
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over his bread,—is rich beyond the dreams of the 
Caesars. 

Keep our eyes as long as we can on this picture, we 
cannot stave off the ulterior question,—the famous ques¬ 
tion of Cineas to Pyrrhus, — the whereto of all this 
power and population, these surveys and inventions, 
this taxing and tabulating, mill-privilege, roads, and 
mines. The aspect this country presents is a certain 
maniacal activity, an immense apparatus of cunning 
machinery which turns out, at last, some Nuremberg 
toys. Has it generated, as great interests do, any 
intellectual power ? Where are the works of the imag¬ 
ination—the surest test of a national genius ? At least 
as far as the purpose and genius of America is yet 
reported in any book, it is a sterility and no genius. 

One would say there is nothing colossal in the country 
but its geography and its material activities ; that the 
moral and intellectual effects are not on the same scale 
with the trade and production. There is no speech 
heard but that of auctioneers, newsboys, and the caucus. 
Where is the great breath of the New World, the voice 
of aboriginal nations opening new eras with hymns of 
lofty cheer ? Our books and fine arts are imitations ; 
there is a fatal incuriosity and disinclination in our 
educated men to new studies and the interrogation of 
nature. We have taste, critical talent, good professors, 
good commentators, but a lack of male energy. What 
more serious calamity can befall a people than a con¬ 
stitutional dulness and limitation ? The moral in¬ 
fluence of the intellect is wanting. We hearken in vain 
for any profound voice speaking to the American heart, 
cheering timid good men, animating the youth, con¬ 
soling the defeated, and intelligently announcing duties 
which clothe life with joy, and endear the face of land 
and sea to men. It is a poor consideration that the 
country wit is precocious, and, as we say, practical; 
that political interests on so broad a scale as ours are 
administered by little men with some saucy village 
talent, by deft partisans, good cipherers ; strict econo¬ 
mists, quite empty of all superstition. 

Conceding these unfavourable appearances, it would 
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yet be a poor pedantry to read the fates of this country 
from these narrow data. On the contrary, we are 
persuaded that moral and material values arc ^ways 
commensurate. Every material organization exists to 
a moral end, which makes the reason of its existence. 
Here are no books, but who can see the continent with 
its inland and surrounding waters, its temperate climates, 
its west-wind breathing vigour through all the year, 
its confluence of races so favourable to the highest 
energy, and the infinite glut of their production, without 
putting new queries to Destiny as to the purpose for 
which this muster of nations and this sudden creation 
of enormous \-alucs is made ? 

This is equally the view of science and of patriotism. 
We licsitate to employ a word so much abused as patriot- 
ism, whose true sense is almost the reverse of its popular 
sense. We have no sympathy with that boyish egotism, 
hoarse with cheering for our side, for our state, for our 
town : the right patriotism consists in the delight 
which springs from contributing our peculiar and 
legitimate advantages to the benefit of humanity. 
Every foot of soil lias its proper quality ; the grape on 
two sides of the same fence has new flavours ; and so 
every acre on the globe, every family of men, every point 
of climate, has its distinguishing virtues. Certainly 
then this country docs not lie here in the sun causeless; 
and though it may not be easy to define its influence, 
men feel already its emancipating quality in the care- 
. less self-reliance of the manners, in the freedom of 
thought, in the direct roads by which grievances are 
reached and redressed, and even in the reckless and 
sinister politics, not less than in purer expressions. Bad 
as it is, this freedom leads onward and upward, to a 
Columbia of thought and art, vwhich is the last and 
endless end of Columbus’s adventure. 

Lovers of our country, but not always approvers of 
the public counsels, we should certainly be glad to give 
good advice in politics. \\c have not been able to 
escape our national and endemic habit, and to be 
liberated from interest in the elections and in public 
affairs. Nor have we cared to disfranchize ourselves* 
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We are more solicitous than others to make our politics 
clear and healthful, as we believe politics to be nowise 
accidental or exceptional, but subject to the same laws 
with trees, earths, and acids. 

We see that reckless and destructive fury which char¬ 
acterizes the lower classes of American society, and 
which is pampered by hundreds of profligate presses. 
The young intriguers who drive in bar-rooms and town- 
meetings the trade of politics, sagacious only to seize the 
victorious side, have put the country into the position 
of an overgrown bully, and Massachusetts finds no 
heart or head to give weight and efficacy to her contrary 
judgment. In hou s when it seemed only to need one 
just word from a man of honour to have vindicated the 
rights of millions, and to have given a true direction to 
the first steps of a nation, we have seen the best under¬ 
standings of New England, the trusted leaders of her 
counsels, constituting a snivelling and despised opposi¬ 
tion, clapped on the back by comfortable capitalists 
from all sections, and persuaded to say, We are too old 
to stand for what is called a New England sentiment any 
longer. Rely on us for commercial representatives, but 
for questions of ethics,—who knows what markets may 
be opened ? We are not well, we are not in our seats, 
when justice and humanity are to be spoken for. 

We have a bad war, many victories, each of which 
converts the country into an immense chanticleer; 
and a very insincere political opposition. The country 
needs to be extricated from its delirium at once. Public 
affairs are chained in the same law with private ; the* 
retributions of armed states are not less sure and signal 
than those which come to private felons. The facility 
of majorities is no protection from the natural sequence 
of their own acts. Men reason badly, but nature and 

destiny are logical. ^ ,, 1. j 

But, whilst we should think our pains well bestowed 

if we could cure the infatuation of statesmen, and should 
be sincerely pleased if we could give a (Erection; o the 
Federal politics, we are far from believing politi^ the 
primal interest of men. On the contrary, we hold 
the laws and governors cannot possess a commanding 
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interest for any but vacant or fanatical people ; for the 
reason tliat this is simply a formal and superficial 
interest ; and men of a solid genius are only interested 
in substantial things. 

The State, like the individual, should rest on an ideal 
basis. Not only man but nature is injured by the 
imputation that man exists only to be fattened with 
bread, hut he lives in such connection with Thought and 
Fact that his bread is surely involved as one element 
thereof, but is not its end and aim. So the insight which 
commands the laws and conditions of the true polity 
jirecludes forever all interest in the squabbles of parties. 
As soon as men have tasted the enjoyment of learning, 
friendship and virtue, for which the State exists, the 
l)ri/es of office appear ])olluted, and their followers 
outcasts. 

A journal that would meet the real wants of this time 
inu^t have a courage and power sulTicient to solve the 
problems which the great groping society around us, 
stupid with perplexity, is dumbly exjdoring. Let it 
not show its astuteness by dodging each difficult ques¬ 
tion and arguing diffusely every ])oint on which men 
are long ago unanimous. Can it front this matter of 
Socialism, to which the names of Owen and Fourier 
have attached, and dispose of that question ? Will it 
cope with tlie allied questions of Government, Non- 
resistance. and all that belongs under that category ? 
\\ ill it measure itself with the chapter on Slavery, in 
some sort the special enigma of tlie time, as it has 
provoked against it a sort of inspiration and enthusiasm 
singular in modern history ? There are literary and 
philosophical reputations to settle. The name of 
Swedenborg has in this very time acquired new honours, 
and the current year has witnessed tlie ajqiearancc, in 
dieir first English translation, of his manuscripts. Here 
is an unsettled account in the book of Fame ; a nebula 
to dim eyes, but which great telescopes may yet resolve 
into a magnificent system. Here is the standing problem 
of Natuiiil Science, and the merits of her great inter¬ 
preters to he determined : the encyclopaedical Humboldt, 
and the intre])id generalizations collected by the author 
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of the “ Vestiges of Creation.” Here is the balance to 
be adjusted between the exact French school of Cuvier, 
and the genial catholic theorists, Geoffrey St.-Hilaire, 
Goethe, Davy, and Agassiz. Will it venture into the 
thin and difficult air of that school where the secrets 
of structure are discussed under the topics of mesmerism 

and the twilights of demonology ? ^ ^ 

What will easily seem to many a far higher question 
than any other is that which respects the embodying 
of the Conscience of the period. Is the age we live in 
unfriendly to the highest powers ; to that blending of 
the affections with the poetic faculty which has dis¬ 
tinguished the Religious Ages ? We have a better 
opinion of the economy of nature than to fear that 
those varying phases which humanity presents, ever 
leave out any of the grand springs of human action. 
Mankind for the moment seem to be in search of a 
religion. The Jewish cultiis is declining ; the Divine, or, 
as some will say, the truly Human, hovers, no\y seen, 
now unseen, before us. This period of peace, this hour 
when the jangle of contending churches is hushing or 
hushed, will seem only the more propitious to those who 
believe that man need not fear the want of r^igion, 
because they know his religious constitution,—that he 
must rest on the moral and religious sentiments, as the 
motion of bodies rests on geometry. In the rapid decay 
of what was called religion, timid and unthinking people 
fancy a decay of the hope of man. But the moral and 
religious sentiments meet us everywhere, alike in mar¬ 
kets as in churches. A God starts up behind cotton 
bales also. The conscience of man is regenerated as is 
the atmosphere, so that society cannot be debauched. 
The health which we call Virtue is an equipoise 
which easily redresses itself, and resembles those 
rocking-stones which a child’s finger can move, and 
a weight of many hundred tons cannot overthrow. 

With these convictions, a few friends of good letters 
have thought fit to associate themselves for the conduct 
of a new journal. We have obeyed the custom and 
convenience of the time in adopting this form of a 
Review, as a mould into which all metal most easily 
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runs. But the form shall not be suffered to be an 
impediment. The name might convey the impression 
of a book of criticism, and that nothing is to be found 
here which was not written expressly for the Review; 
but good readers know that inspired pages are not 
written to fill a space, l)ut for inevitable utterance ; and 
to such our journal is freely and solicitously open, even 
though everything else be excluded. We entreat the 
aid of every lover of truth and right, and let these 
principl s entreat for us. We rely on the talents and 
industry of good men known to us, but much more 
on the magnetism of truth, which is multiplying and 
educating advocates for itself and friends for us. We 
rely on the truth for and against ourselves. 
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T homas CARLYLE is an immense talker, ^ 

extraordinary in his conversation as in his 

writing,—I think even more so. 

He is not mainly a scholar, like the most of my 
acquaintances, but a practical Scotchman,^ such as you 
would find in any saddler’s or iron-dealer s shop, and 
then only accidentaUy and by a surprising addition, the 
admirable scholar and writer he is. If you would know 
precisely how he talks, just suppose Hugh Whelan 
(the gardener) had found leisure enough in addition to 
all his daily work to read Plato and Shakespeare, Augi^- 
tine and Calvin, and, remaining Hugh Whelan all the 
time, should talk scornfully of all this nonsense of 
books that he had been bothered with, and you shall 
have just the tone and talk and laughter of Carlyle. 

I called him a trip-hammer with an ^olian attach¬ 
ment.” He has, too, the strong religious tinge you some¬ 
times find in burly people. That, and aU his qualities, 
have a certain virulence, coupled though it be in his case 
with the utmost impatience of Christendom and Jew- 
dom and all existing presentments of the good old story. 
He talks like a very unhappy man—profoun^y soli¬ 
tary, displeased and hindered by all men and thinp 
about him, and. biding his time, meditating how to 
undermine and explode the whole world of nonsense 
which torments him. He is obviously greatiy respected 
bv aU sorts of people, understands his own value quite 
as well as Webster, of whom his behaviour sometimes 
reminds me, and can see society on his own terms. 

And though no mortal in America could pretend to 
talk with Carlyle, who is also as remarkable in England 
as the Tower of London, yet neither would he in any 
manner satisfy us (Americans), or begin to_ answer the 
questions which we ask. He is a very national figure, 
iid would by no means bear transplantation, they 

1 Written by Emerson immediately after seeing Carlyle in 1848 ; 
printed in the Proceedings of the Massachusetts Historical Soaety, i88l. 
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keej) Carlyle as a sort of portable cathedral-bell, which 
they like to ]>rodu( e in companies where he is unknown, 
and set a-swinging, to the sur]>rise and consternation 
of ;ill ]>crsons.—bishops, courtiers, scholars, writers,— 
and, as in companies here (in England) no man is named 
or introduced, great is the effect and great the inquiry. 
Forster of Kawdon described to me a dinner at the 
table d'hote of some pro\'incial hotel where he carried 
Carlyle, and where an Irish canon had uttered some- 
thing^ Carlyle began to talk, first to the waiters, and 
then to the walls, and then, lastly, unmistakably to the 
}>riest, in a manner that frightened the whole company. 

Young men, especially those holding liberal opinions, 
j->rcss to see him, but it strikes me like being hot to see 
the mathematical or (ireek professor before they have 
got their lesson. It needs something more than a clean 
shirt and reading German to visit him. He treats them 
with contempt ; they profess freedom and he stands 
for slavery ; they ju'aise re]niblics and he likes the 
Russian ('/ar : they admire Cobden and free trade and 
lie is a protectionist in jxditical economy ; they wiU 
eat vegetables ami drink water, and he is a Scotchman 
who thinks English national character has a pure 
enthusiasm for beef and mutton,—describes with gusto 
the crowds of people who gaze at the sirloins in the 
dealer’s shop-window, and even likes the Scotch night- 
caj); they juaise moral suasion, he goes for murder, 
money, caj-iital jninishment. and other ]u-etty abomina¬ 
tions of luiglish law. 'I hey wi>h freedom of the press, 
and he thinks the first thing he would do. if he got into 
Parliament, would be to turn out the rejiorters, and 
stop all manner of mischievous ; peaking to Buncombe, 
and wind-bags. “ In the Long Parliament.” he says, 
“ the only great Parliament, thev sat secret and silent, 
grave as an ecumenical council, and I know not what 
they would have done to anvbodv that had got in there 
and attempted to tell out of doors what they did.” 
They go for free institutions, for letting things alone, 
and only giving opportunitv and motive to every man; 
he for a stringent government, that shows wople what 
they must do. and makes them do it. ‘ Here,” he 
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says, “ the Parliament gathers up six millions of pounds 
every year to give to the poor, and yet the people starve. 
I think if they would give it to me, to provide the poor 
with labour, and with authority to make them work 
or shoot them,—and I to be hanged if I did not do it,— 
I could find them in plenty of Indian meal.” 

He throws himself readily on the other side. If you 
urge free trade, he remembers that every labourer is a 
monopolist. The navigation laws of England made its 
commerce. “St. John was insulted by the Dutch; he 
came home, got the law passed that foreign vessels 
should pay high f:es, and it cut the throat of the Dutch, 
and made the English trade.” If you boast of the 
growth of the country, and show him the wonderful 
results of the census, he finds nothing so depressing as 
the sight of a great mob. He saw once, as he told me, 
three or four miles of human beings, and fancied that 
“ the airth was some great cheese, and these were mites.” 
If a Tory takes heart at his hatred of stump-oratory and 
model republics, he replies, “ Yes, the idea of a pig- 
lieaded soldier who will obey orders, and fire on his 
own father at the command of his officer, is a great 
comfort to the aristocratic mind.” It is not so much 
that Carlyle cares for this or that dogma, so that he 
likes genuineness (the source of all strength) in his 
companions. 

If a scholar goes into a carnp of lumbermen or a 
gang of riggers, those men will quickly detect any 
fault of character. Nothing will pass with them but 
what is real and sound. So this man is a hammer that 
crushes mediocrity and pretension. He detects weakness 
on the instant, and touches it. He has a vivacious, 
aggressive temperament, and unimpressionable. The 
literary, the fashionable, the political man, each fresh 
from triumphs in his own sphere, comes eagerly to see 
this man, whose fun they have heartily enjoyed, sure of 
a welcome, and are struck with despair at the first 
onset. His firm, victorious, scoffing vituperation strikes 
them with chill and hesitation. His talk often reminds 
you of what was said of Johnson : “ If his pistol missed 
fire he would knock you down wth the butt-end. 
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Mere intellectual partisanship wearies him; he 
detects in an instant if a man stands for any cause to 
which he is not born and organicaUy comrnitted. A 
natural defender of anything, a lover who will live and 
die for that which he speaks for, and who does not care 
for him or for anything but his own business, he respecU ; 
and the nobler this object, of course, the better. He 
hates a literary trifler, and if, after Guizot had been 
a tool of Louis Philippe for years, he is now to come and 
write essays on the character of Washington, on The 
.Beautiful/’ and on “ Philosophy of History, he thinks 

that nothing. r \ 

Great is his reverence for realities, — lor all such 

traits as spring from the intrinsic nature of the 
He humours this into the idolatry of strength. A 
strong nature has a charm for him, previous, it would 
seem to aU inquiry whether the force be divine or dia¬ 
bolic. He preaches, as by cannonade, the doctrine 
that every noble nature was made by God, and contains, 
if savage passions, also fit checks and grand impulses, 
and, however extravagant, will keep its orbit and return 


from far. ... 

Nor can that decorum which is the idol of the English¬ 
man, and in attaining w'hich the Englishnmn exceeds 
iill nations, win from him any obeisance. He is eaten 
uji with indignation against such as desire to make a 

fair show in the flesh. 

Combined with this warfare on respectabilities, and 
indeed, pointing all his satire, is the seventy of his 
moral sentiment. In proportion to the peals of laughter 
amid which he strips the plumes of a pretender and 
shows the lean hypocrisy to every vantage of ridicule, 
does he worship whatever enthusiasm, fortitude, love, or 

other sign of a good nature is in a man. v u- 

riiere is nothing deeper in his constitutiori than his 
humour, than the considerate, condescending good¬ 
nature with which he looks at every object in existence, 
as a man might look at a mouse. He feels that the per¬ 
fection of health is sportiveness, and will not look grave 

even at dulness or tragedy. 

His guiding genius is his moral sense, his perception 
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of the sole importance of truth and justice ; but that 
is a truth of character, not of catechisms. He says, 
There is properly no religion in England. Ihese idle 
nobles at Tattersall's—there is no work or word of 
serious purpose in them ; they have this great lying 
Church ; and life is a humbug.” He prefers Cambridge 
to Oxford, but he thinks Oxford and Cambridge educa¬ 
tion indurates the young men, as the Stp hardened 
Achilles, so that when they came forth of them, they 
say ” Kow we are proof; we have gone through all 
the degrees, and are case-hardened against the veracities 
of the Universe; nor man nor God can penetrate 


Wellington he respects as real and honest, and as 
having made up his mind, once for all, that he will not 
have to do with any kind of a lie. Edwin Chadwick is 
one of his heroes, —who proposes to provide every 
house in London with pure water, sixty gaUons to every 
head, at a penny a week ; and in the decay and down¬ 
fall of all religions, Carlyle thinks that the only religious 
act which a man nowadays can securely perform is to 


wash himself well. ^ « o i.u 

Of course the new French revolution of 1845 was the 

best thing he had seen, and the teaching this^ great 

swindler, Louis Philippe, that there is a God’s justice 

in the Universe, after all, was a great satisfaction. 

Czar Nicholas was his hero ; for in the ignominy ot 

Europe, when all thrones fell like card-hous^, and no 

man was found with conscience enough to fire a gun 

for his crown, but every one ran away m a coucou, with 

his head shaved, through the Bam^re de 

remained who believed he was put there by God Alrnighty 

to govern his empire, and, by the help of God, had 

resolved to stand there. , , , x- 

He was very serious about the bad times ; he had 

seen this evil coming, but thought it would not come m 
his time. But now ’tis coming, and the only good he 
sees in it is the visible appearance of the gods- ^e 
thinks it the only question for wise men, of a 

and fine fancies and poetry and such things, to address 
themselves to the problems of society. This confusion 
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is the inev'itable end of such falsehoods and nonsense 
as they have been embroiled with. 

Carlyle has, best of all men in England, kept the manly 
attitude in his time. He has stood for scholars, asking 
no scliolar what he should say. Holding an honoured 
place in the best society, he has stood for the people, 
for the Chartist, for the pauper, intrepidly and scornfully 
teaching the nobles their peremptory duties. 

His errors of opinion are as nothing in comparison 
with this merit, in my judgment. This aplomb cannot 
be mimicked ; it is the speaking to the heart of the 
thing. And in England, where the morgue of aristoc¬ 
racy has very slowly admitted scholars into society,— 
a very few houses only in the high circles being ever 
opened to them.—he has carried himself erect, made 
himself a power confessed by all men, and taught scholars 
their lofty duty. He never feared the face of man. 



239 


EZRA RIPLEY, D.D.' 

E zra RIPLEY was bom May i, 1751 (O.S.), at 

Woodstock, Connecticut. He was the fifth of 
the nineteen children of Noah and Lydia (Kent) Ripley. 
Seventeen of these nineteen children married, and it is 
stated that the mother died leaving nineteen children, 
one hundred and two grandchildren and ninety-six 
great-grandchildren. The father was born at Hingham, 
on the farm purchased by his ancestor, William Ripley, 
■of England, at the first settlement of the town ; which 
farm has been occupied by seven or eight generations. 
Ezra Ripley followed the business of farming till sixteen 
years of age, when his father wished him to be qualified 
to teach a grammar school, not thinking himself able 
to send one son to college without injury to his other 
children. With this view, the father agreed with the 
late Rev, Dr. Forbes of Gloucester, then minister of 
North Brookfield, to fit Ezra for college by the time 
he should be twenty-one years of age, and to have 
him labour during the time sufficiently to pay for his 

instmction, clothing and books. 

But, when fitted for college, the son could not be con¬ 
tented with teaching, which he had tried the preceding 
wdnter. He had early manifested a desire for learning, 
and could not be satisfied without a public education. 
Always inclined to notice ministers, and frequently 
attempting, when only five or six years old, to imitate 
them by preaching, now that he had become a professor 
of religion he had an ardent desire to be a preacher ot 
the gospel. He had to encounter great difficulties, 
but, through a kind providence and the patronage ot 
Dr. Forbes, he entered Harvard University, July, ^77^* 
The commencement of the Revolutionary Y ar greatly 
interrupted his education at college. ^^^^775» 
senior year, the college was removed from Cambridge o 
this town. The studies were much broken up. Many 
of the students entered the army, and the class never 

‘ Written for the Concord Social Club. 
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returned to Cambridge. There were an unusually large 
number of distinguished men in this class of 1776 : 
Christopher Gore, Governor of Massachusetts^ and 
Senator in Congress; Samuel Sewall, Chief Justice of 
Massachusetts ; George Thacher, Judge of the Supreme 
Court; Royall Tyler. Chief Justice of Vermont; and 
the late learned Dr. Prince, of Salem. 

Mr. Ripley was ordained minister of Concord, 
November 7, 1778. He married, November 16, 1780, 
Mrs. Phebc (Bliss) Emerson, then a widow of thirty-nine, 
with five children. They had three children : Samuel, 
born May ii, I 78 r, Daniel Bliss, born August i, 1784; 
Sarah, born April 8, 1789. He died Septenaber 21, 1841. 

To these facts, gathered chiefly from his own diary, 
and stated nearly in his own words, I can only add a few 

traits from memory. , .t. xt 

He was identified with the ideas and forms of the New 

England Church, which expired about the same time 
with him, so that he and his coevals seemed the rear 
guard of the great camp and army of^ the Puritans, 
which, however in its last days declining into formalism, 
in the heyday of its strength had planted and liberated 
America. It was a pity that his old meeting-house 
should have been modernized in his time. I am sure all 
who remember both will associate his form with what-* 
ever was grave and droll in the old, cold, unpainted, 
uncarpeted, square-pewed meeting-house, with its four 
iron-gray deacons in their little box under the piUpit,— 
with Watts’s hymns, with long prayers, rich with the 
diction of ages ; and not less with the report like mus¬ 
ketry from the movable scats. He and his contempor¬ 
aries, the old New England clergy, were believers in what 
is called a particular providence,—certainly, as they held 
it, a very particular providence,—following the narrow¬ 
ness of King David and the Jews, who thought the 
universe existed only or mainly for their church and 
congregation. Perhaps I cannot better illustrate this 
tendency than by citing a record from the diary of 
the father of his predecessor,' the minister of Malden, 


' Kev. Joseph Kmcrson 
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•written, in the blank leaves of the almanac for the year 
1735. The minister writes against January 31st : 
“ Bought a shay for 27 pounds, 10 shillings. The Lord 
grant it may be a comfort and blessing to my family.” 
In March following he notes : “ Had a safe and comfort¬ 
able journey to York.” But April 24th, we find: 
“ Shay overturned, with my wife and I in it, yet neither 
of us much hurt. Blessed be our gracious Preserver. 
Part of the shay, as it lay upon one side, went over my 
wife, and yet she was scarcely anything hurt. How 
wonderful the preservation.” Then again, May 5th : 
“ Went to the beach with three of tiie children. The 
beast, being frightened when we were all out of the shay, 
overturned and broke it. I desire (I hope I desire it) 
that the Lord would teach me suitably to repent this 
Providence, to make suitable remarks on it, and to be 
suitably affected with it. Have I done well to get me a 
shay ? Have I not been proud or too fond of this con¬ 
venience ? Do I exercise the faith in the Divine care 
and protection which I ought to do ? Should I not be 
more in my study and less fond of diversion ? Do I not 
withhold more than is meet from pious and charitable 
uses ? ” Well, on 15th May we have this ; ” Shay 
brought home; mending cost thirty shillings. Favoured 
in this respect beyond expectation.” i6th May : “ My 
wife and I rode together to Rumney Marsh. The beast 
frighted several times.” And at last we have this 
record, June 4th : ” Disposed of my shay to Rev. Mr. 
White.” 

The same faith made what was strong and what was 
weak in Dr. Ripley and his associates. He wp a per¬ 
fectly sincere man, punctual, severe, but just and 
charitable, and if he made his forms a strait-jacket to 
others, he wore the same himself all his years. ^ Trained 
in this church, and very well qualified by his natural 
talent to work in it, it was never out of his mind. He 
looked at every person and thing from the parochial 
point of view. I remember, when a boy, driving about 
Concord with him, and in passing each house he told the 
story of the family that lived in it, and especially he 
gave me anecdotes of the nine church members who had 
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made a division in the church in the tirne of his pre¬ 
decessor, and showed me how every one of the mne had 
come to bad fortune or to a bad end. His prayers for 
rain and against the lightning, “ that it may not lick up 
our spirits; and for good weather ; and against sick¬ 
ness and insanity ; “ tliat we have not been tossed to and 
fro until the dawning of the day, that we have not been a 
terror to ourselves and others ; ” are well remembered, 
and his own entire faith that these petitions were not to 
be overlooked, and were entitled to a favourable answer. 
Some of those around me will remember one occasion of 
severe drought in this vicinity, when the late Rev. Mr. 
Goodwin offered to relieve the Doctor of the duty of 
leading in iiraycr ; but the Doctor suddenly remember- 
ing the season, rejected his offer with some humour, as 
with an air that said to all the congregation, ‘‘This is no 
time for you young Cambridge men ; the affair, sir, is 
getting serious. 1 will pray myself. August 

afternoon, when I was in his hayfield helping him with 
his man to rake ui> his hay, I well remember his pleading, 
almost reproachful looks at the sky, when the thundei 
gust was coming up to spoil his hay. He raked very 
fast, then looked at the cloud, and said, \\ c are in the 
Lord’s hand ; mind your rake, George ! We are in the 
Lord's hand ; ” and seemed to say, “ You know me j 
this held is mine,—Dr. Ripley’s,—thine own scr\'ant! 

He used to tell the story of one of his old friends, the 
minister of Sudbury, who, being at the Thursday lecture 
in Boston, heard the ofTiciating clergyman praying tor 
rain. As soon as the service was over, he went to the 
petitioner, and said, “ You Boston ministers, as soon as 
a tulip wilts under your windows, go to church and pray 
for rain, until all Concord and Sudbury are under water. 

I once rode with him to a house at Kine Acre Corner to 
attend the funeral of the father of a family. He men¬ 
tioned to me on the way his fears that the oldest son, 
who was now to succeed to the farm, was becoming 

* ^ ^ t % ^ A ^ 

intemperate 
addressed 

condole v. j — —., 

“ Sir, I knew your great-grandfather. When I came 


i now to succeed to the farm, was becoming 
ate. We ]uesently arrived, and the p^ctor 
d each of the mourners separately: “ Sir, 1 
with you.” “:Madam, I condole with you. 
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to this town, your great-grandfather was a substantial 
farmer in this very place, a member of the church, and an 
excellent citizen. Your grandfather followed him, and 
was a virtuous man. Now your father is to be carried to 
his grave, full of labours and virtues. There is none of 
that large family left but you, and it rests with you to 
bear up the good name and usefulness of your ancestors. 
If you fail, Ichabod, the glory is departed. Let us pray.*’ 
Right manly he was, and the manly thing he could always 
say. I can remember a little speech he made to me, 
when the last tie of blood which held me and my brothers 
to his house was broken by the death of his daughter. 
He said, on parting, “ I wish you and your brothers to 
come to this house as you have always done. You will 
not like to be excluded ; I shall not like to be neglected,” 

When “ Put ” Merriam, after his release from the 
state prison, had the effrontery to call on the Doctor as 
an old acquaintance, in the midst of general conversation 
Mr. Frost came in, and the Doctor presently said, ” Mr. 
Merriam, my brother and colleague, Mr. Frost, has come 
to take tea with me. I regret very much the causes • 
(which you know very well) which make it impossible 
for me to ask you to stay and break bread with us.” 
With the Doctor’s views it was a matter of religion to say 
thus much. He had a reverence and love of society, and 
the patient, continuing courtesy, carrying out every 
respectful attention to the end, which marks what is 
called the manners of the old school. His hospitality 
obeyed Charles Lamb’s rule, and ” ran fine to the last.” 
His partiality for ladies was always strong, and was by 
no means abated by time. He claimed privilege of years, 
was much addicted to kissing; spared neither maid, 
wife, nor widow, and, as a lady thus favoured remarked 
to me, “ seemed as if he was going to make a meal of 
you.” 

He was very credulous, and as he was no reader of 
books or journals, he knew nothing beyond the columns 
of his weekly religious newspaper, the tracts of his sect, 
and perhaps the Middlesex Yeoman. He was the easy 
dupe of any tonguey agent, whether colonizationist or 
anti-papist, or charlatan of iron combs, or tractors, or 



244 MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 

iihrcnology, or magnetism, who went by. At the tirne 
wlicn Jack Downing's letters were m every PM'’cr. he 
rcircatccl to me at table some ot the particulars of that 
gSman's intimacv with General Jackson m a manner 
that betrayoil to me at once that he took the whole for 
fact. 'I'o undeceive him, I hastened to recall some par- 
ticuiars to show the absurdity of the thuig, as the Major 

and tlic President going out skating ■( 

etc “ Wliy,” said the Doctor with perfect faith, it 
was a bright moonlight night; ” and I am not sure that 
he did not die in the belief in the reality ot Major Down¬ 
ing Like other credulous men, he was opinionativc, 
aiui, as I well remember, a great browbeater of the poor 
old fathers who still survived from the iQth of Ajiril to 
the end that they should testify to his history as he had 

" nc*^was'a man so kind and sympathetic, his character 

was so transj.aront, and his nierits so ,4 

observers, that he was very justly ajiprcciatcd in this 
community. Ho was a natural gentleman, no dani^^y 
but courtly, hosjiitablc, manly and public-spinted , his 
nature soci.il, his house ojien to all men. \\ e rcmeml c 
the remark made by the old farmer who used to tra^el 
hither from Maine, that no horse from tl'c EasUrn 
country would go by the Doctor's gate Travellers from 
the West and Nortli and South bear the like testimony. 
His brow was serene .and ojicn to his visitor, for he loved 
men and he liad no studies, no occupations, which com- 
iiaiiy could interriijit. His friends were his study and 
to see them loosened his talents and his tongue. In his 
house dwelt order and luaidence and plenty. There was 
no waste and no stint. He was open-h.anded and just 
and generous. Ingratitude and me.anness in his bene¬ 
ficiaries did not wear out his compassion ; he bore the 
insult, and the next dav his basket for the begga^ his 
horse and cliaisc for tlie cripjile, were at their door. 
Tlioimh he knew the value of a dollar as well as another 
man vet he loved to buy dearer and sell cheaper than 
others. He subscribed to all charities, and it is no 
retlection on others to say that ho was the most public- 
spirited man in the town. The late Dr. Gardiner, in a 
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funeral sermon on some parishioner whose virtues did 
not readily come to mind, honestly said, “ He was good 
at fires.” Dr. Ripley had many virtues, and yet all will 
remember that even in his old age, if the fire-bell was 
rung, he was instantly on horseback with his buckets 
and bag. 

He showed even in his fireside discourse traits of that 
pertinency and judgment, softening ever and anon into 
elegancy, which make the distinction of the scholar, and 
which, under better discipline, might have ripened into 
a Bentley or a Person. He had a foresight, when he 
opened his mouth, of all that he would say, and he 
marched straight to the conclusion. In debate in the 
vestry of the Lyceum, the structure of his sentences was 
admirable ; so neat, so natural, so terse, his words fell 
like stones ; and often, though quite unconscious of it, 
his speech was a satire on the loose, voluminous, draggle- 
tail periods of other speakers. He sat down when he had 
done. A man of anecdote, his talk in the parlour was 
chiefly narrative. We remember the remark of a gentle¬ 
man who listened with much delight to his conversation 
at the time when the Doctor was preparing to go to 
Baltimore and Washington, tliat ” a man who could tell 
a story so well was company for kings and John Quincy 
Adams.” 

Sage and savage strove harder in him than in any of 
my acquaintances, each getting the mastery by turns, 
and pretty sudden turns : ” Save us from the extremity 
of cold and these violent sudden changes.” “The 
society will meet after the Lyceurn, as it is difficult to 
bring people together in the evening,—and no moon. 

” Mr. N. F. is dead, and I expect to hear of the death of 
]\Ir. B. It is cruel to separate old people from their 

wives in this cold weather.” 

With a very limited acquaintance with books, his 
knowledge was an external experience, an Indian wisdom, 
the observation of such facts as country life for nearly a 
century could supply. He watched with interest the 
garden, the field, the orchard, the house and the barn, 
horse, cow, sheep and dog, and all the common objects 
that engage the thought of the farmer. He kept his eye 



46 


jMIScellaneous pieces. 


on the horizon, and knew the weather like a sea-captain. 
The usual cx]icrienccs of men, birth, marriage, sickness, 
death, burial; the common temptations; the common 
ambitions he studied them all, and sympathized so 
well in these that he was excellent company and counsel 
to all, even the most humble and ignorant. With 
extraordinary states of mind, with states of enthusiasm 
or enlarged speculation, he had no sympathy, and pre¬ 
tended to none. He was sincere, and kept to his point, 
and his mark was never remote. His conversation was 
strictly personal and apt to the party and the occasion. 
An eminent skill he had in saying dithcult and unspeak¬ 
able things; in delivering to a man or a woman that 
which all tiieir other friends had abstained from saying, 
in uncovering the bandage from a sore place, and apply¬ 
ing the surgeon's knife with a truly surgical spirit. Was 
a man a sot, or a spendthrift, or too long time a bachelor, 
or siwi)ecled of some hidden crime, or had he quarrelled 
with his wife, or collared his father, or was there any 
cloud or suspicious circumstances in his behaviour, the 
good ]>astor knew his way straight to that point, believ¬ 
ing himself entitled to a full explanation, and whatever 
relief to the conscience of both parlies plain speech could 
effect was sure to be i>rocurcd. In all svich passages he 
justified himself to the conscience, and commonly to the 
love, of the persons concerned. He was the more com¬ 
petent to these searching discourses from his knowledge 
of family history. He knew everybody's grandfather, 
and seemed to address each person rather as the repre¬ 
sentative of his house and name, than as an individual. 
In him have perished more local and personal anecdotes 
of this village and vicinity than are possessed by any 
survivor. Tliis intimate knowledge of families, and this 
skill of speech, and still more, his sympathy, made him 
incominirable in his parochial visits, and in his exhorta¬ 
tions and prayers. He gave himself up to his feelings, 
and said on the instant the best things in the world, 
^lany and many a felicity he had in his prayer, now for¬ 
ever lost, which defied all the rules of all the rhetoricians. 
He did not know when he was good in prayer or sermon, 
for he had no literature and no art; but he believed. 
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and therefore spoke. He was eminently loyal in his 
nature, and not fond of adventure or innovation. By 
education, and still more by temperament, he was 
engaged to the old forms of the Kew England Church. 
Not speculative, but affectionate ; devout, but with an 
extreme love of order, he adopted heartily, though in its 
mildest form, the creed and catechism of the fathers, 
and appeared a modern Israelite in his attachment to 
the Hebrew history and faith. He was a man very 
easy to read, for his whole life and conversation were 
consistent. All his opinions and actions might be 
securely predicted by a good observer on short acquaint¬ 
ance. My classmate at Cambridge, Frederick King, told 
me from Governor Gore, who was the Doctor’s classmate, 
that in college he was called Holy Ripley. 

And now, in his old age, when all the antique Hebraism 
and its customs are passing away, it is fit that he too 
should depart,—most fit that in the fall of laws a loyal 
man should die. 
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SAi\IUEL HOAR.* 

H ere is a day on which more public good or evil 
is to be done than was ever done on any day. 
And this is the pregnant season, when our old Roman, 
Samuel Hoar, has chosen to quit this world. Ah iniquo 
certamine indignahundiis rcccssit. 

He was born under a Christian and humane star, 
full of mansuetude and nobleness, honour and charity; 
and, whilst he was willing to face every disagreeable 
duty, whilst he dared to do all that might beseem a man, 
his self-respect restrained him from any foolhardiness. 

'I he Homeric heroes, when they saw the gods mingling in 
lljo fray, sheathed their swords. So did not he feel any 
call to make it a contest of person;d strength with mobs 
or nations ; but when he saw the day and the gods went 
against him, he withdrew, but with an unaltered belief. 
All was conquered pmter alroccm auinuim Catouis. 

At the time wlien he went to South Carolina 
as the ('ommissioner of Massachusetts, in 1S44, whilst 
staying in Charleston, ]H'nding his corres]''ondence with 
the governor and the leg^U oiEcers, he was repeatedly 
warned that it was not safe for him to appear in public, or 
to lake his daily walk, as he had done, unattended by his 
friends, in the streets of the city. He was advised to with¬ 
draw to ])rivate lodgings, which were cagerlv offered him 
by friencls. He rejecteil the advice, and refused the offers, 
saying that “ he was old, and his life was not worth 
nmch, but he h.id rather the boys should troll his old head 
like a football in their streets, than that he should hide 
it.’* And he continued the uniform practice of his daily 
walk into all parts of the city. But when the mob of 
Charleston was assembled in the streets before his 
hotel, and a deputation of gentlemen waited upon him 
in the hall to say they had come with the unanimous 
voice of the state to remove him by force, and the 
carriage was at the door, he considered his duty 


^ I'loin Putnam’s Mag;\/ine, Dec. 1S56. 
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discharged to the last point of possibility. The force 
was apparent and irresistible; the legal officer s pa 
was up ; it was now time for the military officer to be 
sent; and he said, “ Well, gentlemen, since it is y^r 
pleasure to use force, I must go. But his opinion 

In hke manner now. when the votes of the Free 
States as shown in the recent election in the btate 
of Pennsylvania, had disappointed the hopes of man¬ 
kind and^etrayed the cause of freedom, 
the question of justice and liberty, for his a^e, lost, and 
had^o longer the will to drag h.s days througl the 
dishonours of the long defeat, and promptly %\ithdre\ , 
but with unaltered belief. 

He was a very natural, but a very high character 
a man of simple tastes, plain and true m speech, with 

a clear perception of justice, and a perfe „recise 
thereto in his action ; of a strong ""derstandm„, precise 
and methodical, which gave him great em. ence m the 
legal profession. It v/as rather his i 
severe method in his intellect than any specu 
in his studies that caused him to be offered the mathe 

matical chair in Harvard University, when vacant m 

1806. The severity of his logic might have 

fear, had it not been restrained by "^itural reveren ^ 

which made him modest and courteous thou h hi 

courtesy had a grave and almost i"'‘i ary a r He 

combined a uniform self-respect with a "=^tu' 

for every other man ; so that it was per 

him to associate with {arjnem, and with P^'"’ ^ 

educated, poor men, and he had a stro c, 

interest in^ farms, and crops, and 

common incidents of rural life. It was ju nlain 

him to meet on the same floor, and "'Ah the same plam 

courtesy, men of distinction and ^ ^ ^t+pntive to 

fond of farm-, and trees, fond of birds, f ^ attentive^to 

their manners and habits ; addicted to o S 

walks; temperate to asceticism, for 

experience was lost on him, and his se ' poverty 

perfect. Though rich, of a plamnep and ^ImoH poverty 

of personal expenditure, yet liberal of his money to a y 
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worthy use, readily lending it to young men, and in¬ 
dustrious men, and by no means eager to reclaim of 
them either the interest or the principal. He was open- 
handed to every cliarity, and every public claim that 
had any show of reason in it. When I talked with him 
one day of some inequality of taxes in the town, he said, 
“it was his practice to pay whatever was demanded; 
for, though he might think the taxation large and very 
uneqindly ])roportioned, yet he thought the money might 
as well go in this way as in any other.” 

The strcngtli and the beauty of the man lay in the 
natural goodness and justice of his mind, which, in 
manhood and in old age, after dealing all his life with 
weighty private and public interests, left an infantile 
innocence, of which we have no second or third ex- 
am]}le,—the strength of a chief united to the modesty 
of a child. He returned from courts or congresses to 
sit down, witli unaltered humility, in the church or in 
the town-house, on the plain wooden bench where 
honour came and sat down beside him. 

He was a man in whom so rare a spirit of justice 
visibly dwelt, that if one had met him in a cabin or in 
a forest he must still seem a public man, answering as 
sovereign state to sovereign state ; and might easily 
suggest Milton’s ])icture of John Bradshaw, that “he 
was a consul from whom the fasces did not depart with 
the year, but in private seemed ever sitting in judgment 
on kings.” Everybody knew where to find him. What 
he said, that would he do. But he disdained any arts 
in liis speech: he was not adorned with any graces of 
rhetoric, 

“ lUil simple Iruth his utmost skill.** 


So cautious was he, and tender of the truth, that he 
sometimes wearied his audience with the pains he took 
to qualify and verify his statements, adding clause on 
clause to do justice to all bis conviction. He had little 
or no ]iowcr of generalization. But a plain wa^^ he had 
of putting his statement with all his might, and now 
and then borrowing the aid of a good story, or a farmer’s 
phrase, whose force had imprinted it on his memory. 
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and, by the same token, his hearers were bound to 
remember his point. 

The impression he made on juries was honourable 
to him and them. For a long term of years, he was at 
the head of the bar in Middlesex, practising, also, in 
the adjoining counties. He had one side or the other 
of every important case, and his influence was reckoned 
despotic, and sometimes complained of as a bar to public 
justice. Many good stories are still told of the perplexity 
of jurors who found the law and the evidence on one 
side, and yet Squire Hoar had said that he believed, on 
his conscience, his client entitled to a verdict. And 
what Middlesex jury, containing any God-fearing men 
in it, would hazard an opinion in flat contradiction 
to what Squire Hoar believed to be just ? He was 
entitled to this respect; for he discriminated in the 
business that was brought to him, and would not 
a rotten cause ; and he refused very large sums offered 
him to undertake the defence of criminal persons. 

His character made him the conscience of the com¬ 
munity in which he lived. And in many a town it was 
asked, “What does Squire Hoar think of this? unci 
in political crises he was entreated to write a few lines 
to make known to good men in Chelmsford, or *lurl- 
borough, or Shirley, what that opinion was. I used to 
feel that his conscience was a kind of meter of the degree 
of honesty in the country, by which on each occasion 
it was tried, and sometimes found wanting. I am sorry 
to say he could not be elected to Congress a second 

time from Middlesex. ^ 

And in his own town, if some important end was t 
be gained, — as for instance, when the county com¬ 
missioners refused to rebuild the burned court-house, on 
the belief that the courts would be transferred irom 
Concord to LoweU,—all parties combined to send :\ir. 
Hoar to the Legislature, where his presence and ’ 

of course, secured the rebuilding; and, of A.i 

having answered our end, we passed him by an 

somebody else at the next term. u a ^ 

His head, with singular grace in its hnes, had a re¬ 
semblance to the bust of Dante. He re tame 
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last the erectness of his tall but slender forni, and not 
less the full strength of his mind. Such was, in old age, 
the beauty of his person and carriage, as if the mind 
radiated, and made the same impression of probity on 
all beholders. His beauty was pathetic and touching 
in these latest days, and, as now appears, it awakened 
a certain tender fear in all who saw him, that the costly 
ornament of our homes and halls and streets was speedily 
to be removed. \ et how solitary he looked, day by day 
in the world, this man so revered, this man of public 
life, of large acquaintance and wide family connection! 
Was it some reserve of constitution, or was it only the 
lot of excellence, that with aims so pure and. single, 
lie seemed to pass out of life alone, and, as it were, 
unknown to those who were his contemporaries and 

familiars ? 

[The rest of this paper is from the “ Monthly Religious 
Magazine,” Jan. 1857.] 

Mr. Hoar was distinguished in his profession by the 
grasp of his mind, and by the simplicity of his means. 
His ability lay in the clear apprehension and the power¬ 
ful statement of the material points of his case. He soon 
])ossessod it, and he never possessed it better, and he 
was ecpially ready at any moment to state the facts. 
He s.iw what was essential and refuted whatever was 
not, so that no man embarrassed himself less \yith a 
needless array of books and evidences of contingent 
lie 

These tactics of the lawyer were the tactics of his 
life. lie had uniformly the air of knowing just what 
he wanted and of going to that in the shortest way. 
It is singular that his character should make so deep an 
impression, standing and working as he did on so common 
a ground. He was neither spiritualist nor man of genius 
nor of a literary nor an executive talent. In strictne^ 
the vigour of his understanding was directed on the 
ordinary domestic and municipal well-being. Society had 
reason to cherish him, for he was a main pillar on which 
it leaned. The useful and practical superabounded m 
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his mind, and to a degree which might be even comic 
to voung and poetical persons. If he spoke of the 
eng^ement of two lovers, he called .a contra^ 
Nobody cared to speak of thoughts o'-“Pirations to a 
black-letter lawyer, who only studied to keep men o 
of prison, and their lands out of attachment Had ^u 
read Swedenborg or Plotinus to he would ha 

waited tiU you had done, and answered 

Revised Statutes. He had an affinity ’ 

but it was a taste rather than a pursuit and of the 

modern sciences he liked to read 

ceoloKv Yet so entirely was this respect to the gioii u 

plan and substructure of society a "f 

from the order of his mind, and not foi t'^Uing com 

modity,” that it was admirable, as every ^ork of na 

is. and like one of those Ham> 

weighing tons, which are found in Aeworth New Hamp 

shire, not less perfect in their angles f 

only less beautiful, than the transparent topazes an _ 

diamonds. ^leantime, whilst his a ‘ , societ\' 

fession led him to guard if there 

a more disinterested person did not . 
were regions of knowledge not open . ’ jj 

pretend to them. His modesty was s.ncere^ H^ ha ^ 

a childlike innocence and a native temper^c , 
left him no temptations, and enabled ^t 
every comer with a free and disengage y 

had no memory in it 

“ Of wrong and outrage with which earth is filled- 

No person was more keenly ^o the stabs^whicl^the 

ambition and avarice of men inflic , , approached 

dwelt in eternal sunshine. Uf+lp country 

He had his birth and breeding in a WUeJou ^ J 

town, where the old religion exis manners and 

spent all his energy in creating punty of manners 


254 


1 \IISCELLANE 0 US PIECES. 


careful education. No art or practice of the farm was 
unknown to him, and the farmers greeted him as one 
of themselves, whilst they paid due homage to his 
powers of mind and to his virtues. 

He lov’cd the dogmas and the simple usages of his 
cliurch ; was always an honoured and sometimes an 
active member. He never shrunk from a disagreeable 
duty. In the time of the Sunday laws he was a tithing 
man ; under the Maine Law he was a prosecutor of the 
liquor dealers. It seemed as if the New England church 
had formed him to be its friend and defender ; the 
lover and assured friend of its parish by-laws, of its 
ministers, its rites, and its sociiil reforms. He was a 
model of those formal but reverend manners which make 
what is called a gentleman of the old school, so called 
under an impression that the style is passing away, but 
wliich, I suppose, is an optical illusion, as there are 
always a few more of the class remaining, and always 
a few young men to whom tliesc manners arc native. 

I have spoken of his modesty ; he had nothing to say 
about himself: and his sincere admiration was com¬ 
manded by certain heroes of the profession, like Judge 
Parsons and Judge Marshall, Mr. Mason and Mr.Webster. 
When some one said, in his ])rcsence, that Chief Justice 
Marshall was failing in his intellect, Mr. Hoar remarked 
that “ Judge Marshall could afford to lose brains enough 
to furnish three or four common men, before common 
men would find it out.” He had a huge respect for Mr. 
Webster's ability, with whom he had often occasion to 
try his strength at the bar, and a proportionately deep 
regret at Mr. Webster’s political course in his later 
years. 

There was no elegance in his reading or tastes beyond 
the crystal clearness of his mind. He had no love of 
]>oetry ; and I liave heard that the only verse that he 
was c\'cr known to quote was the Indian rule : 

“ When tlic oaks are in the gray, 

Tl)cn, fanners, plant away.” 

But I find an elegance in his quiet but firm withdrawal 
from all business in the courts which he could drop 
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without manifest detriment to the interests involved 
(and this when in his best strength), and his self-dedica¬ 
tion thenceforward to unpaid services of the Temper¬ 
ance and Peace and other philanthropic societies, the 
Sunday Schools, the cause of Education, and specially 
of the University, and to such political activities as a 
strong sense of duty and the love of order and of freedom 
urged him to forward. 

Perfect in his private life, the husband, father, friend, 
he was severe only with himself. He was as if on terms 
of honour with those nearest him, nor did he think a 
life-long familiarity could excuse any omission of cour¬ 
tesy from him. He carried ceremony finely to the last. 
But his heart was all gentleness, gratitude and bounty. 

With beams December planets dart, 

His cold eye truth and conduct scanned ; 

July was in his sunny heart, 

October in his liberal hand. 



256 


MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 


JOHN BROWN : SPEECH AT BOSTON.* 

Mr. Chairman and Fellow Citizens: 

I SHARE the sympathy and sorrow which have 
l^roucdit us together. Gentlemen who have pre¬ 
ceded me have well said tliat no wall of separation could 
here exist. This commanding event which has brought us 
together, eclipses all others which have occurred for a 
long time in our history, and I am very glad to sec that 
this sudden interest in the hero of Harpers Feny has 
provoked an extreme curiosity in all parts of the Re¬ 
public. in regard to the details of his history. E\ery 
aiUH-dote is eagerly sought, and I do not wonder that 
gentlemen find traits of relation readily between him 
and themselves. One linds a relation m the church, 
another in the ]n-ofession. anotlier in the place of his 
birth, lie was hai>pilv a representative of the Ameri^can 
Reiniblic. C aptain john Brown is a farmer, the fifth 
in descent from Peter Brown, who came to Plymouth 
in the MavfloiVi'r. in i()20. All the six have been 
farmers. His grandfather, of Simsbury, in Connecticut, 
w'as a caiitain in the Revolution. His father, largely 
interested as a raiser of stock, became a contractor to 
supiily the armv with beef, in the war of 1S12, and our 
Captain ]ohn Ihown, then a boy, with his father, w-as 
iirescnt and witnessed the surrender of General Hull. 
He cherishes a great respect for his father, as a man ot 
strong character, and his respect is probably ]ust hor 
himself, he is so transparent that all men see him through. 
He is a man to make friends wherever on earth courage 
and integrity are esteemed, the rarest of heroes, a pure 
idealist, with no by-ends of his own. :Many of you have 
seen him, and every one who has heard lum speaK 
has been impressed alike by his simple, artlc^ good¬ 
ness, joined with his sublime courage. He joins that 

1 Speech at a meeting for the relief of the family 

(UliveredatTrcmont Temple, Hoston. November iS. 

tlic next speech are reprinlctl from ** Kchocs of Harper s berr), 

by James Red path, 1S60. 
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perfect Puritan faith which brought his fifth ancestor 
to Plymouth Rock, with his grandfather’s ardour in the 
Revolution. He believes in two articles—two instru¬ 
ments shall I say ?—the Golden Rule and the Declara¬ 
tion of Independence ; and he used this expression in 
conversation here concerning them, “ Better that a 
whole generation of men, women and children should 
pass away by a violent death, than that one word of 
either should be violated in this country.” There is 
a Unionist,—there is a strict constructionist for you. 
He believes in the Union of the States, and he conceives 
that the only obstruction to the Union is Slavery, and 
for that reason, as a patriot, he works for its abolition. 
The Governor of Virginia has pronounced his eulogy in 
a manner that discredits the moderation of our timid 
parties. His own speeches to the court have interested 
the nation in him. What magnanimity, and what 
innocent pleading, as of childhood! You remember 
his words : ” If I had interfered in behalf of the rich, 
the powerful, the intelligent, the so-called great, or any 
of their friends, parents, wives, or children, it would all 
have been right. No man in this court would have 
thought it a crime. But I believe that to have 
interfered as I have done, for the despised poor, was 
not wrong, but right.” 

It is easy to see what a favourite he will be with 
history, which plays such pranks with temporary 
reputations. Nothing can resist the sympathy which 
all elevated minds must feel with Brown, and through 
them the whole civilized world; and if he must suffer, 
he must drag official gentlemen into an immortality 
most undesirable, and of which they have already some 
disagreeable forebodings. Indeed, it is the rediictio ad 
absitrdiim of Slavery, when the Governor of \ irginia is 
forced to hang a man whom he declares to be a man 
of the most integrity, truthfulness and courage he 
ever met. Is that the kind of man the gallows is built 
for ? It were bold to affirm that there is within that 
broad Commonwealth, at this moment, another citizen 
as worthy to live, and as deserving of all pubhc and 
private honour, as this poor prisoner. 

VOL. IV. ^ 
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But we arc here to think of relief for the family of 
loim Brown. To my eyes, that family looks very arge 
.and very needy of relief. It comprises his brave fellow- 
sufferers in tlm Charlestown Jail; the fugitives stiU 
hunted in the mountains of Virginia and Pennsylvania ; 
the sympathizers with him in all the States ; and I may 
say almost every man who loves the Golden Rule and 
the Declaration of Independence, like him, and who 
sees what a tiger's thirst threatens him in the malignity 
of inihlic sentiment in the Slave States, It seems to 
mt* that a common feeling joins the people of Massa- 
clmsrtts with him. I said John Brown w^s an ideMist. 
He believed in his ideas to that extent that he existed 
to put tliem all into action ; he said, lie did not 
iK'lieve in moral suasion;—he believed in putting the 
thing through.” He saw how deceptive the forms are. 
We fancy, in Massachusetts, that we are free ; yet it 
seems the Government is cpiite unreli.able. Great wealth, 
great iiopiilation, men of talent in the Executive, on the 
Bench,-.all the forms right,—and yet, life and freedom 
are not sate. Why ? Because the judges rely on the 
forms, and do not, like John Brown, use their eyes to 

see the tact beliind the forms. 

They assume that the United States can protect its 
witness or its juisoner. And, in Massachusetts, that 
is true, but the moment he is carried out of the bounds 
of Massachusetts, the United States, it is notorious, 
afford no protection at all; the Government, the 
jiulges, are an envenomed party, and give such pro¬ 
tection as they give in Utah to honest citizens, or in 
Kansas ; sucli i>rotection as they gave to their owm 
Commodore Paulding, when he was simple enough to 
mistake the formal instructions of his Government for 
their real meaning. The state judges fear collision 
between their two allegiances; but there are worec 
evils than collision; namely, the doing substantial in¬ 
justice. A good man will see that the use of a 
judge is to secure good government, and wh^e the 
citizen’s we;d is imperilled by abuse of the Fedem 
l>owcr, to use that arm which can secure it, viz., the 
local government. Had that been done on certain 
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calamitous occasions, we should not have seen the 
honour of Massachusetts trailed in the dust, stained to 
all ages, once and again, by the ill-timed formalism of 
a venerable Bench. If judges cannot find law enough 
to maintain the sovereignty of the State, and to protect 
the life and freedom of every inhabitant not a criminal, 
it is idle to compliment them as learned and venerable. 
What avails their learning or veneration ? At a pinch, 
they are of no more use than idiots. After the mischance 
they wring their hands, but they had better never have 
been born. A Vermont Judge Hutchinson, who has 
the Declaration of Independence in his heart; a Wis¬ 
consin judge, who knows that laws are for the protection 
of citizens against kidnappers, is worth a court house 
full of lawyers so idolatrous of forms as to let go the 
substance. Is any man in Massachusetts so simple as 
to believe that when a United States Court in Virginia, 
now, in its present reign of terror, sends to Connecticut, 
or New York, or Massachusetts, for a witness, it wants 
him for a witness ? No ; it wants him for a party ; 
it wants him for meat to slaughter and eat. And your 
habeas corpus is, in any way in which it has been, or, I 
fear, is likely to be used, a nuisance, and not a protection ; 
for it takes away his right reliance on himself, and the 
natural assistance of his friends and fellow-citizens, by 
offering him a form which is a piece of paper. 

But I am detaining the meeting on matters which 
others understand better. I hope, then, that in ad¬ 
ministering relief to John Brown’s family, we shall 
remember all those whom his fate concerns, all who are 
in sympathy with him, and not forget to aid him in 
the best way, by securing freedom and independence 
in Massachusetts. 
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JOHN BROWN : SPEECH AT SALEM. 

Mr. Ch.mkman : 

I HAVE been struck with one fact, that the best 
orators who have added their praise to Iiis fame,— 
and I need not go out of this house to find the purest 
eloquence in tlie country,—have one riviU wlio comes 
off a little better, and that is John* Brown. Every 
thing that is said of him leaves peojde a little dissatis¬ 
fied ; but as soon as they read his own speeches and 
letters they are heartily contented,—such is tlic single¬ 
ness of j)urj)ose which justifies him to the head and the 
lieart of all. Taught by this experience, I mean, in the 
few remarks I have to make, to cling to his history, or 
let him sj)eak for himself. 

Jolm Brown, the founder of liberty in Kansas, was 
born in Torrington, Litchfield County, Conn., in iSoo. 
When he was five years old his father emigrated to Ohio, 
and tlie l)oy was there set to keep sheep and to look 
after cattle and dress skins ; he went bareheaded and 
b.irelooted, and clothed in buckskin. He said tliat he 
loved rough jday, could never have rough play enough; 
could not sec a seedy hat without wishing to jnill it off. 
But for this it needed that the playmates should be 
equal; not one in fine clothes and the other in buck¬ 
skin ; not one his own master, hale and hearty, and 
the other watched and whipped. But it chanced that 
in Pennsylvania, where he was sent by his father to 
collect cattle, he fell in with a boy whom he heartily 
liked and whom he looked iq^on as his superior. This 
boy was a slave ; he saw him beaten with an iron 
shovel, and otherwise maltreated ; he saw that this 
boy had nothing better to look forward to in life, whilst 
he himself was ])etted and made much of; for he was 
much considered in the family where he then stayed, 
from the circumstance that this boy of twelve years had 
conducted alone a drove of cattle a hundred miles. But 


* Delivered iU ihe Brown Relief Meeting, held January 6, lS6o. 
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the coloured boy had no inend and no future. This 
worked such indignation in him that he swore an oath 
of resistance to Slavery as long as he lived. And thus 
his enterprise to go into Virginia and run off fiv’e hun¬ 
dred or a thousand slaves was not a piece of spite or 
revenge, a plot of two years or of twenty years, but the 
keeping of an oath made to Heaven and earth forty- 
seven years before. Forty-seven years at least, though 
I incline to accept his own account of the matter at 
Charlestown, which makes the date a little older, when 
he said, “ This was all settled millions of years before 
the world was made.’' 

He grew up a religious and manly person in severe 
poverty ; a fair specimen of the best stock of New 
England; having that force of thought and that sense 
of right which are the warp and woof of greatness. 
Our farmers were orthodox Calvinists, mighty in the 
Scriptures ; had learned that life was a preparation, a 
“ probation,” to use their word, for a higher world, 
and was to be spent in loving and serving mankind. 

Thus was formed a romantic character absolutely 
without any vulgar trait ; living to ideal ends, without 
any mixture of self-indulgence or compromise, such as 
lowers the value of benevolent and thoughtful men we 
know; abstemious, refusing luxuries, not sourly and 
reproachfully but simply as unfit for his habit, quiet 
and gentle as a child in the house. And, as happens 
usually to men of romantic character, his fortunes were 
romantic. Walter Scott would have delighted to draw 
his picture and trace his adventurous career. A shep¬ 
herd and herdsman, he learned the manners of animals, 
and knew the secret signals by w'hich animals com¬ 
municate. He made his hard bed on the mountains 
with them ; he learned to drive his flock through thickets 
all but impassable ; he had all the skill of a shepherd 
by choice of breed and by wise husbandry to o^lain the 
best wool, and that for a course of years. And the 
anecdotes preserved show a far-seeing skill and conduct 
which, in spite of adverse accidents, should secure, one 
year with another, an honest rew’ard, first to the farmer, 
and aftei^vards to the dealer. If he kept sheep, it was 
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with a royal mind ; and if he traded in wool, he was a 
merchant j)rince, not in the amount of wealth, but in 
the protection of the interests confided to him. 

I am not a little surj^rised at the eai'.y effrontery with 
which political gentlemen, in and out of Congress, take 
it uj'jon them to say that there are not a thousand men 
in the North who symj)athize with John Brown. It 
would be far safer and nearer the truth to say that all 
])eople, in proportion to their sensibility and sclf-rcspcct. 
symj)athi/e with him. For it is impossible to sec 
courage, and di>interestedness. and the lo\’e that casts 
out fear, without sym]>athy. All women are drawn to 
him by tlieir j)redominance of sentiment. All gentle¬ 
men, of course, are on his side. I do not mean by 
“ gentlemen,” people of scented hair and perfumed 
handkerchiefs, but men of gentle blood and generosit3% 

fuUilled with all nobleness.” who, like the Cid, give 
tlic ovitciLst U'per a share of their bed ; like the dying 
Sidney, j>ass the cup of cold water to the wounded 
soldier who neetls it more. For what is the oath of 
gentle blood and knighthood ? \Vhat but to protect 
the weak ami lowly against the strong oppressor ? 

Nothing is more al)suid than to comjdain of this 
sympathy, or to complain of a ]iarty of men united in 
opjiosition to Shivery. As well comjdain of gravity', 
or the ebb of tlie tide. Who makes the Abolitionist ? 


'Fhe Slaveholder. 


The sentiment of mercy is the natural 


recoil which the laws of the universe provide to protect 
mankind from destruction lyy savage )>assions. And 
our blind statesmen go up and down, with committees 
of vigilance and safety, hunting for the origin of this 
new lieres3\ 1 hey' will need a very vigilant committee 
indeed to find its birthplace, and a very strong force 
to root it out. For the arch - Abolitionist, older than 


Brown, and older than the Shenandoah Mountains, is 
Love, whose otlier name is Justice, which was before 
Alfred, before Lycurgus, before Slavery, and will be 
after it. 
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H enry DAVID THOREAU was the last male 

descendant of a French ancestor who came to 
this country from the Isle of Guernsey. His character 
exhibited occasional traits drawn from this blood, m 
singular combination with a very strong Saxon genius. 

He was born in Concord, Massachusetts, on the 12th 
of Tulv 1817. He was graduated at Harvard College 
in i 8 s 7 , but without any literary distinction. An 
iconoclast in literature, he seldom thanked colleges for 
their service to him, holding them in small esteem 
whilst yet his debt to them was important After 
leaving the University, he joined his brother teaching 
a private school, which he soon renounced His /her 

was a manufacturer of lead-pencils, and 
himself for a time to this craft, believing he could make 
a better pencil than was then iii use. After completing 
his experiments, he exhibited his \york to chemists and 
artists in Boston, and having obtained their ceitificates 
to its excellence and to its equality with the b«t London 
manufacture, he returned home contented. His friends 
congratulated him that he had now opened his way to 
fortune. But he replied, that he should never make 
another pencil. ‘ ‘ Why should I ? 1 would not do 

again what I have done once.” He resumed his endless 
wXs and misceUaneous studies, making every day 
Tome new acquaintance with Nature, though as yet 
never speaking of zoology or botany, since, though 
very s?Sdious of natural facts, he was incurious of 

technical 3.nd textual science* v / 

At this time, a strong, healthy youth Lesh from 

college, whilst all his companions were choosing then 
profe^ssion. or eager to begin some lucrative emploj ment 
It was inevitable that his thoughts should be exercised 
on the same question, and it required rare decision to 

1 Prefixed to Thoreau’s Exmrsiom, published at Boston in 1863. 
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refuse all the accustomed paths and keep his solitary 
freedom at the cost of disappointing the natural ex- 
])ectations of his family and friends: all the more 
clifhcult that he had a perfect probity, was exact in 
securing his own independence, and in holding every 
man to the like duty. But Thoreau never faltered. 
He was a born ])rotestant. He declined to give up his 
large ambition of knowledge and action for any narrow 
craft or profession, aiming at a much more comprehen¬ 
sive calling, the art of living well. If he slighted and 
defied the oj)inions of others, it was only that he was 
more intent to reconcile his j)racticc with his own belief. 
Never idle or self - indulgent, he preferred, when he 
wanted money, earning it by some juecc of manual 
labour agreeable to him, as building a boat or a fence, 
j)lanting, grafting, surveying, or other short work, to 
any long engagements. With his liardy habits and 
few wants, his skill in woodcraft, and his powerful arith¬ 
metic, he was very comjx'tent to live in any part of the 
world. It would cost him less time to sup])ly his wants 
than anotlier. He was therefore secure of his leisure. 

A natuiiU skill for mensuration, growing out of his 
matliematical knowledge, and his habit of ascertaining 
the measures and distances of objects which interested 
him, the size of trees, the dei>th and extent of ponds and 
rivers, the heights of mountains, and the air-line dis¬ 
tance of his favourite summits,—this, and his intimate 
knowledge of tlie territory about Concord, made him 
drift into the ]>rofession of land-surveyor. It had the 
advantage for Itim that it led him continually into new 
and secluded grounds, and helped his studies of Nature. 
His accuracy and skill in this work were readily appre¬ 
ciated, and he found all the employment he wanted. 

He could easily solve the problems of the surveyor, 
but he was daily beset with graver questions, which he 
manfully confronted. He interrogated every custom, 
and wished to settle all his practice on an ideal foun¬ 
dation. He w.as a protestant « ontrancc, and few lives 
contain so many renunciations. He was bred to no 
jM ofession ; ho never married; he lived alone; he 
never went to church ; he never voted ; he refused to 
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pay a tax to the State ; he ate no flesh, he drank no 
wine ; he never knew the use of tobacco ; and, though 
a naturalist, he used neither trap nor gun. He chose, 
wisely no doubt for himself, to be the bachelor of thought 
and Nature. He had no talent for wealth, and knew 
how to be poor without the least hint of squalor or 
inelegance. Perhaps he fell into his way of living 
without forecasting it much, but approved it with later 
wisdom. “ I am often reminded,” he wrote in his 
journal, “ that if I had bestowed on me the wealth of 
Croesus, my aims must be still the same, and my means 
essentially the same.” He had no temptations to fight 
against,—no appetites, no passions, no taste for elegant 
trifles. A fine house, dress, the manners and talk of 
highly cultivated people were all thrown a\vay on him. 
He much preferred a good Indian, and considered these 
refinements as impediments to conversation, wishing 
to meet his companion on the simplest terms. He 
declined invitations to dinner-parties, because there 
each was in every one’s way, and he could not meet the 
individuals to any purpose. “ They make their pride,” 
he said, “ in making their dinner cost much 1 make 
my pride in making my dinner cost little. When 
asked at table what dish he preferred, he answered, 
“The nearest.” He did not like the taste of wine, 
and never had a vice in his life. He said, I have a 
faint recollection of pleasure derived from smoking dried 
lily-stems, before I was a man. I had commonly a supply 
of these, I have never smoked anything more noxious.” 

He chose to be rich by making his wants few, and 
supplying them himself. In his travels, he used the 
railroad only to get over so much country as was un¬ 
important to the present purpose, walking hundreds 
of miles, avoiding taverns, buying a lodging in farmers 
and fishermen’s houses, as cheaper, and more agreeable 
to him, and because there he could better find the men 

and the information he wanted. 

There was somewhat military in his nature, not to 
be subdued, always manly and able, but rarely tend^, 
as if he did not feel himself except in opposition. He 
Avanted a fallacy to expose, a blunder to pillory, I may 
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say required a little sense of victory, a roll of the drum, 
to call his ])o\vers into full exercise. It cost him nothing 
to say No; indeed, he found it much easier than to say 
Yes. It seemed as if his first instinct on hearing a 
proi)osition was to controvert it. so imjiatient was he 
of the limitations of our daily thought. This habit, 
of course, is a little chilling to the social affections; 
and though the companion would in the end acquit him 
of any malice or untruth, yet it mars conversation. 
Hi iu e, no equal comjianion stood in affectionate relations 
with one so pure and guileless. “ I love Henry,” said 
one of his friends. ” but 1 cannot like him; and as for 
taking his arm, 1 should as soon think of taking the arm 
of an elm-tree.” 

Vet. hermit and stoic as he was. he was really fond 
of sympathv. and threw himself heartily and childlike 
into the eonqianv of young people whom he loved, and 
whom he delighted to entertain, as he only could, with 
the \'arie(I and endless anecdotes of his experiences by 
field and river : and he was always ready to lead a huckle¬ 
berry party or a search for chestnuts or grapes. Talking, 
one (lav, of a ]iublic discourse, Henry remarked, that 
whatever succeeded with the audience was bad. I said, 

” Who would not like to write something which all can 
read, like Robinson C rusoe ? and who does not see with 
regret that his t^ige is not solid with a right materialistic 
treatment, which delights everybody ? ” Henry ob¬ 
jected. of course, and vaunted the better lectures which 
reached only a few persons. But. at supper, a young 
girl. uiuU rstanding that ho was to lecture at the Lyceum, 
shai'idy asked him, ” Whether his lecture would be a 
nice, interesting story, such as she wished to hear, or 
whether it was one of those old philosophical things 
that she did not care about.” Henry turned to her, 
and bethought himself, and. I saw, was trying to believe 
that ho had matter that might f\t her and her brother, 
who were to sit up and go to the lecture, if it was a good 
one for them. 

He was a sjieaker and actor of the truth, born such, 
and was ever running into dramatic situations from 
this cause. In any circumstances it interested all 



THOREAU. 


267 


bystanders to know what part Henry would take, and 
what he would say ; and he did not disappoint ex¬ 
pectation, but used an original judgment on each 
emergency. In 1845 he built himself a small framed 
house on the shores of Walden Pond, and lived there 
two years alone, a life of labour and study. This action 
was quite native and fit for him. No one who knew 
him would tax him with affectation. He was more un¬ 
like his neighbours in his thought than in his action. As 
soon as he had exhausted the advantages of that soli¬ 
tude, he abandoned it. In 1847, not approving some 
uses to which the public expenditure was applied, he 
refused to pay his town tax, and was put in jail. A 
friend paid the tax for him, and he was released. The 
like annoyance was threatened the next year. But, 
as his friends paid the tax, notwithstanding his protest, 
I believe he ceased to resist. No opposition or ridi¬ 
cule had any weight with him. He coldly and fully 
stated his opinion without affecting to believe that it 
was the opinion of the company* It was of no conse¬ 
quence if every one present held the opposite opinion. 
On one occasion he went to the University Library to 
procure some books. The librarian refused to lend 
them. Mr. Thoreau repaired to the President, who 
stated to him the rules and usages, which permitted the 
loan of books to resident graduates, to clergymen who 
were alumni, and to some others resident within a circle 
of ten miles’ radius from the College. Mr. Thoreau 
explained to the President that the railroad had de¬ 
stroyed the old scale of distances,—that the library was 
useless, yes, and President and College useless, on the 
terms of his rules,—that the one benefit he owed to the 
College was its library,—that, at this moment, not only 
his want of books was imperative but he wanted a large 
number of books, and assured him that he, Thoreau, 
and not the librarian, was the proper custodian of these. 
In short, the President found the petitioner so for¬ 
midable, and the rules getting to look so ridiculous, that 
he ended by giving him a privilege which in his hands 
proved unlimited thereafter. 

No truer American existed than Thoreau. His prefer- 
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cnee of his country and condition was genuine, and 
his aversation from English and European manners 
and tastes almost reached contempt. He listened im¬ 
patiently to news or hous Jiiots gleaned from London 
circles ; and though he tried to be civil, these anecdotes 
fatigued him. The men were all imitating each other, 
and on a small mould. ^Vhy can they not live 
aOcivt as possible, and cacb be a man by himself ? >> hat 

he sought was the most energetic nature j and he 
wislied to go to Oregon, not to London. “ In every 
part of Great Hritain,” he wrote in his diary, “ are dis¬ 
covered traces of the Romans, tiieir funereal urns, their 
camps, their roads, their dwellings. But New England, 
at least, is not based on any Roman ruins. \\e have 
not to lay the foundations of our houses on the ashes of 

a former civilization.” 

But, idealist as he was. standing for abolition of slavery, 
abolition of tariffs, almost for abolition of govern¬ 
ment, it is needless to say he found himself not only 
unrepresented in actual politics, but almost equally 
o])]ioscd to every class of reformers. Yet he paid the 
tribute of his uniform respect to the Anti-Slavery party. 
Cine man, whose jiersonal acquaintance he had formed, 
he honoured with exceptional regard. Befoie the first 
friendly word iiad been sjiokcn for Captain John Brown, 
after the arrest, he sent notices to most houses in 
Concord that he would s]icak in a public hall on the 
condition and character of John Brown, on Sunday 
evening, and invited all people to come. Ihe Re- 
juiblican C ommittee, the Abolitionist Committee, sent 
liim word that it was premature and not advisable. 
He replied.—" T did not send to you for advice, but to 
announce tliat I am to speak.” The hall was filled at 
an early hour by pcojde of all parties, and his earnest 
(‘ulogy of the liero was heard by all respectfully, by 
many with a sympathy that surprised themselyes. 

It “was saidof Plotinus that he was ashamed of his 
body, and ’tis very likely he had good reason for it. 
—tliat his body was a bad seryant, and he had not 
skill in dealing with the material world, as happens 
often to men of abstract intellect. But Mr. Thoreau 
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was equipped with a most adapted and serviceable 
body. He was of short stature, firmly built, of light 
complexion, with strong, serious blue eyes, and a grave 
aspect,—his face covered in the late years with a be¬ 
coming beard. His senses were acute, his frame well- 
knit and hardy, his hands strong and skilful in the use 
of tools. And there was a wonderful fitness of body 
and mind. He could pace sixteen rods moie accurately 
than another man could measure them with lod and 
chain. He could find his path in the woods at night, 
he said, better by his feet than his eyes. He could 
estimate the measure of a tree very well by his eye ; 
he could estimate the weight of a calf or a pig, like a 
dealer. From a box containing a bushel or more of 
loose pencils, he could take up with his hands fast 
enough just a dozen pencils at every grasp. He was 
a good swimmer, runner, skater, boatman, and would 
probably outwalk most countrymen in a day s journey. 
And the relation of body to mind was still finer than we 
have indicated. He said he wanted eveiy stiide his 
legs made. The length of his walk uniformly made the 
length of his writing. If shut up in the house he did 

not write at all. . 

He had a strong common - sense, like that which 
Rose Flammock, the weaver’s daughter in Scott s 
romance commends in her father, as resembling a 
yardstick, which, whilst it measures dowlas and diaper, 
can equally well measure tapestry and cloth of gold. 
He had always a new resource. When I was planting 
forest trees, and had procured half a peck of acorns, 
he said that only a small portion of them would be 
sound, and proceeded to examine them and select the 
sound ones. But finding this took time, he said, 
think, if you put them all into water, the goodones w 1 
sink;” which experiment we tried with success. He 
could plan a garden or a house or a barn ; would have 
been competent to lead a “ Pacific Exploring Expedi¬ 
tion ; ” could give judicious counsel in the gravest 

private or public affairs. .-c. ^ 

He lived for the day, not cumbered and mortihed 

by his memory. If he brought you yesterday a new 
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proposition, he would bring you to-day another not 
less revolutionary. A very industrious man, and 
setting, like all highly organized men, a high value on 
his time, he seemed the only man of leisure in town, 
idways ready for any excursion that promised well, or 
for conversation prolonged into late hours. His tren¬ 
chant sense was never stopped by his rules of daily 
)rudcncc, but was always up to the new occasion. He 
iked and used the simjdcst food, yet, when some one 
urged a vegetable diet, Thoreau thought all diets a 
very small matter, saying that " the man who shoots 
the ])uffalo liv'es better than the man who boards at 
the Graham House.” He said.—” You can sleep near 
the railroad, and never be disturbed: Nature knows 
very well what sounds arc worth attending to, and 
has made up her mind not to hear the railroad-whistle. 
But things respect the devout mind, and a mental ecstasy 
was never interrupted.” He noted what repeatedly 
l)efell him, that, after receiving from a distance a rare 
>lant, he would presently find the same in his own 
laiints. And those pieces of luck which happen only 
to good |>laycrs haiijK'ncd to him. One day, walking 
witli a stranger, wlio inquired where Indian arrow¬ 
heads could be found, he replied, ” Everywhere,” and, 
stooping forward, jiicked one on the instant from the 
ground. At Mount Washington, in Tuckerman’s Ravine, 
Thoreau had a bad fall, and sprained his foot. As he 
was in the act of getting up from his fall, he saw for the 
first time tlie leaves of tlic Arnica mollis. 

His robust common sense, armed with stout hands, 
keen perceptions, and strong will, cannot yet account 
for the superiority which shone in his simple and hidden 
life. I must add the cardinal fact, that there was an 
excellent wisdom in him, proper to a rare class of men, 
which showed him the material world as a means and 
symbol. This discovery, which sometimes yields to 
poets a certain casual and interrupted light, ser\’ing for 
the ornament of their writing, was in him an unsleeping 
insight ; and whatever faults or obstructions of tempera¬ 
ment might cloud it. he was not disobedient to the 
heavenly vision. . In his youth, he said, one day, ” The 
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other world is all my art; my pencils will draw no 
other ; my jack-knife will cut nothing else ; I do not 
use it as a means.” This was the muse and genius that 
ruled his opinions, conversations, studies, work and 
course of life. This made him a searching judge of men. 
At first glance he measured his companion, and, though 
insensible to some fine traits of culture, could very well 
report his weight and calibre. And this made the 
impression of genius which his conversation sometimes 
gave. 

He understood the matter in hand at a glance, and 
saw the limitations and poverty of those he talked with, 
so that nothing seemed concealed from such terrible 
eyes. I have repeatedly known young men of sensi¬ 
bility converted in a moment to the belief that this was 
the man they were in search of, the man of men, who 
could tell them all they should do. His own dealing 
with them w^as never affectionate, but superior, didactic, 
scorning their petty ways,—very slow'ly conceding, or 
not conceding at all, the promise of his society at their 
houses, or even at his own. “ Would he not walk with 
them ? ” He did not know. There was nothing so 
important to him as his \valk ; he had no walks to throw 
away on company.” Visits were offered him from 
respectful parties, but he declined them. Admiring 
friends offered to carry him at their own cost to tlie 
Yellowstone River,—to the West Indies,—to South 
America. But though nothing could be more grave 
or considered than his refusals, they remind one, in 
quite new relations, of that fop Brummel’s reply 
to the gentleman who offered him his carriage in a 
shower, ” But where will you ride, then ? ”—and what 
accusing silences, and what searching and irresistible 
speeches, battering down all defences, his companions 
can remember ! 

Mr. Thoreau dedicated his genius with such entire 
love to the fields, hills and waters of his native town, 
that he made them known and interesting to all reading 
Americans, and to people over the sea. The river on 
whose banks he was born and died he knew from its 
springs to its confluence with the Merrimac. He had 
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made summer and winter observations on it for many 
years, and at every hour of the day and night. The 
result of the recent survey of the Water Commissioners 
ai)i)ointcd by the State of Massachusetts he had reached 
by his private experiments, several years earlier. Every 
fact which occurs in the bed, on the banks, or in the air 
over it ; tlic fishes, and their sjiawning and nests, their 
manners, tlicir food ; tlie shaddlies wliich fill the air on 
a certain evening once a year, and which arc snapped 
at by the fishes so ravenously that many of these die of 
repletion ; the conical heaps of small stones on the river- 
shallows, one of which heaps will sometimes overfill a 
cart.—these heajis, the luige nests of small fishes; the 
birds which frequent the stream, heron, duck, sheldrake, 
loon, osj^rey; the snake, musk-rat. otter, woodchuck, and 
fox. on the banks; the turtle, frog, hyla, and cricket, which 
made the l)anks vocal.—were Ml known to him. and, as 
it were, townsmen and fellow-creatures; so tliat he felt 
an alisurdity or violence in any narrative of one of 
these by itself apart, and still more of its dimensions on • 
an inch-rule, or in the exhibition of its skeleton, or the 


sj)ecimen of a squirrel or a bird in brandy. He liked to 
speak of the manners of the river, as itself a lawful 
creature, yet with exactness, and always to an observed 
fact. As he knew the river, so the ponds in this region. 

One of the weapons he used, more important to him 
than microscope or alcohol - receiver to other investi¬ 
gators, was a whim which grew on him by indulgence, 
yet aiq)eared in gravest statement, namely, of extolling 
his own town and neighbourhood as the most favoured 
centre for natural observation. He remarked that the 
Flora of Massachusetts embraced almost all the im¬ 
portant plants of America,—most of the oaks, most of 
the willows, the best pines, the ash, the maple, the 
beech, the nuts. He returned Kane’s “ Arctic Voyage 
to a friend of whom he had borrowed it, with the remark, 
that “ Most of the phenomena noted might be observed 
in Concord.” He seemed a little envious of the Pole, 
for the coincident sunrise and sunset, or five minutes^ 
day after six months ; a splendid fact, which Anmirsnuc 
had never afforded him. He found red snow in one of 
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his walks, and told me that he expected to find yet 
the Victoria regia in Concord. He was the attorney 
of the indigenous plants, and owned to a preference of 
the weeds to the imported plants as of the Indian 
to the civilized man, and noticed, with pleasure, that 
the willow bean-poles of his neighbour had grown more 
than his beans. “ See these weeds,’* he said, “ which 
have been hoed at by a million farmers all spring 
and summer, and yet have prevailed, and just now 
come out triumphant over all lanes, pastures, fields, 
and gardens, such is their vigour. We have insulted 
them with low names, too,—as Pigweed, Wormwood, 
Chickweed, Shad-blossom.” He says, ” They have 
brave names, too, — Ambrosia, Stellaria, Amelanchia, 
Amaranth, etc.” 

I think his fancy for referring ever5d;hing to the 
meridian of Concord did not grow out of any ignorance 
or depreciation of other longitudes or latitudes, but was 
rather a playful expression of his conviction of the in- 
differency of all places, and that the best place for each 
is where he stands. He expressed it once in this wise : 
—“ I think nothing is to be hoped from you, if this 
bit of mould under your feet is not sweeter to you to 
eat than any other in this world, or in any world.” 

The other weapon with which he conquered all 
obstacles in science was patience. He knew how to sit 
immovable, a part of the rock he rested on, until the 
bird, the reptile, the fish, which had retired from him, 
should come back and resume its habits, nay, moved by 
curiosity, should come to him and watch him. 

It was a pleasure and a privilege to walk with him. 
He knew the country like a fox or a bird, and passed 
through it as freely by paths of his own. He knew 
every track in the snow or on the ground, and what 
creature had taken this path before him. One must 
submit abjectly to such a guide, and the reward was 
great. Under his arm he carried an old music-book 
to press plants ; in his pocket, his diary and pencil, a 
spy-glass for birds, microscope, jack-knife and twine. 
He wore a straw hat, stout shoes, strong grey trousers, 
to brave scrub-oaks and smilax, and to climb a tree for 
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a hawk’s or a squirrel’s nest. He waded into the pool 
for the water-plants, and his strong legs were no in¬ 
significant ]iart of his armour. On the day I speak of 
he looked for the Menyanthes, detected it across the 
wide ]iool, and, on examination of the florets, decided 
that it had been in flower five days. He drew out of his 
breast-pocket his diary, and read the names of all the 
plants that should bloom on this day, whereof he kept 
account as a banker when his notes fall due. The 
Cypripedium not due till to-morrow. He thought that, 
if waked up from a trance, in this swamp, he could tell 
by the ]>lants what time of the year it was within two 
days. The redstart was flying about, and presently 
the fine grosbeaks, whose brilliant scarlet makes the 
rash gazer wipe his eye, and whose fine clear note 
Thoreau compared to that of a tanager which has got 
rid of its hoarseness. Presently he heard a note which 
lie called that of tlic night-warbler, a bird he had never 
identified, had been in search of twelve years, which 
always, when he saw it, was in the act of diving down 
into a tree or bush, and which it was vain to seek ; the 
only bird which sings indifferently by night and by 
day. I told him he must beware of finding and book¬ 
ing it, lest life should have nothing more to show him. 
He said, “ What you seek in vain for, half your life, one 
day you come full upon all the family at dinner. You 
seek it like a dream, and as soon as you find it you 
become its prey.” 

His interest in the flower or the bird lay very deep 
in his mind, was connected with Nature. — and the 
meaning of Nature was never attempted to be defined 
l)y him. He would not offer a memoir of his observa¬ 
tions to the Natural History Society. ” Why should 
I ? To detach the description from its connections 
in my mind would make it no longer true or valuable 
to me : and they do not wish what belongs to it.” His 
])ower of o])servation seemed to indicate additional 
senses. He saw as with microscope, heard as with ear- 
trumpet, and his memory was a photographic register 
of all he saw and heard. And yet none knew better 
than he that it is not the fact that imports, but the 
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impression or the effect of the fact on your mind. Every 
fact lay in glory in his mind, a type of the order and 
beauty of tlie whole. 

His determination on Natural History was organic. 
He confessed that he sometimes felt like a hound or 
a panther, and, if born among Indians, would have 
been a fell hunter. But, restrained by his Massa¬ 
chusetts culture, he played out the game in this mild 
form of botany and ichthyology. His intimacy with 
animals suggested what Thomas Fuller records of Butler 
the apiologist, that “ either he had told the bees things 
or the bees had told him.*' Snakes coiled round his 
leg ; the fishes swam into his hand, and he took them 
■out of the water ; he pulled the woodchuck out of its 
hole by the tail and took the foxes under his protection 
from the hunters. Our naturalist had perfect magna¬ 
nimity ; he had no secrets : he would carry you to the 
heron’s haunt, or even to his most prized botanical 
swamp,—possibly knowing that you could never find 
it again, yet willing to take his risks. 

No college ever offered him a diploma, or a professor’s 
chair ; no academy made him its corresponding secre¬ 
tary, its discoverer, or even its member. Perhaps 
these learned bodies feared the satire of his presence. 
Yet so much knowledge of Nature’s secret and genius 
few others possessed, none in a more large and religious 
synthesis. For not a particle of respect had he to the 
opinions of any man or body of men, but homage solely 
to the truth itself; and as he discovered everywhere 
among doctors some leaning of courtesy, it discredited 
them. He grew to be revered and admired by his 
townsmen, who had at first known him only as an oddity. 
The farmers who employed him as a surveyor soon 
discovered his rare accuracy and skill, his knowledge 
of their lands, of trees, of birds, of Indian remains, and 
the like, which enabled him to tell every farmer more 
than he knew before of his own farm; so that he began 
to feel a little as if Mr. Thoreau had better rights in his 
land than he. They felt, too, the superiority of char¬ 
acter which addressed all men with a native authority. 

Indian relics abound in Concord,—arrow-heads, stone 
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chisels, pestles, and fragments of pottery ; and on the 
rivcr-bcink, ItxrgG hc3.ps of cltirn-sliGlls 3.ncl 3shes mark 
spots which the savages frequented. These, and every 
circumstance touching the Indian, were important in 
his eyes. His visits to Maine were chiefly for love of 
the Indian. He had the satisfaction of seeing the 
manufacture of the bark - canoe, as well as of trying 
his hand in its management on the rapids. He was 
inquisitive about the making of the stone arrow-head, 
and in his last days charged a youth setting out for the 
Rocky Mountains, to find an Indian who could tell 
him that : “ It was well worth a visit to California to 
learn it.” Occasionally, a small party of Penobscot 
Indians would visit Concord, and pitch their tents for 
a few weeks in summer on the river-bank. He failed 
not to make acquaintance with the best of them; 
though he well knew that asking questions of Indians 
is like catechizing beavers and rabbits. In his last 
visit to Maine l»c had great satisfaction from Joseph 
Polis, an intelligent Indian of Oldtown, who was his 
guide for some weeks. 

He was eqiuUly interested in every natural fact. The 
de])th of his perception found likeness of law throughout 
Nature, and I know not any genius who so swiftly in¬ 
ferred universal law from the single fact. He was no 
peclant of a department. His eye was open to beauty, 
and his car to music. He found these, not in rare 
conditions, but wheresoever he went. He thought the 
best of music was in single strains ; and he found poetic 
suggestion in the humming of the telegraph-wire. 

His poetry might be bad or good ; he no doubt wanted 
a lyric facility and technical skill, but he had the source 
of poetry in his spiritual perception. He was a good 
reader and critic, and his judgment on poetry was to 
the ground of it. He could not be deceived as to the 
presence or absence of the poetic clement in any com¬ 
position, and his thirst for this made him negligent and 
perhaps scornfvil of superficial graces. He could pass 
by many delicate rhythms, but he would have detected 
every live stanza or line in a volume, and knew very 
well where to find an equal poetic charm in prose. He 



THOREx\U. 


277 


■was so enamoured of the spiritual beauty that he held 
all actual written poems in very light esteem in the 
comparison. He admired ^Eschylus and Pindar ; but, 
when some one was commending them, he said that 
iEschylus and the Greeks, in describing Apollo and 
Orpheus, had given no song, or no good one. “ They 
ought not to have moved trees, but to have chanted 
to the gods such a hymn as would have sung all their 
old ideas out of their heads, and new ones in.” His own 
verses were often rude and defective. The gold does 
not yet run pure, is drossy and crude. The thyme 
and marjoram are not yet honey. But if he want lyric 
fineness and technical merits, if he have not the poetic 
temperament, he never lacks the casual thought, show¬ 
ing that his genius was better than his talent. He 
knew the worth of the Imagination for the uplifting 
and consolation of human life, and liked to throw every 
thought into a symbol. The fact you tell is of no 
value, but only the impression. For this reason his 
presence was poetic, always piqued the curiosity to 
know more deeply the secrets of his mind. He had 
many reserves, an unwillingness to exhibit to profane 
eyes what was still sacred in his own, and knew well 
how to throw a poetic veil over his experience. All 
readers of ” Walden ” will remember his mythical 
record of his disappointments :— 

“ I long ago lost a hound, a bay horse and a turtle¬ 
dove, and am still on their trail. Many are the travellers 
I have spoken concerning them, describing their tracks, 
and what calls they answered to. I have met one or 
two who have heard the hound, and the tramp of the 
horse, and even seen the dove disappear behind a cloud ; 
and they seemed as anxious to recover them as if they 

had lost them themselves.” ‘ 

His riddles were worth the reading, and I confide 
that if at any time I do not understand the expression, 
it is yet just. Such was the wealth of his truth, that it 
was not worth his while to use words in vain. His 
poem entitled “ Sympathy ” reveals the tenderness 
under that triple steel of stoicism, and the intellectual 

1 Walden ; p. 20. 
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subtlety it could animate. His classic poem on “ Smoke 
suggests Simonides, but is better than any poem of 
Simonides. His biography is in his verses. His 
hai)itual thought makes all Ins poetry a hymn to the 
Cause of causes, the Spirit which vivifies and controls 
his own :— 

“ I hoarln" get, wito bad bul ears, 

And .•'iL’Iit who had hut eves hcftjro ; 

O a 

I iivHuonts live, wlio lived hut years, 

And iruih discern, who knew bul learning’s lore.*’ 

And still more in these religious lines :— 

“ Now chiefly i.s my natal hour. 

And only now my prime t>f lile ; 

I will not doubt the love untold. 

Which not my worth or want have l>ought. 

Winch wooed me young, and woos nto old, 

And to this eveiting hath me brought.” 


Whilst he used in his writings a certain petulance of 
remark in reference to churches or churchmen, he was 
a jierson of a rare, tender and absolute religion, a person 
incapable of any profanation, by act or by thought. 
Of course, the same isolation which belonged to his 


original thinking and living detached him from the social 
religious forms. This is neither to be censured nor re¬ 
gretted. Aristotle long ago explained it. when he said, 
“ One who surpasses his fellow-citizens in virtue is no 
longer a part of the city, d'hoir law is not for him, 
since he is a law to himself.” 


Thoreau was sincerity itself, and might fortify the 
convictions of prophets in tlie cthicid laws by his holy 
living. It was an athrmative ox]K'rionce which refused 
to be set aside. truth - speaker he, capable of the 


most deep and strict conversation ; a physician to the 
wounds of any soul: a friend, knowing not only the 
secret of friendshi|y but almost worshipped by those 
few persons who resorted to him as their confessor 


and ])ropliet, aiul knew the deep yalue of his mind and 


great lieart. He thought that without religion or 
deyotion of some kind nothing great w;is cyer accom¬ 
plished : and he thought that the bigoted sectarian 
had better bear this in mind. 
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His virtues, of course, sometimes ran into extremes. 
It was easy to trace to the inexorable demand on all 
for exact truth that austerity which made this willing 
hermit more solitary even than he wished. Himself 
of a perfect probity, he required not less of others. He 
had a disgust at crime, and no worldly success would 
cover it. He detected paltering as readily in dignified 
and prosperous persons as in beggars, and with equal 
scorn. Such dangerous frankness was in his dealing 
that his admirers called him “ that terrible Thoreau," 
as if he spoke when silent, and was still present when 
he had departed. I think the severity of his ideal 
interfered to deprive him of a healthy sufficiency of 
human society. 

The habit of a realist to find things the reverse of 
their appearance inclined him to put every statement 
in a paradox. A certain habit of antagonism defaced 
his earlier writings,—a trick of rhetoric not quite out¬ 
grown in his later, of substituting for the obvious word 
and thought its diametrical opposite. He praised wild 
mountains and winter forests for their domestic air, in 
snow and ice he would find sultriness, and commended 
the wilderness for resembling Rome and Paris. It was 

so dry, that you might call it wet.” 

The tendency to magnify the moment, to read all 
the laws of Nature in the one object or one combination 
under your eye, is of course comic to those who do not 
share the philosopher’s perception of identity. To hirn 
there was no such thing as size. The pond was a small 
ocean ; the Atlantic, a large XValden Pond. He re¬ 
ferred every minute fact to cosmical laws. Though he 
meant to be just, he seemed haunted by a certain 
chronic assumption that the science of the day pre¬ 
tended completeness, and he had just found out that 
the savants had neglected to discriminate a particular 
botanical variety, had failed to describe the 
count the sepals. ” That is to say,’ we replied, e 
blockheads were not born in Concord ; but who saia 
they were ? It was their unspeakable misfortune to 
be born in London, or Paris, or Rome ; bu , 
fellows, they did what they could, considering that they 
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never saw Bateman’s Pond, or Nine-Acre Comer, or 
Becky Stow’s Swamp. Besides, what were you sent 
into the world for, but to add this obser\^ation ? ” 

Had his genius been only contemplative, he had 
been fitted to his life, but with his energy and prac¬ 
tical ability he seemed born for great enterprise 
and for command ; and I so much regret the loss of 
his rare powers of action, that I cannot help counting 
it a fault in him that he had no ambition. Wanting 
this, instead of engineering for all America, he was 
the captain of a huckleberry party. Pounding beans 
is good to the end of pounding empires one of these 
days; but, if, at the end of years, it is still only 
beans ! 

But tlicse foibles, real or apparent, were fast vanish¬ 
ing in the incessant growth of a spirit so robust and 
wise, and which effaced its defeats with new triumphs. 
His study of Nature was a perpetual ornament to him, 
and inspired his friends with curiosity to see the world 
through his eyes, and to hear his adventures. They 
j^osscssed every kind of interest. 

He had many elegancies of his own, whilst he scoffed 
at conventional elegance. Thus, he could not bear to 
hear the sound of his own steps, the grit of gravel; 
and therefore never willingly walked in the road, but 
in the grass, on mountains and in woods. His senses 
were acute, and he remarked that by night every dwelling- 
house gives out bad air, like a slaughter - house. He 
liked the jnire fragrance of melilot. He honoured cer¬ 
tain plants with special regard, and, over all, the pond- 
lily,— then, the gentian, and the Mikania scandctis^ 
and “ life-everlasting,” and a bass-tree which he visited 
every year wlicn it bloomed, in the middle of July, He 
thought the scent a more oracular inquisition than the 
sight, — more oracular and trustworthy. The scent, of 
course, reveals what is concealed from the other senses. 
By it he detected earthincss. He delighted in echoes, 
and said they were almost the only kind of kindred 
voices that he heard. He loved Nature so well, was so 
happy in her solitude, that he became very jealous of 
cities and the sad work which their refinements and 
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artifices made with man and his duelling. The^^axe 

was always destroying his forest. ‘ 

said, ^‘they cannot cut down the clouds! 

kinds of fibres are drawn on the blue ground with this 

fibrous white paint.” ^ 

I subioin a few sentences taken from his unpublished 

manuscripts, not only as records of his thought and 

feeling, but for their power of description and literary 

^xcbUcticc 

“ Some circumstantial evidence is very strong, as 

when you find a trout in the milk. , ^ 

“ The chub is a soft fish, and tastes like boiled brown 

^ “ The youth gets together his materials to build a 

bridge to the moon, or, perchance, a 

on the earth, and, at length, the middle-aged man 

concludes to build a wood-shed with them. 

“ DevilVneedles ^zigzagging along the Nut-Meadow 
^'^°°Sugar is not so sweet to the palate as sound to the 

puT'on some hemlock-boughs, and the rich salt 

crackling of their leaves was like mustard ^ ^ ’ 

the crackling of uncountable regiments. Dead tree 

love the fire.” -u i »» 

“ The bluebird carries the sky on his back. ^ .c .. 

“ The tanager flies through the green foliage as 

would ignite the leaves.” '^U 4 - t 

“ If I wish for a horse-hair for ^ 7 fharo 
must go to the stable ; _but the hair-bird, with her sha p 

eyes, goes to the road.” 

“ Immortal water, alive even to the superficies. 

“ Fire is the most tolerable third party. 

“ Nature made ferns for pure leaves, to show what 

she could do in that line.” an 

“ No tree has so fair a bole and so handsome an 

instep as the beech.” . , 

“ How did these beautiful rainbow-tints get i the 

shell of the fresh-water clam, buned m the mu 

bottom of our dark river ? ” 
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“ Hard are the times when the infant’s shoes are 
second-foot.” 

” \Vc are strictly confined to our men to whom we 
give liberty.” 

” Xotliing is so much to be feared as fear. Atheism 
may comparatively be popular with God himself.” 

“ Of wliat significance the things you can forget ? 

A little thought is sexton to all the world.” 

*' How can we expect a harvest of thought who have 
not had a seed-time of character ? ” 

" Only he can be trusted with gifts who can present 
a face of bronze to cxjicctations.” 

” I ask to be melted. You can only ask of the metals 
that they be tender to the fire that melts them. To 
nought else can they be tender.” 

There is a llower known to botanists, one of the same 
genus with our summer plant called ” Life-Everlasting,” 
a CHaphulium like that wliich grows on the most 
inaccessilde cliffs of the Tyrolese mountains, where the 
chamois dare hardly venture, and which the hunter, 
temj)ted by its beauty, and by his love (for it is immensely 
valued by the Swiss maidens), climbs the cliffs to gather, 
and is sometimes found dead at the foot, with the 
flower in his hand. It is called by botanists the Gnapha- 
Hum Iconiopodium, but by the Swiss Edelweiss, which 
signifies Noble Purily, Thoreau seemed to me living 
in the hope to gather this plant, which belonged to 
him of riglit. Tlie scale on which his studies proceeded 
was so large as to require longevity, and we were the 
less juepared for his sudden disappearance. The 
country knows not vet, or in the least ])art, how great 
a son it has lost. It seems an injury tliat he should 
leave in tlie midst his broken task which none else can 
finish,—a kind of indignity to so noble a soul that he 
should dejiart out of Nature before yet he has been 
really shown to his peers for what he is. But he, at 
least, is content. His soul was made for the noblest 
society; he had in a short life exhausted the capa¬ 
bilities of this world ; wherever there is knowledge, 
wherever there is virtue, wherever there is beauty, he 
will find a home. 
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SAADI AND PERSIAN LITERATURE.' 

W HILST the Journal of the Oriental Society 

attests the presence of good Semitic and 
Sanskrit scholars in our colleges, no translator of an 
Eastern poet has yet appeared in America. Of the two 
hundred Persian bards of whose genius Von Hammer 
Purgstall has given specimens to Germany, we have 
had only some fragments collected in journals and 
anthologies. There are signs that this neglect is about to 
be retrieved. In the interval, whilst we wait for trans¬ 
lations of our own, the publishers have wished to give 
this old book, which now for six hundred years has had 
currency in other countries, a popular forrn for the 
American public. Of three respectable English trans¬ 
lations, that of Gladwin has been preferred, for its more 
simple and forcible style ; and the Essay of Mr. James 
Ross, on the Life and Genius of Saadi, has been pre¬ 
fixed. Mr. Gladwin has not thought fit to turn into 
rhyme the passages of verse with which the Gulistan 
is interspersed. It is the less important, that these 
verses are seldom more than a metrical repetition of 

the sentiment of the paragraph. 

The slowness to import these books into our libraries 
—mainly owing, no doubt, to the forbidding difficulty 
of the original languages—is due also in part to some 
repulsion in the genius of races. At first sight, the 
Oriental rhetoric does not please our Western taste. 
Life in the East wants the complexity of European ana 
American existence; and in their writing a certain 
monotony betrays the poverty of the landscape, and o 
social conditions. We fancy we are soon familiar with 
all their images. Majnun and Laila, rose amd 
ingale, parrots and tulips; mosques ’ 

desert, caravan, and robbers; peeps at the » 

bags of gold dinars; slaves, horses, camels, saores, 

' Preface to a reprint of Gladwin*s translation of the Gulistan 
published at Boston, 1865. 
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shawls, pearls, amber, kohol, and henna; insane com¬ 
pliments to the Sultan, borrowed from the language of 
praj^er ; Hebrew and Gueber legends molten into Arab¬ 
esque ;— 'tis a short inventory of topics and tropes, 
which incessantly return in Persian poetry. I do not 
know but, at the first encounter, many readers take 
also an impression of tawdry rhetoric, an exaggeration, 
and a taste for scarlet, running to the borders of the 
negro-fine,—or, if not, yet a pushing of the luxury of 
car and eye where it does not belong, as the Chinese in 
their mathematics employ the colours blue and red for 
algebraic signs, instead of our pitiless x and y. These 
blemishes disappear or diminish on better acquaintance. 
W'herc there is real merit, we are soon reconciled to differ¬ 
ences of taste. The charge of monotony lies more 
against tlie numerous Western imitations than against 
the Persians themselves, and though the torrid, like the 
arctic zone, jnits some limit to variety, it is least felt 
in tlie masters. It is the privilege of genius to play its 
game indifferently with few as with many pieces, as 
Nature draws all her ojnilcnce out of a few elements, 
Saadi exliibits perpetual variety of situation and in¬ 
cident, and an equal depth of experience with Cardinal 
de Retz in Paris, or Doctor Johnson in London. He 
finds room on his narrow canvas for the extremes of 
lot, the ])lay of motives, the rule of destiny, the lesson 
of morals, and the portraits of great men. He has 
furnished the originals of a multitude of tales and 
proverbs which are current in our mouths, and attributed 
i)y us to l ecent writers ; as, for examj)le, the story 
of “ Abraham and the Fire-worshipper,” once claimed 
for Doctor Franklin, and afterwards traced to Jeremy 
Taylor, who prol^ably found it in Olcarius. 

The superlative, so distasteful in the temperate region, 
has vivacity in the Eastern speech. “ A tax-gatherer,” 
says Saadi, ” fell into a place so dangerous, that, from 
fear, a male lion would become a female.” In his com¬ 
pliments to the Shah, he says: ” The incurvated back 
of the sky became straight with joy at thy birth.” Of 
dunces he says, with a double superlative: ” If the 
ass of Christ should go to Mecca, it would come back 
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an ass still.*' It is a saying from I know not what poet : 

If the elegant verses of Dhoair Fariabi fall into thy 
hands, fail not to steal them, though it were in the 
sacred temple of Mecca itself.” But the wildness of 
license appears in poetical praises of the Sultan : ” When 
his bow moves, it is already the last day (for his enemies) : 
whom his onset singles out, to him is life not appointed ; 
and the ghost of the Holy Ghost were not sure of its 

time.” 

But when once the works of these poets are made 
accessible, they must draw the curiosity of good readers. 
It is provincial to ignore them. If. as Mackintosh said, 
(j* whatever is poptilar deserves attention,”)much more 
does that which has fame. The poet stands in strict 
relation to his people : he has the over-dose of their 
nationality. We did not know them, until they declared 
their taste by their enthusiastic welcome of his genius. 
Foreign criticism might easily neglect him, unless their 
applauses showed the high historic importance of his 
powers. In these songs and elegies breaks into light 
the national mind of the Persians and Arabians. The 
monotonies which we accuse, accuse our own. We pass 
into a new landscape, new costurne, new religion, new 
manners and customs, under which humanity nestles 
very comfortably at Shiran and Mecca, wth good 
appetite, and with moral and intellectual results that 
correspond, point for point, with ours at New York 
and London. It needs in every sense a free transla¬ 
tion, just as, from geographical position, the Persians 
attribute to the east wind what we say of the west. 

Saadi, though he has not the lyric flights of Ha^, 
has wit, practical sense, and just moral sentiments. He 
has the instinct to teach, and from every occurrence 
must draw the moral like Franklin. He is the poet of 
friendship, love, self-devotion, and serenity. There is 
a uniform force in his page, and conspicuously a tone 
of cheerfulness, which has almost made his name a 
synonym for this grace. The word Saadi means for¬ 
tunate. In him the trait is no result of levity much 
less of convivial habit, but first of a happy nature, to 
which victory is habitual, easily shedding mishaps, with. 
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sensibility to jilcasurc, and with resources against pain. 
But it also results from the habitual i>erception of the 
beneficent laws that control the world. He inspires in 
the reader a good hoiic. What a contrast between the 
cynical tone of Byron and the benc\’olcnt wisdom of 
Saadi ! 

Saadi has been longer and better known in the Western 
nations than any of his countrymen. By turns, a 
student, a water-carrier, a traveller, a soldier fighting 
against the C hristians in the Crusades, a j^risoner em¬ 
ployed to dig trenches before Tripoli, and an honoured 
poet m his protracted old age at home,—his varied and 
severe e.xpericnce took away all provincial tone, and 
gave him a facility of speaking to all conditions. But 
the commanding reason of his wider popularity is his 
deeper sense, which, in his treatment, expands the local 
forms and tints to a cosmopolitan breadth. Through 
^s Persian dialect he speaks to all nations, and, like 

Homer, Shakespeare, Cervantes, and Montaigne is 
perpetually modern. 

1 o the sprightly but indolent Persians, conversation 
is a game of skill. They wish to measure wit with you, 
and expect an adroit, a brilliant, or a profound answer. 
Many narratives, doubtless, have suffered in the trans¬ 
lation, since a promising anecdote sometimes heralds 
a flat speech. But Saadi’s replies are seldom vulgar. 
His wit answers to the heart of the question, often 
quite over the scope of the inquirer. He has also that 
splendour of exiuession which alone, witiiout wealth 
ol thought, sometimes constitutes a poet, and forces us 
to ponder the problem of style. In his poem on his 
old age, he says : “ Saadi’s whole power lies in his 

sweet words: let this gift remain to me, I care not 
what is taken. 

Tlie poet or thinker must always he, in a rude nation, 
the chief authority on religion. All questions touching 
its truth and obligation will come home to him. at last, 
lor their answer. As he thinks and speaks will intelli¬ 
gent men believe. Iherefore a certain deference must 
be shown him by the iwiests,—a result which conspicu¬ 
ously appears in the history of Hafiz and Saadi. In 
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•common with his countrymen, Saadi gives prominence 
to fatalism,—a doctrine which, in Persia, in Arabia, 
and in India, has had, in all ages, a dreadful 
charm. To all men," says the Koran, “ is their day 
of death appointed, and they cannot postpone it or 
advance it one hour. Wilt thou govern the world 
which God governs ? Thy lot is cast beforehand, and 
whithersoever it leads, thou must follow." ‘‘ Not one 
is among you," said Mahomet, “ to whom is not already 
appointed his seat in fire or his seat in bliss." ^ 

But the Sheik’s mantle sits loosely on Saadi’s shoulders, 
and I find in him a pure theism. He asserts the uni¬ 
versality of moral laws, and the perpetual retributions. 
He cel^rates the omnipotence of a virtuous soul. A 
certain intimate and avowed piety, obviously in sym¬ 
pathy with the feeling of his nation, is habitual to 
him. All the forms of courtesy and of business in daily 
life take a religious tinge, as did those of Europe in the 
Middle Age. 

With the exception of a few passages, of which we 
need not stop to give account, the morality of the 
Gulistan and the Bostan is pure, and so little clogged 
with the superstition of the country, that this does not 
interfere with the pleasure of the modern reader : he 
can easily translate their ethics into his own. Saadi 
praises alms, hospitality, justice, courage, bounty, 
and humility ; he respects the poor, and the kings who 
befriend the poor. He admires royal eminence of 
the dervish or religious ascetic, ( “ Hunger is a cloud, 
out of which falls a rain of eloquence and knowledge : 
when the belly is empty, the body becomes spirit; when 
it is full, the spirit becomes body."^ He praises humilit}': 

^ “ Make thyself dust to do an^dhing well."/ " Ne^ 
Kasbin," he tells us, “a man, of the country of Parthia, 
came forth to accost me, mounted on a tiger. At this 
sight, such fear seized me that I could not flee nor 
move. But he said: ‘ O Saadi, be not surprised at 
what thou seest. Do thou only not withdraw thy neck 
from the yoke of God, and nothing shall be able to 
withdraw its neck from thy yoke.* " 

In a country where there are no libraries and no 
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printing, people must carry wisdom in sentences. 
Wonderful is the inconsecutiveness of the Persian poets. 
European criticism finds that the unity of a beautiful 
whole is everywhere wanting. Not only the story is 
short, but no two sentences are joined. In looking 
tlirough Von Hammer's anthology, culled from a p^a- 
dise of poets, the reader feels this painful discontinuity. 
’Tis sand without lime,—as if the neighbouring desert 
had saharized the mind. It was said of Thomson’s 
“ Seasons.” that the page would read as well by omitting 
every alternate line. Hut the style of Thomson is glue 
and bitumen to the loose and irrecoverable ramble of the 
Oriental hards. No topic is too remote for their rapid 
suggestion. The Ghazal or Kasidah is a chapter of 
proverbs, or juoverbs unchaptered, unthreaded beads 
of all colours, sizes, and values. Yet two topics are sure 
to return in any and every proximity, the mistress and 
the name of the poet. Out of every ambush these leap 
on the unwary reader. Saadi, in the Gulistan, by the 
necessity of the narrative, corrects this arid loosene^^ 
which appears, however, in his odes and elegies, as in 
Hafiz and Jami. As for the incessant return of the 
poet’s name,—which appears to be a sort of registry 
of copyrights,—the Persians often relieve this heavy 
custom by wit and audacious sallies. 

The Persians construct with great intrepidity their 
mythology, and legends of typical man. Jamschid, 
who reigned seven hundred years, and was then driven 
from his throne, is their favourite example of the turns 
of fortune. Karun or Korah, the alchemist, who turned 
all tilings to gold, but perished with his treasures 
at the word of Moses, is their Croesus. Lokman, the 
iT^sop of the East, lived to an enormous age, was the 
great-grandson of Noah, etc. Saadi relates, that 
Lokman, in his last years, dwelt on the border of a 
reedy marsh, where he constructed a cabin, and busied 
himself with making osier baskets. The Angel of 
Death appeared to him, and said : “ Lokman, how is 
it, that, in three thousand years that you have lived 
in the world, you have never known how to build a 
house?” Lokman replied: ”0 Azracl! one would 
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be a fool, knowing that you were always at his heels, 
to set himself at building a house.” Hatim Tai is 
their type of hospitality, who when the Greek emperor 
sent to pray him to bestow on him his incomparable 
horse, received the messenger with honour, and having 
no meat in his tent, killed the horse for his banquet, 
before he yet knew the object of the visit. Nushirvan 
the Just is their Marcus Antoninus, or Washington, to 
whom every good counsel in government is attributed. 
And the good behaviour of rulers is a point to which 
Saadi constantly returns. It is one of his maxims, that 
the “ hons mots of.kings are the kings of bons mots” One 
of these is : “At night thou must go in prayer a beggar, 
if by day thou wilt carry thyself as a king.” Again : 
“ A king is like a great and massive wall: as soon as he 
leans from the perpendicular (of equity), he is near his 
ruin.” Again : “ You, O king, sit in the place of those 
who are gone, and of those who are to come : how can 
you establish a firm abode between two non-existences?” 
Dzoul Noun, of Grand Cairo, said to the Caliph : “ I 
have learned that one to whom you have given power 
in the country treats the subjects with severity, and 
permits daily wrongs and violences there.” The 
Caliph replied : “ There will come a day when I will 
severely punish him.” “ Yes,” returned the other, 
“ you will wait until he has taken aU the goods of the 
subjects; then you will bestir yourself, and snatch 
them from him, and will fill your treasury. But what 
good win that do to your poor and miserable people ? ” 
The king was ashamed, and ordered the instant punish¬ 
ment of the offender. 

It appears, from the anecdotes which Professor Graf 
has rendered from the Calcutta manuscripts, that Saadi 
enjoyed very high respect from the great in his own time, 
and from the Sultan of the Mongohan court; and that 
he used very plain dealing with this last, for the redress 
of grievances which fell under his notice. These, with 
other passages, mark the state of society wherein a 
shepherd becomes a robber, then a conqueror, and then 
sultan. In a rude and religious society, a poet and 
traveller is thereby a noble, and the associate of princes, 
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a teacher of religion, a mediator between the people 
and the prince, and, by his exceptional position, uses 
great freedom with the rulers. The growth of cities 
and increase of trade rapidly block up this bold access 
of trutli to the courts, as the narrator of these events 
in Saadi’s life plainly intimates. “The Sultan, Abaka 
Khan, found great pleasure in the verses. Truly, at 
the present time, no learned men or Sheiks would dare 
to utter such advice, even to a grocer or a butcher ; 
and lienee, also, is the world in such bad plight as we 
can see.” 

The Persians have been called “ the French of Asia ; “ 
and their superior intelligence, their esteem for men of 
learning, their welcome to Western travellers, and their 
tolerance of Christian sects in their territory, as con¬ 
trasted with Turkish fanaticism, would seem to derive 
from the rich culture of this great choir of poets, per¬ 
petually reinforced through five hundred years, which 
again and again has enabled the Persians to refine and 
civilize their conquerors, and to preserve a national 
identity. To the expansion of this influence there is no 
limit; and we wish that the present republication may 
add to the genius of Saadi a new audience in America. 
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ADDRESS AT THE DEDICATION OF THE 
SOLDIERS^ MONUMENT IN CONCORD 

APRIL, 1867. 


Fellow-Citizens : 

T his day is in Concord doubly our calendar day, as 
being the anniversary of the invasion of the town 
by the British troops in 1775, and of the departure of 
the company of volunteers for Washington, in 1861. 
We are all pretty well aware that the facts which make 
to us the interest of this day are in a great degree per¬ 
sonal and local here ; that every other town and city 
has its own heroes and memorial days, and that we can 
hardly expect a wide sympathy for the names and 
anecdotes which we delight to record. We are glad and 
proud that we have no monopoly of merit. We are 
thankful that other towns and cities are as rich ; that 
the heroes of old and of recent date, who made and 
kept America free and united, were not rare or solitary 
growths, but sporadic over vast tracts of the Republic. 
Yet, as it is a piece of nature and the common sense that 
the throbbing chord that holds us to our kindred, our 
friends and our town, is not to be denied or resisted,— 
no matter how frivolous or unphilosophical its pulses,— 
we shall cling affectionately to our houses, our river and 
pastures, and believe that our visitors will pardon us if 
we take the privilege of talking freely about our nearest 
neighbours as in a family party ;—well assured, mean¬ 
time, that the virtues we are met to honour were directed 
on aims which command the sympathy of every loyal 
American citizen, were exerted for the protection of our 
common country, and aided its triumph. 

The town has thought fit to signify its honour for a 
few of its sons by raising an obelisk in the square. It is 
a simple pile enough,—a few slabs of granite, dug just 
below the surface of the soil, and laid upon the top of it; 
but as we have learned that the upheaved mountain, 
from which these discs or flakes were broken, was once 
a glowing mass at white heat, slowly crystallized, then 
uplifted by the central fires of the globe : so the roots of 
the events it appropriately marks are in the heart of the 
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universe. I shall say of this obelisk, planted here in our 
quiet plains, what Richter says of the volcano m the fair 
landscape of Naples : “ Vesuvius stands in this poem of 
Nature, and exalts everything, as war docs the age. 

The art of the architect and the sense of the town have 
made these dumb stones speak; have, if I may borrow 
tiie old language of the church, converted these elements 
from a secular to a sacred and spiritual use ; have made 
them look to the past and the future ; have given them 
a meaning for the imagination and the heart. The sense 
of the town, the olocpient inscriptions the shaft now 
bears, the memories of these martyrs, the noble names 
whicli yet have gathered only their first fame, whatever 
good grows to the country out of the war, the largest 
results, the futvirc power and genius of the land, will go 
on clothing this shaft with daily beauty and spiritual 
life. ’Tis certain that a plain stone like this, standing 
on such memories, having no reference to utilities, but 
only to the grand instincts of the civil and moral man. 
mixes with surrounding nature,—by day, with the 
changing scxisons, by night the stars roll over it gladly, 
becomes a sentiment, a poet, a prophet, an orator, to 
every townsman and passenger, an altar where the noble 
youth shall in all time come to make his secret vows. 

The old Monument, a short half-mile from this house, 
stands to signalize the first Revolution, where the people 
resisted offensive usurpations, offensive taxes of the 
British Parliament, claiming that there should be no 
tax without representation. Instructed by events, 
after the quarrel began, the Americans took higher 
ground, and stood for political independence. But in 
the necessities of the hour, they overlooked the moral 
law, and winked at a practical exception to the Bill of 
Rights they bad drawn up. They winked at the ex¬ 
ception, believing it insignificant. But the moral law, 
the nature of things, did not wink at it, but kept its eye 
wide open. It turned out that this one violation was a 
subtle iioison, whicli in eighty years corrupted the whole 
overgrown body politic, and brought the alternative of 
extirpation of the poison or ruin to the Republic. 

This new Monument is built to mark the arrival of 
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the nation at the new principle,—say, rather, at its 
new acknowledgment, for the principle is as old as 
Heaven,—that only that State can live, in which injury 
to the least member is recognized as damage to the whole. 

Reform must begin at home. The aim of the hour 
was to reconstruct the South ; but first the North had 
to be reconstructed. Its own theory and practice of 
liberty had got sadly out of gear, and must be corrected. 
It was done on the instant. A thunder-storm at sea 
sometimes reverses the magnets in the ship, and south 
is north. The storm of war works the like miracle on 
men. Every democrat who went South came back a 
republican, like the governors who, in Buchanan s time, 
went to Kansas, and instantly took the free - state 
colours. War, says the poet, is 


“ the arduous strife, 

To which the triumph of all good is given.” 

Every principle is a war-note. When the rights of man 
are recited under any old government, every one of them 
is a declaration of war. War civilizes, re-arranges the 
population, distributing by ideas,—the innovators on 
one side, the antiquaries on the other. It opens the eyes 
wider. Once we were patriots up to the town-bounds 
or the State-line. But when you replace the love of 
family or clan by a principle, as freedom, instantly that 
fire runs over the State - line into New Hampshire, 
Vermont, New York and Ohio, into the prairie and 
beyond, leaps the mountains, bridges river and lake, 
burns as hotly in Kansas and California as in Boston 
and no chemist can discriminate between one soil and 
the other. It lifts every population to an equal power 

and merit. , , , • 1 / 

As lone as we debate in council, both sides may form 

their private guess what the event may be or which is 

the strongest. But the moment you cry Evjry man 

to his tent, O Israel! ” the delusions of hope and fear are 

at an endthe strength is now to be tested by the 

eternal facts. There will be no doubt more. The 

world is equal to itself. The secret architecture of 
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things begins to disclose itself; the fact that all things 
were made on a basis of right; that justice is really 
desired by all intelligent beings ; that opposition to it 
is against the nature of things ; and that, whatever may 
happen in tliis hour or that, the years and the centuries 
are always pulling down the wrong and building up the 
nght. 

The war made the Divine Providence credible to 
many wlio did not believe the good Heaven quite 
honest. Every man was an abolitionist by conviction, 
but did not believe that his neighbour was. The opinions 
of masses of men, w'hich the tactics of primary caucuses 
and the proverbial timidity of trade had concealed, the 
war discovered; and it was found, contrary to all 
popular belief, that the country was at heart abolitionist, 
and for the Union was ready to die. 

As cities of men arc the first effects of civilization, and 
also instantly causes of more civilization, so armies, 
whicli are only wandering cities, generate a vast heat] 
and lift the spirit of the soldiers who compose them to 
tlic boiling ])oint. The armies mustered in the North 
were as much missionaries to the mind of the country 
as they were carriers of material force, and had the vast 
advantage of carrying whitlicr they marched a higher 
civilization. Of course, there are noble men every¬ 
where, and there arc such in the South ; and the noble 
know the noble, wherever they meet ; and we have all 
heard passages of generous and exceptional behaviour 
exhibited by^ individuals there to our officers and men, 
during the war. But the common people, rich or poor, 
were the narrowest and most conceited of mankind, as 
arrogant as the negroes on the Gambia River ; and, by 
the way, it looks as if the editors of the Southern press 
were in all times selected from this class. The invasion 
of Noithern farmers, mechanics, engineers, tradesmen, 
lawyeis and students did more than forty years of peace 
had done to educate the South. “ This will be a slow 
business,” writes our Concord captain home, ” for we 
have to stop and civilize the peojde as we go along.” 

It is an interesting part of the history, the manner 
jn which this incongruous militia were made soldiers* 



ADDRESS AT THE SOLDIERS’ MONUMENT. 295 


That was done again on the Kansas plan. Oui* farmers 
went to Kansas as peaceable, God-fearing men as the 
members of our school-committee here. But when the 
Border raids were let loose on their villages, these people, 
who turned pale at home if called to dress a cut finger, 
on witnessing the butchery done by the Missouri riders 
on women and babes, were so beside themselves with 
rage, that they became on the instant the bravest 
soldiers and the most determined avengers. And the 
first events of the war of the Rebellion gave the like 
training to the new recruits. 

All sorts of men went to the war,—the roughs, men 
who liked harsh play and violence, men for whom 
pleasure was not strong enough, but who wanted pain, 
and found sphere at last for their superabundant energy ; 
then the adventurous type of New Englander, with his 
appetite for novelty and travel; the village politician, 
who could now verify his newspaper knowledge, see the 
South, and amass what a stock of adventures to retail 
hereafter at the fireside, or to the well - known com¬ 
panions on the Mill-dam ; young men, also, of excellent 
education and polished manners, delicately brought up ; 
manly farmers, skilful mechanics, young tradesmen, men 
hitherto of narrow opportunities of knowing the world, 
but well taught in the grammar-schools. But perhaps in 
every one of these classes were idealists, men who went 
from a religious duty. I have a note of a conversation 
that occurred in our first company, the morning before the 
battle of Bull Run, At a halt in the march, a few of our 
boys were sitting on a rail fence talking together whether 
it was right to sacrifice themselves. One of them said, 
“ he had been thinking a good deal about it, last night, 
and he thought one was never too young to die for a prin¬ 
ciple.” One of our later volunteers, on the day when he 
left home, in reply to my question. How can you be 
spared from your farm, now that your father is so ill ? 
said : ” I go because I shall always be sorry if I did not 
go when the country called me. I can go as well as 
another.” One wrote to his father these words:— 
” You may think it strange that I, who have always 
naturally rather shrunk from danger, should wish to 
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enter the army ; but there is a higher Power that tunes 
the Iicarts of men, and enables them to see their duty 
and gives them courage to face the dangers with which 
those duties are attended." And the captain writes 

home of another of his men.—" B- comes from a 

sense of duty and love of country, and these are the 
soldiers you can depend upon." 

None of us can have forgotten how sharp a test to 
try our peaceful people with, was the first call for troops. 
I doubt not many of our soldiers could repeat the con¬ 
fession of a youth whom I knew in the beginning of the 
war. who enlisted in New York, went to the field, and 
died early. Before his departure he confided to his 
sister that he was naturally a coward, but was deter¬ 
mined that no one should ever find it out; that he had 
long trained himself by forcing himself, on the suspicion 
of any near danger, to go directly up to it, cost him what 

it might, ^ct it is from this temperament of 
sensibility that great heroes have been formed. 

Our first comj>any was led by an ofiicer who had 
grown up m this village from a boy. The older among 
us can well remember him at school, at play and at 
work, all the way u]i. the most amiable, sensible, un- 
pietendmg of men ; lair, blonde, the rose lived long in 
Jus clicok ; irravc, hut social, anti one of the last men in 
tins town you would have picked out for the roueh 
<lealing of war,—not a trace of fierceness, much less of 
recklessness, or of the devouring thirst for e.xcitcment • 
tender as a woman in his care for a cough or a chilblain 
in Ins men ; liad troches and arnica in his pocket for 
them. Ihe tiru^y olticers were welcome to their jest on 
him as too kind for a caj^tain. and. later, as the colonel 
^\ ho got oft his horse when he saw one of his men limp on 
the march, and told him to ride. But he knew that his 
men liad found out. first that he was captain, then that 
he was colonel, and neither dared nor wished to disobey 
urn. He was a man without conceit, who never fancied 
himself a philosopher or a saint; the most modest and 
amiable of men. engaged in common duties, but equal 
always to the occasion ; and the war showed him still 
equal, however stern and terrible the occasion grew,— 
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disclosed in him a strong good sense, great fertility of 
resource, the helping hand, and then the moral qualities 
of a commander,—a patience not to be tired out, a 
serious devotion to the cause of the country that never 
swerved, a hope that never failed. He was a Puritan m 
the army, with traits that remind one of John Brown,— 
an integrity incorruptible, and an ability that always rose 

to the need. , . 

You will remember that these colonels, captains and 

lieutenants, and the privates too, are domestic men, 
just wrenched away from their families and 
ness by this rally of all the manhood in the land. They 
have notes to pay at home ; have farms, shops, fac¬ 
tories, affairs of every kind to think of and write home 
about. Consider what sacrifice and havoc in business 
arrangements this war-blast made. They have to think 
carefully of every last resource at home on which their 
wives or mothers may fall back ; upon the a(XOunt 
in the savings-bank, the grass that can be sold, the old 
cow, or the heifer. These necessities make the topics ot 
the ten thousand letters with which the mail-bags carne 
loaded day by day. These letters play a great part in 
the war. The writing of letters made the Sunday in 
every camp :—meantime they are without the means 
of writing. After 'the first marches there is no letter- 
paper, there are no envelopes, no postage-stamps, lor 
these were wetted into a solid mass in the rains and 
Some of these letters are written on the back of old bills, 
some on brown paper, or strips of newspaper; written 
by firelight, making the short night shorter ; written on 
the knee, in the mud, with pencil, six words at a time , 
or in the saddle, and have to stop because the horse will 
not stand still. But the words are proud and tender,-- 

Tell mother I will not disgrace her; tell her not 
to worry about me, for I know she would^not have had 
me stay at home if she could as well as not. 1 he e 
of the captain are the dearest treasures of this town. 
Always devoted, sometimes anxious, sometimes 

joy at the deportment of his comrades, they contain the 

sincere praise of men whom I now see in this ^sem y. 
If Marshal J^Iontluc’s Memoirs are the Bible of soldiers, 
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as Henry I\'. of France said, Colonel Prescott might 
furnish the Hook of Epistles. 

He writes, You don't know how one gets attached 
to a comjiany by living with them and sleeping with 
them all the time. I know every man by heart. I 
know e\-eiy man’s weak s]>ot,—who is shaky, and who 
is true l>lue.” He never remits his care of the men, 
aiming to hold them to their good habits and to keep 
them cheerful. For the first point, he keeps up a con¬ 
stant acapiaintancc with them ; urges their correspond¬ 
ence with tlieir friends; writes news of them home, 
urging his own corresiiondent to visit tlieir families and 
keep them informed about the men ; encourages a tem- 
jjcrance society which is formed in the camp. “ I have 
not luul a inan drunk, or affected by liquor, since we 
came here.” At one time he finds his company unfor¬ 
tunate in liaving fallen between two companies of quite 
another class,—“ 'tis jirofanity all the time : yet instead 
of a bad mlluence on our men, I think it works the other 
way,—It disgusts them.” 


One day he writes : ” I exjiect to have a time, this- 
forenoon, with the olTicer from West Point who drills us. 
He IS very ])rofane, and I will not stand it. If he does 
V ar ^ shall march my men right away when he is 

(liiliing them. I here is a fine for otTicers swearing in 
tlie aimy, and I liave too many young men that are not 
used to such talk. I told the colonel this morning I 
should do it, and shall,—don’t care what the consequence 
IS. Ihis lieutenant seems to think that these men who 


nevet saw a gun, can drill as well as he, who has been at 
\Ust lomt four years.” At night he adds: “I told 
tiiat oflicer from West Point, this morning, that he 
could not swear at my conq^anv as he did yesterday; 
told him I would not stand it any way. I told him 1 
had a good many young men in my company whose 
mothers asked me to look after them, and I should do 
so, and not allow them to hear such language, especially 
irom an ofheer. whose duty it was to sk them a better 

^ swear myself and would 

not allow him to. He looked at me as much as to sa\\ 

Vo you hiow xvhom you arc Uilkiu^ io ? and I looked at 
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him as much as to say. Yes, I do. He looked rather 
ashamed, but went through the drill without an oath.” 
So much for the care of their morals. His next point is 
to keep them cheerful. Tis better than medicine. He 
has games of base - ball, and pitching quoits, and 
euchre, whilst part of the military discipline is sham- 
fights. 

The best men heartily second him, and invent excellent 
means of their own. When, afterwards, five of these 
men were prisoners in the Parish Prison in New Orleans, 
they set themselves to use the time to the wisest advan¬ 
tage,—formed a debating club, wrote a daily or weekly 
newspaper, called it “ Stars and Stripes.” It advertises, 
“ prayer meeting at 7 o’clock, in cell No. 8, second floor,” 
and their own printed record is a proud and affecting 
narrative. 

Whilst the regiment was encamped at Camp Andrew, 
near Alexandria, in June, 1861, marching orders came. 
Colonel Lawrence sent for eight waggons, but only three 
came. On these they loaded all the canvas of the tents, 
but took no tent-poles. 

It looked very much like a severe thunderstorm,” 
writes the captain, “ and I knew the men would all have 
to sleep out of doors, unless we carried them. So I took 
six poles, and went to the colonel, and told him I had 
got the poles for two tents, which would cover twenty- 
four men, and unless he ordered me not to carry them, 
I should do so. He said he had no objection, only 
thought they would be too much for me. We only had 
about twelve men ” (the rest of the company being, 
perhaps, on picket or other duty), ” and some of them 
have their heavy knapsacks and guns to carry, so could 
not carry any poles. We started and marched two 
miles without stopping to rest, not having had anjdhing 
to eat, and being very hot and dry.” At this time 
Captain Prescott was daily threatened mth sickness, 
and suffered the more from this heat. ” I told Lieuten¬ 
ant Bowers, this morning, that I could afford to be sick 
from bringing the tent-poles, for it saved the whole 
regiment from sleeping out doors; for they would not 
have thought of it, if I had not taken mine. The major 
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had tried to discourage me ;—said, ‘ perhaps, if I carried 
them over, some other company would get them ;'—I 
told liim, perhaps he did not think I was smart.” He 
had the satisfaction to see the whole regiment enjo^dng 
the ])rotection of these tents. 

In tlie disastrous battle of Bull Run this company 
behaved well, and the regimental officers believed, what 
is now the general conviction of the country, that the 
misfortunes of the day were not so much owing to the 
fault of the troops, as to the insufficiency of the combina¬ 
tions by the general officers. It happened, also, that 
the Fifth Massachusetts was almost unofficered. The 
colonel was, early in the day. disabled by a casualty; 
the lieutenant-colonel, the major and the adjutant were 
already transferred to new regiments, and their places 
were not yet filled. The three months of the enlistment 
exjured a few days after the battle. 

In the fall of i$6i, the old Artillery company of this 
town was reorganized, and Captain Richard Barrett 
received a commission in March, 1862, from the Slate, 
as its commander. This company, chiefly recruited 
here, was later embodied in the Forty-seventh Regiment, 
Massachusetts X'olunteers, enlisted as nine months' men, 
and sent to New Orleans, where they were employed 
in guard duty during their term of service. Captain 
Humphrey H. Buttrick. lic\Uenant in this regiment, as 
he had Ix'en already lieutenant in Captain Prescott’s 
company in i8bi, went out again in August, 1864, a 
captain in the Fifty-ninth ^lassachusetts, and saw hard 
service in the Ninth Corps, under General Burnside. 
The regiment being formed of veterans, and in fields 
requiring great activity and exposure, suffered extra¬ 
ordinary losses ; Captain Buttrick and one other officer 
being the only officers in it who were neither killed, 
woimdod, nor captured. In August, 1862, on the new 
re<|uisition for troo]>s, when it was becoming difficvilt to 
meet the draft,—mainly through the personal example 
and inlluence of Mr Sylvester Lovejoy, twelve men, 
inchiding himself, were enlisted for three years, and, 
being soon after enrolled in the Fortieth Massachusetts, 
went to the war; and a very good account has been 
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heard, not only of the regiment, but of the talents and 
virtues of these men. 

After the return of the three months company to 
Concord, in i86i, Captain Prescott raised a new com- 
pany of volunteers, and Captain Bowers another. Eacn 
of these companies included recruits from this tosvn, 
and they formed part of the Thirty-second Regiment, 
of Massachusetts Volunteers. Enlisting for three years 
and remaining to the end of the war, these troops saw 
every variety of hard service which the war offered, and, 
though suffering at first some disadvantage from change 
of commanders, and from severe losses, they grew at 
last, under the command of Colonel Prescott, to an 
excellent reputation, attested by the names ^be 
thirty battles they were authorized to inscribe on their 
flag, and by the important position usually assigned 

them in the field. 

I have found many notes of their rough experience m 
the march and in the field. In McClellan s retreat m 
the Peninsula, in July, 1862, “ it is all our rnen can o o 
draw their feet out of the mud. We marched one mi c 
through mud, without exaggeration, one foot dt?ep, a 
good deal of the way over my boots, ancl with short 
rations ; on one day nothing but liver, blackberries, 
and pennyroyal tea.”—“At Fredericksburg we ay 
eleven hours in one spot without moving, except to rise 
and fire.” The next note is, “ cracker for a day and 
a half,—but all right.” Another day, had not left 

the ranks for thirty hours, and the 
broken by frequent alarms. How would Concord 
people,” he asks, “ like to pass the night on the battle¬ 
field, and hear the dying cry for help, arid not be able 
to go to them ? ” But the regiment did good service 
at Harrison’s Landing, and at Antietam, under 
Parker; and at Fredericksburg, in December, Lieu¬ 
tenant - Colonel Prescott loudly expresses his sansj^c- 
tion at his comrades, now and then P^^ticu | 
names : “ Bowers, Shepard and Lauriat are 

^At tk battle of Gettysburg, in July, 1863, the brigade 
of which the Thirty-second Regiment formed a pa , 
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was in line of battle seventy-two hours, and suffered 
se\ercly. Colonel Prescott’s regiment went in with two 

of'li Iv thpv On the second 

of July they had to cross the famous wheat-held under 

hre from the rebels m front and on both flanks. Seventy 

men were killed or w-ounded out of seven companies^. 

Here Francis Buttrick, whose manly beauty all of us 

remernher and ScrRcant Appleton, an cxcellmt soldier 

huheti'^^^ ' T t''colonel was hit by three 

u l lor th-.t ^ -f “ ^ ‘o be thank- 

cl a to hie I I "-ould willingly 

die to ha\e the regiment do as well as they have done^ 

Our coburs had several holes made, and were badly 

torn. One bullet hit the staff which the bearer had in 

his hand The colour-bearer is brave as a lion ; he will 

rAllJlhlu "ante 

in tlie fact that he could account for all his men. There 
oie SO many killed, so many wounded,—but no missinc 
For hat word •'missing ”'w.as apt to mean sk Ik Ig 
Another incident : '• A friend of Lieutenant BarZ- 
comiilains that we did not treat his bodv with respect 
inasmuch as we did not send it home. l' think we Were 
\cry fortun.ate to save it at all, for in ten minutes after 
he was killed the rebels occupied the ground, and we had 

ill ''"oiinded nearly two miles'in 
b ankets. There was no place nearer than Ba imo e 

tvhere we couUl ha^•e got a colT.n, anti I suppose t w W 

eighty miles there We laid him in two doub e blankets 

and then sent off a long distance and got boards off I 

/Wter Gettysburg, Colonel Prescott remarks that onr 
rcgimemt is highly complimented. When Colonel Cur 

nat loiks aie just beginning to ajuireeiate the Thirtv 
second Regiment : it alwaysVas a good Ig ment and 

KS.,” 

. i,u„dr.a 
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Let me add an extract from the official report of 
the brigade commander: “Word was sent by General 
Barnes, that, when we retired, we should fall back under 
cover of the woods. This order was communicated to 
Colonel Prescott, whose regiment was then under the 
hottest fire. Understanding it to be a peremptory 
order to retire them, he replied, ‘ I don’t want to retire ; 
I am not ready to retire ; I can hold this place ; ’ and 
he made good his assertion. Being informed that he 
misunderstood the order, which was only to inform him 
how to retire when it became necessary, he was satisfied, 
and he and his command held their ground manfully.’’ 
It was said that Colonel Prescott’s reply, when reported, 
pleased the Acting Brigadier-General Sweitzer mightily! 

After Gettysburg, the Thirty-second Regiment saw 
hard service at Rappahannock Station ; and at Balti¬ 
more, in Virginia, where they were drawn up in battle 
order for ten days successively : crossing the Rapidan, 
and suffering from such extreme cold, a few days later, 
at Mine Run, that the men were compelled to break 
rank and run in circles to keep themselves from being 
frozen. On the third of December, they went into 
winter quarters. 

I must not follow the multiplied details that make 
the hard^ work of the next year. But the campaign 
in the Wilderness surpassed all their worst experience 
hitherto of the soldier’s life. On the third of May, they 
crossed the Rapidan for the fifth time. On the twelfth, 
at Laurel Hill, the regiment had twenty-one killed and 
seventy - five wounded, including five officers. “ The 
regiment has been in the front and centre since the 
battle begun, eight and a half days ago, and is now 
building breastworks on the Fredericksburg road. This 
has been the hardest fight the world ever knew. I think 
the loss of our army will be forty thousand. Every day, 
for the last eight days, there has been a terrible battle 
the \vhole length of the line. One day they drove us; 
but it has been regular bull-dog fighting.” On the 
twenty-first, they had been, for seventeen days and 
nights, under arms without rest. On the twenty-third, 
they crossed the North Anna, and achieved a great 
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success. On the thirtieth, we learn, “ Our regiment has 
never been in the second line since we crossed the 
Rapidan, on the third.” On the night of the thirtieth, 
—” The hardest day we ever had. We have been in 
the first line twenty-six days, and figliting every day 
but two ; whilst your newspapers talk of the inactivity 
of the Army of the Potomac. If those writers could be 
here and fight all day, and sleep in the trenches, and be 
called uj) several times in the night by picket-firing, 
they would not call it inactive.” June fourth is marked 
in the diary as ” An awful day ;—two hundred men lost 
to the command;” and not until the fifth of June 
comes at last a resjute for a short space, during which 
the men drew shoes and socks, and the officers were able 
to send to the waggons and procure a change of clothes, 
for the first time in five weeks. 

But from these incessant labours there was now to 
be rest for one head.—the honoured and beloved com¬ 
mander of the regiment. On the sixteenth of June, they 
crossed the James River, and marched to within three 
miles of Petersburg. Early in the morning of the 
eighteenth they went to the front, formed line of battle, 
and were ordered to take the Norfolk and Petersburg 
Railroad from the Rebels. In this charge. Colonel 
George L. Prescott was mortally wounded. After 
driving the enemy from the railroad, crossing it, and 
climbing the farther bank to continue the charge, he 
was struck, in front of his command, by a musket ball 
which entered his breast near the heart. He was 
carried off the field to the division hospital, and died on 
the following morning. On his death-bed, he received 
the needless assurances of liis general, that ” he had done 
more than all his duty,”—needless to a conscience so 
faithful and unspotievl. One of his townsmen and 
comrades, a sergeant in his regiment, writing to his 
own family, uses these words : ” He was one of the 
few men who fight for principle. He did not fight 
for glory, honour, nor money, but because he thought 
it his duty. These are not my feelings only, but of 
the whole regiment.” 

On the first of January, 1S65, the Thirty-second 
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Regiment made itself comfortable in log huts, a mile 
south of our rear line of works before Petersburg. On 
the fourth of February, sudden orders came to move 
next morning at daylight. At Dabney’s Mills, in a sharp 
fight, they lost seventy-four in killed, wounded and 
missing. Here Major Shepard was taken prisoner. 
The lines were held until the tenth, with more than usual 
suffering from snow and hail and intense cold, added to 
the annoyance of the artillery fire. On the first of 
April, the regiment connected with Sheridan’s cavalry, 
near the Five Forks, and took an important part in 
that battle which opened Petersburg and Richmond, and 
forced the surrender of Lee. On the ninth, they marched 
in support of the cavalry, and were advancing in a 
grand charge, when the white flag of Gen. Lee appeared. 
The brigade of which the Thirty-second Regiment 
formed part was detailed to receive the formal surrender 
of the Rebel arms. The homeward march began on 
the thirteenth, and the regiment was mustered out in 
the field, at Washington, on the twenty-eighth of June, 
and arrived in Boston on the first of July. 

Fellow-citizens : The obelisk records only the names 
of the dead. There is something partial in this dis¬ 
tribution of honour. Those who went through those 
dreadful fields and returned not, deserve much more 
than all the honour we can pay. But those also who 
went through the same fields and returned alive, put 
just as much at hazard as those who died, and, in other 
countries, would wear distinctive badges of honour as 
long as they lived. I hope the disuse of such medals or 
badges in this country only signifies that everybody 
knows these men, and carries their deed in such lively 
remembrance that they require no badge or reminder. 
I am sure I need not bespeak your gratitude to these 
fellow-citizens and neighbours of ours. I hope they 
will be content with the laurels of one war. 

But let me, in behalf of this assembly, speak directl}’ 
to you, our defenders, and say, that it is easy to see that 
if danger should ever threaten the homes which you 
guard, the knowledge of your presence will be a wall of 

VOL. IV. u 
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fire for their protection. Brave men ! you will hardly 
be called to see again fields as terrible as those you have 
already trampled with your victories. 

There are ])eople who can hardly read the names on 
yonder bronze tablet, the mist so gathers in their eyes. 
Three of the names are of sons of one family. A gloom 
gathers on this assembly, composed as it is of kindred 
men and women, for, in manv houses, the dearest and 
noblest is gone from their hearthstone. Yet it is tinged 
with light from heaven. A duty so severe has been dis¬ 
charged. and with such immense results of good, lifting 
private sacrifice to the sublime, that, though the cannon 
volleys have a sound of funeral echoes, they can yet 
hear through them the benedictions of their country 
and mankind. 




CHARACTER.* 

M orals respects what men call goodness, that 
which all men agree to honour as justice, truth¬ 
speaking, good-will and good works. Morals respects 
the source or motive of this action. It is the science of 
substances, not of shows. It is the what, and not the 
how. It is that which all men profess to regard, and 
by their real respect for which recommend themselves 
to each other. 

There is this eternal advantage to morals, that, in 
the question between truth and goodness, the moral 
cause of the world lies behind all else in the mind. It 
was for good, it is to good, that all works. Surely it is 
not to prove or show the truth of things,—that sounds 
a little cold and scholastic,—no, it is for benefit, that 
all subsists. As we say in our modern politics, catching 
at last the language of morals, that the object of the 
State is the greatest good of the greatest number,—so, 
the reason we must give for the existence of the world 
is, that it is for the benefit of all being. 

Morals implies freedom and will. The will constitutes 
the man. He has his life in Nature, like a beast ; but 
choice is born in him ; here is he that chooses ; here is 
the Declaration of Independence, the July Fourth of 
zoology and astronomy. He chooses,—as the rest of 
the creation does not. But wiU, pure and perceiving, 
is not wilfulness. When a man, through stubbornness, 
insists to do this or that, something absurd or whimsical, 
only because he will, he is weak ; he blows with his lips 
against the tempest, he dams the incoming ocean with 
his cane. It were an unspeakable calamity if any one 
should think he had the right to impose a private will 
on others. That is the part of a striker, an assassin. 
All violence, all that is dreary and repels, is not power 
but the absence of power. 

Morals is the direction of the will on universal ends. 


^ From the North American Review of April 1866. 
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He immoral who is acting: to any private end. He is 
iTiorah—we say it with Marcus Aurelius and with Kant. 
—who-e aim or motive may become a universal rule. 
l)indin<^ on all intelligent being's; and with \'auven- 
arf^oKs. “ tlie mercenary sacrifice of tlie ])ublic good to 
a private intiMest is the eternal stamp of vice.” 

All the virtues are sjiecial directions of this motive ; 
justice is the ajiplication of this good of the whole to 
the affairs of each one ; courage is contempt of danger 
in the determimition to see this good of the whole 
enacted : love is delight in the preference of that benefit 
redounding to another over the securing of our own 
share : humility is a sentiment of our in>ignificancc 
when the benefit of the universe is considered. 

If from these external statements we seek to come a 
little nearer to the fact, our first eNi>eriences in moral 
a-^ in intellectual nature force us to discriminate a 


univer^^d mind, identical in all men. ('ertain biases, 
talents, executive skills, are sjiecial to each individual; 
but the high, contemjdative, all-commanding vision, 
tlie sense of Right and Wrong, is alike in all. Its 
attril)utes are self-existence, eternity, intuition and 
command. It is the mind of the mind. We belong to 
it, not it to us. It is in all men, and constitutes them 
men. In bad men it is dormant, as health is in men 


entranced or drunken : but, however inoperative, it 
exists underneath wliatever vices and errors. The 


extreme simplicity of this intuition embarrasses every 
attem})t at analysis. We can only mark, one by one, 
tlie jierfections which it combines in every act. It 
admits of no appeal, looks to no superior essence. It 
is the reason of things. 

Tlie antagonist nature is the individual, formed into 
a finite body of exact dimensions, with appetites which 
take from cveryliody else what they appropriate to 
themselves, and would enlist the entire spiritual faculty 
of the individual, if it were possible, in catering for them. 
On the perpetual conflict between the dictate of this 
universal mind and the wishes and interests of the 


individual, the moral discipline of life is built. The 
one craves a private benefit, which the other requires 
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him to renounce out of respect to the absolute good. 
Every hour puts the individual in a position where his 
wishes aim at something which the sentiment of duty 
forbids him to seek. He that speaks the truth executes 
no private function of an individual will, but the world 
utters a sound by his lips. He who doth a just action 
seeth therein nothing of his own, but an inconceivable 
nobleness attaches to it, because it is a dictate of the 
general mind. We have no idea of power so simple 
and so entire as this. It is the basis of thought, it is 
the basis of being. Compare all that we call ourselves, 
all our private and personal venture in the world, with 
this deep of moral nature in which we lie, and our 
private good becomes an impertinence, and we take 
part with hasty shame against ourselves :— 

“ High inslincls, before which our mortal nature 
Doth tremble like a guilty thing surprised,— 

Which, be they what they may, 

.-\re yet the fountain-light of all our day, 

Are yet the master-light of all our seeing,— 

Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make 
Our noisy years seem moments in the being 
Of the eternal silence,—truths that wake 
To perish ne/er. ’ 

The moral element invites man to great enlarge¬ 
ments, to find his satisfaction, not in particulars or 
events, but in the purpose and tendency ; not in bread, 
but in his right to his bread ; not in much corn or wool, 
but in its communication. No one is accomplished 
whilst any one is incomplete. Weal does not exist for 

one, with the woe of any other. 

Not by adding, then, does the moral sentiment help 
us ; no, but in quite another manner. It puts us in 
place. It centres, it concentrates us. It puts us at the 
heart of Nature, where we belong in the cabinet of 
science and of causes, there where all the wires ter¬ 
minate which hold the world in magnetic unity, and 
so converts us into universal beings. 

This wonderful sentiment, which endears itself as 
it is obeyed, seems to be the fountain of intellect; for 
no talent gives the impression of sanity, if wanting 
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this; nay, it absorbs everything into itself. Truth, 
Power, Goodness, Beauty, are its varied names,—faces 
of one substance, the heart of all. Before it, what are 
})ersons, ])rophets, or seraphim but its passing agents, 
momentary rays of its light ? 

Tlie moral sentiment is alone omnipotent. There is 
no ]aI)oiir or sacrifice to which it will not bring a man, 
and which it will not make easy. Tluis there is no 
man who will bargain to sell his life, say at the end of 
a year, for a million or ten millions of gold dollars in 
hand, or for any temjiorary jdeasures, or for any rank, 
as of ]>eer or ])rincc ; but many a man who does not 
hesitate to lay down his life for the sake of a truth, or in 
the cause of liis country, or to save his son or his friend. 
And under the action o'f this sentiment of the Right, his 
heart and mind e.xpand above himself, and above Nature. 


Though Love repine, and Reason chafe, 
'I'herc came a voice withonl reply,— 
“ ’Tis man's perdition lo he safe, 

hen for the truth he ought lo die.” 


Such is the difference of the action of the heart within 
and of the senses without. One is enthusiasm, and the 
otlier more or less amounts of horse-power. 

Devout men, in the endeavour to express their con- 

\ ictions, lui\'c used ditferent images to suggest this 

latent force ; as. the liglit, the seed, the Spirit, the 

Holy Cihost, the Comforter, the D;emon, the still, snudl 

voice, etc., all indicating its power and its latency. 

it refuses to appear, it is too small to be scon, too 

obscure to be spoken of; but such as it is. it creates 

a faith which the contradiction of all mankind cannot 

shake, and which the consent of all mankind cannot 
confirm. 


It is serenely above all mediation. In all ages, to all 
men, it saith, I am ; and he who hears it feels the 
nnpiety of wandering from this revelation to any record 
or to any riv;il. 1 he poor Jews of the wilderness cried : 

Let not the Lord speak to us ; let Moses speak to us.’* 
But tlie simple and sincere soul makes the contrary 
prayer : “ Ixt no intruder come between thee and me: 
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deal Thou with me ; let me know it is thy will, and I 
ask no more.” The excellence of Jesus, and of every 
true teacher, is, that he afhrms the Divinity in him and 
in us,—not thrusts himself between it and us. It 
would instantly indispose us to any person claiming to 
speak for the Author of Nature, the setting forth any 
fact or law which we did not find in our consciousness. 
We should say with Heraclitus: “ Come into this 

smoky cabin ; God is here also ; approve yourself to 
him.” 

We affirm that in all men is this majestic perception 
and command ; that it is the presence of the Eternal 
in each perishing man ; that it distances and degrades 
all statements of whatever saints, heroes, poets, as 
obscure and confused stammerings before its silent 
revelation. They report the truth. It is the truth. 
When I think of Reason, of Truth, of Virtue, I cannot 
conceive them as lodged in your soul and lodged in rny 
soul, but that you and I and all souls are lodged in 
that; and I may easily speak of that adorable nature, 
there where only I behold it in my dim experiences, 
in such terms as shall seem to the frivolous, who dare 
not fathom their consciousness, as profane. How is a 
man a man ? How can he exist to weave relations of 
joy and virtue with other souls, but because he is 
inviolable, anchored at the centre of Truth and Being. 
In the ever-returning hour of reflection, he says : “ I 
stand here glad at heart of all the sympathies I can 
awaken and share, clothing myself with them as with a 
garment of shelter and beauty, and yet knowing that 
it is not in the power oi all who surround me to take 
from me the smallest thread I call mine. If all things 
are taken away, I have still all things in my relation to 
the Eternal.” 

We pretend not to define the way of its access to the 
private heart. It passes understanding. The soul of 
God is poured unto the world through the thoughts of 
men. There was a time when Christianity existed in 
one child. But if the child had been killed by Herod, 
would the element have been lost ? God sends his 
message, if not by one, then quite as well by another. 
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When tlie Master of the L’niverse has ends to fulfil, he 
impresses his will on the structure of minds. 

The Divine Mind imparts itself to the single person : 

liis whole duty is to this rule and teaching. The aid 

which others give us is like that of the mother to the 

child.—tcm])orary. gestative, a short period of lactation. 

a nurse’s or a governess’s care : but on his arrival at a 

<'ertain matiiritv, it ceases, and would be hurtful and 

% 

ridiculous if ])rolongcd. Slowly the body comes to the 
use of its organs; slowly the soul unfolds itself in the 
new man. It is partial at first, and honours only some 
one or some few truths. In its companions it sees 
other truths honoured, and successively finds their 
foundation also in itself. Then it cuts the cord, and no 
longer believes “ because of thy saying,” but because 
it has recognized them in itself. 

The Divine Mind imparts itself to the single person: 
but it is ;l1so true that men act powerfully on us. There 
are men who astonish and delight, men who instnict 
and guide. Some men’s words I remember so well 
that I must often use tl^em to express my thought. 
Yes, because I perceive that we have heard the same 
truth, but they have heard it better. That is only to 
say. there is degree and gradation throughout Nature : 
and the Deity does not break his firm laws in respect 
to imiiarting truth, more tlian in imparting material 
heat and light. Men appear from time to time who 
receive with more purity and fulness these high com¬ 
munications. Ihit it is only as fast as this hearing 
from another is authorized by its consent with his own. 
that it is pure and safe to each : and all receiving from 
abroad must be controlled by this immense reseiwation. 

It ha >pcns now and then, in the ages, that a soul is 
born w lich has no weakness of self, which offers no 
impediment to the Divine Sjdrit, which comes down 
into Nature as if only for the benefit of souls, and all 
its thoughts are perceptions of things as they are, with¬ 
out any infirmity of earth. Such souls are as the 

% 

ajiixxrition of gods among men. and simply by their 
presence pass judgment on them. Men are forced by 
their own self-respect to give them a certain attention. 
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Evil men shrink and pay involuntary homage by hiding 

or apologizing for their action. 

When a man is born with a profound moral senti¬ 
ment, preferring truth, justice, and the serving of all 
men to any honours or any gam men readily feel the 
superiority. They who deal with him are elevated with 
IT and Lpe; L lights up the house or the land¬ 
scape in which he stands. His actions are Poet c and 
miraculous in their eyes. In his presence, or rMthm 

his influence, every one believes m the 

of the soul. They feel that the invisible Nvorld 

sympathizes with him. The Arabians 

pressing the sympathy of the unseen world with holy 

men. ,, , 

When Omar prayed and loved, 

Where Syrian waters roll, 

Aloft the ninth heaven glowed and moved 
To the tread of the jubilant soul. 

A chief event of life is the day in \yhich we have 

encountered a mind that startled us by its 
1 am in the habit of thinking.--not, I hope out ot a 

partial experience, but confirmed sends 

many lives,—that to every serious mind Pi o\ idence sends 

“T^ime to time five or six or seven teachers w^o are 

of the first importance to him in the lessons the> har e 

to impart. The highest of these not so rnuch gi\e 

partic&ar knowledge, as they elevate by sentiment an 

by their habitual grandeur of vie\v. emvorn 

Great men serve us as insurrections do m bad go\ ei n 

ments. The world would run into endless routine and 
forms incrust forms, tiU the life was 6°"^- the 

perpetual supply of new genius shocks uyvith thn 
of life, and recaUs us to principles. Lucifer s wager m 
the old drama was, “ There is no ?teadfast inan on 
earth.” He is very rare. A luan is already 

sequence in the world when it is know n ‘ nerson 
implicitly rely on him.” See how one uo^e perso 
dwarfs a rvhole nation of underlings. This steadfastness 

we indicate when we praise character. v.oK;tiini 

Character denotes habitual self-possession, habitual 
regard to interior and constitutional motives, a balance 
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not to be overset or easily disturbed by outward events 
and opinion, and by implication points to the source 
of right motive. We sometimes employ the word to 
ex])ress the strong and consistent will of men of mixed 
motive, but. when used with emphasis, it points to 
what no events can change, that is, a will built on the 
reason of things. Such souls do not come in troops : 
oftenest ajipear solitary, like a general without his 
command, because those who can understand and 
uphold such api>ear rarely, not many, perhaps not 
one. m a generation. And the memory and tradi¬ 
tion of sucii a leader is preserved in some strange 
way by those who only half understand him, until 
a true discijde comes, who apj^rehends and interprets 
every word. 

'Ihe sentiment never stops in pure vision, but will 
be enacted. It afTirms not only its truth, but its 
supiemacy. It is not only insight, as science, as fancy, 
as imagination is ; or an entertainment, as friendship 
and poetiy are ; but it is a sovereign rule : and the acts 
which it suggests—as when it impels a man to go forth 
and iinjiart it to other men, or sets him on some asceti¬ 
cism or some practice of self-examination to hold him 
to obedience, or some zeal to unite men to abate some 
nuisance, or establish some reform or charity which it 
commands—are the homage we render to this sentiment, 
as comi)ared with the lower regard we pay to other 
thoughts ; and tlie ]u ivate or sociiil practices we establish 
in its honour we call religion. 

1 he sentiment, of course, is the judge and measure 
o eveuy expression of it,—measures Judaism, Stoicism, 
Inistianity. Huddhism. or whatever jdiilanthropy, or 
politics, or saint, or seer, pretends to speak in its name. 
I he leligions we call lalse were once true. They also 
were auiimations of the conscience correcting the evil 
customs of Uieir times. The po]Milace drag down the 
g(Kls to tluMi* own level, and give them their egotism ; 
whilst in Nature is none at all. God keeping'" out of 
siglU, and known only as inirc law, though resistless. 

nateaiibriand said, with some irreverence of phrase, If 
(loci made man in his image, man has paid him well 



CHARACTER. 


315 


back. “ Si Dieu a fait Vhomme a son image, rhomme 
Va Men renditr Every nation is degraded by the 
goblins it worships instead of this Deity. The Dion^^ia 
and Saturnalia of Greece and Rome, the human sacrifice 
of the Druids, the Sradda of Hindoos, the Purgatol3^ 
the Indulgences, and the Inquisition of Popery, the 
vindictive mythology of Calvinism, are examples ot 

this perversion. -u j- j • 

Every particular instruction is speedily embodied in 

a ritual, is accommodated to humble and gross minds, 
and corrupted. The moral sentiment is the perpetual 
critic on these forms, thundering its protest, sometimes 
in earnest and lofty rebuke ; but sometimes ^jo it is 
the source, in natures less pure, of sneers and flippant 
jokes of common people, who feel that the forms and 
dogmas are not true for them, though they do not see 
where the error lies. 

The religion of one age is the literary entertainment 
of the next. We use in our idlest poetry and discourse, 
the words Jove, Neptune, Mercury, as mere colours, 
and can hardly believe that they had to the lively uieek 
the anxious meaning which, in our towns, is given an 
received in churches when our religious narnes are used : 
and we read with surprise the horror of Athens when, 
one morning, the statues of Mercury in the templ^ were 
found broken, and the like consternation was m the city 
as if, in Boston, aU the Orthodox churches should be 

burned in one night. , ^ . 

The greatest dominion will be to the deepest thoug » . 
The establishment of Christianity in the world does not 
rest on any miracle but the miracle of being the bioa es 
and most humane doctrine. Christianity ^ 

schism and protest against the impieties of the im , 
which had originally been protests against eariiei 
impieties, but had lost their truth, 

Ense, writing in Prussia in 1848, says : 
belong to the most aggressive writings. No lea 
could attain the liberty of being 

to-day. What Mirabeaus, Rousseaus, Diderots, 1 ichtes 
Heines, and many another heretic, one can detect 

therein! 
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But before it was yet a national religion it was alloyed, 
and, in the hands of hot Africans, of luxurious Byzan¬ 
tines, of fierce Gauls, its creeds were tainted with their 
bari)arism. In Holland, in England, in Scotland, it 
felt the national narrowness. How unlike our habitual 
turn of thought was that of the last century in this 
country : Our ancestors spoke continually of angels 
and archangels with the same good faith as'they would 
have spoken of their own parents or their late minister. 
Now the words pale, are rhetoric, and Ml credence is 
gone. Our horizon is not far. say one generation, or 
thirty years : we all see so much. The older see two 
generations, or sixty years. But what has been running 
on through three horizons, or ninety years, looks to all the 
world like a law of Nature, and 'tis an impiety to doubt. 

Thus. Tis incrediide to us, if we look into the 
religious books of our grandfathers, how they held them¬ 
selves in such a pinfold. But why not ? As far as they 
could see. through two or three'horizons, nothing but 
ministers and ministers. Calvinism was one and the 
same thing in (icneva, in Scotland, in Old and New 
England. If there was a wedding, they had a sermon ; 
if a funeral, then a sermon ; if a war, or small-pox, or 
a comet, or cankerworms. or a deacon died,—still a 
scimon : Nature was a jnili^it ; the churchwarden or 
tithing-man was a petty jx'rsecutor ; tlie presbytery, 
a tyrant ; and in many a house in country places the 
]ioor children found seven sabbaths in a week. Fifty 
or a hundred years ago, ])rayers were said, morning and 
evening, in all families : grace was said at table ; an 
exact observance of the Sunday was kept in the houses 
of laymen as of clergymen. And one sees with some 
])ain the disuse of rites so charged with humanity and 
aspiration. But it by no means follows, because those 
othccs are much disused, that the men and women are 
irreligious ; certainly not that they have less integrity 
01 sentiment, but only, let us hope, that they see that 
they can omit the form without loss of real ground; 
]iei haps that they find some violence, some cramping 

of their freedom of thought, in the constant recurrence 
of the form. 
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So of the changed position and manners of the clergy. 
They have dropped, with the sacerdotal garb and 
manners of the last century, many doctrines and prac¬ 
tices once esteemed indispensable to their order. But 
the distinctions of the true clergyman are not less 
decisive. Men ask now, “Is he serious? Is he a 
sincere man, who lives as he teaches ? Is he a bene¬ 
factor ? “ So far the religion is now where it should 
be. Persons are discriminated as honest, as veracious, 
as illuminated, as helpful, as having public and univxisal 
regards, or otherwise ;—are discriminated according to 
their aims, and not by these ritualities. 

The changes are inevitable ; the new age cannot see 
with the eyes of the last. But the change is in what is 
superficial ; the principles are immortal, and the rally 
on the principle must arriv^'e as people become intel¬ 
lectual. I consider theology to be the rhetoric of 
morals. The mind of this age has fallen away from 
theology to morals. I conceive it an advance. I 
suspect, that, when the theology was most florid and 
dogmatic, it was the barbarism of the people, and 
that, in that very time, the best men also fell away 
from theology, and rested in morals. I think that 
all the dogmas rest on morals, and that it is only a 
question of youth or maturity, of more or less fancy 
in the recipient; that the stern determination to do 
justly, to speak the truth, to be chaste and humble, 
was substantially the same, whether under a self- 
respect, or under a vow made on the knees at the 
shrine of ^ladonna. 

When once Selden had said that the priests seemed 
to him to be baptizing their own fingers, the rite of 
baptism was getting late in the world. Or when once 
it is perceived that the English missionaries in India 
put obstacles in the way of schools, (as is alleged,) 
do not wish to enlighten, but to Christianize the Hindoos, 
it is seen at once how wide of Christ is English 
Christianity. 

Mankind at large always resemble frivolous children : 
they are impatient of thought, and wish to be amused. 
Truth is too simple for us ; we do not like those who 
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unmask our illusions. Fontenelle said : “ If the Deity 
should lay bare to the eyes of men the secret system of 
Nature, the causes by which all the astronomic results 
arc effected, and they finding no magic, no mystic 
numbers, no fatalities, but the greatest simplicity I 
am persuaded they would not be able to suppress a 
feeling of mortification, and would exclaim, with dis¬ 
appointment, ‘ Is that all > ’ And so we paint over 
the bareness of ethics with the quaint grotesques of 

theology* 

We boast the triumph of Christianity over Paganism 

meaning the victory of the spirit over the senses; but 

laganism hides itself in the uniform of the Church. 

Paganism has only taken the oath of allegiance, taken 

the cross, but is Paganism still, outvotes the true men by 

millions of majority, carries the bag. spends the treasure, 

writes the tracts, elects the minister, and persecutes the 
true believer. 

There is a certain secular progress of opinion, which, 
m civil countries, reaches everybody. One service 
which this age has rendered is, to make the life and 
wisdom of every j)ast man accessible and available to 
all. Socrates and .^larcus Aurelius are allowed to 
be saints; Mahomet is no longer accursed ; Voltaire 
is no longer a scarecrow ; Spinoza has come to be revered. 
Ine time will come,” says Varnhagen von Ense, 
when we shall treat the jokes and sallies against the 
myths and church-rituals of Christianity-say the sar¬ 
casms of Voltaire, Frederick the Great, and D’Alembert— 
good-naturedly and without offence : since, at bottom 
those men mean honestly, their polemics proceed out 
of a religious striving, and what Christ meant and willed 
is in essence more with them than with their opponents, 
who only wear and misrepresent the mime of Christ. 

. . . \oltairc was an apostle of Christian ideas; only 
the names were hostile to him. and he never knew it 
othenvise. Fie was like the son of the vine-dresser in 
the Gospel, who said. No. and went ; the other said 
lea. and went not. These men jneached the tnie God, 
--Hun whom men seiwe by justice and uprightness; 
iHit they called themselves atheists.” 
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When the highest conceptions, the lessons of re¬ 
ligion, are imported, the nation is not culminating, has 
not genius, but is servile. A true nation loves its 
vernacular tongue. A completed nation will not import 
its religion. Duty grows everywhere, like children, like 
grass ; and we need not go to Europe or to Asia to 
learn it. I am not sure that the English religion is not 
all quoted. Even the Jeremy Taylors, Fullers, George 
Herberts, steeped, all of them, in Cliurch traditions, are 
only using their fine fancy to emblazon their memory, 
*Tis Judiea, not England, which is the ground. So with 
the mordant Calvinism of Scotland and America. But 
this quoting distances and disables them : since with 
every repeater something of creative force is lost, as we 
feel when we go back to each original moralist. Pythag¬ 
oras, Socrates, the Stoics, the Hindoo, Behmen, George 
Fox,—these speak originally ; and how many sentences 
and books we owe to unknown authors,—to writers who 
were not careful to set down name or date or titles or 
cities or postmarks in these illuminations ! 

We, in our turn, want power to drive the ponderous 
State. The constitution and law in America must be 
written on ethical principles, so that the entire power 
of the spiritual world can be enlisted to hold the loyalty 
of the citizen, and to repel every enemy as by force of 
Nature. The laws of old Empires stood on the religious 
convictions. Now that their religions are outgrown, 
the empires lack strength. Romanism in Europe does 
not represent the real opinion of enlightened men. The 
Lutheran Church does not represent in Germany the 
opinions of the universities. In England, the gentle¬ 
men, the journals, and now, at last, churchmen and 
bishops, have fallen away from the Anglican Church. 
And in America, where are no legal ties to churches, 
the looseness appears dangerous. 

Our religion has gone on as far as Unitarianism. But 
all the forms grow pale. The walls of the temple are 
wasted and thin, and, at last, only a film of whitewash, 
because the mind of our culture has already left our 
liturgies behind. “ Every age,” says Varnhagen, ” has 
another sieve for the religious tradition, and will sift it 
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out again. Something is continually lost by this 
treatment, which ])Ostcrity cannot recover.” 

Hut it is a caj)ital truth that Nature, moral as well 
as material, is always equal to herself. Ideas always 
generate enthusiasm. The creed, the legend, forms of 
worship, swiftly decay. Morals is the incorruptible 
essence, very heedless in its riches of any past teacher 
or witness, heedless of tlicir lives and fortunes. It does 
not ask whether you arc wrong or right in your anecdotes 
of them ; but it is all in all how you stand to your own 
tribunal. 

T!ie lines of the religious sects are very shifting; 
their i)latforms unstable ; the whole science of theology 
of great uncertainty, and resting very much on the 
opinions of who may chance to be the leading doctors 
of Oxford or Edinlnirgh, of Princeton or Cambridge, 
to-day. No man can tell what religious revolutions 
await us in tlie next years ; and the education in the 
divinity colleges may well hesitate and vary. But the 
science of ethics has no mutation ; and whoever feels 
any love or skill for ethical studies may safely lay out 
all his strength and genius in working in that mine. 
The pulpit may shake, but this platform will not. All 
the victories of religion belong to the moral sentiment. 
Some |)oor soul beheld the Law blazing through such 
impediments as he had, and yielded himself to humility 
and joy. What was gained by being told that it was 
justification by faith ? 

The Church, in its ardour for beloved persons, clings 
to the miraculous, in the vulgar sense, which has even 
an immoral tendency, as one secs in Greek, Indian and 
Catholic legends, which are used to gloze every crime. 
The soul, penetrated with the beatitude which pours 
into it on all sides, asks no interpositions, no new laws, 
—the old are good enough for it,—finds in every cart- 
l>ath of labour ways to licaven. and the humblest lot 
exalted. Men will learn to put back the emphasis 
peremptorily on pure morals, always the same, not 
subject to doubtful interpretation, with no sale of 
indulgences, no massacre of heretics, no female slaves, 
no disfranchisement of woman, no stigma on race; to- 
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make morals the absolute test, and so uncover and 
drive out the false religions. There is no vice that has 
not skulked behind them. It is only yesterday that 
our American churches, so long silent on Slavery, and 
notoriously hostile to the Abolitionist, wheeled into line 
for Emancipation. 

I am far from accepting the opinion that the revela¬ 
tions of the moral sentiment are insufficient, as if it 
furnished a rule only, and not the spirit by which the 
rule is animated. For I include in these, of course, the 
history of Jesus, as weU as those of every divine soul 
which in any place or time delivered any grand lesson 
to humanity ; and I find in the eminent experiences 
in all times a substantial agreement. The sentiment 
itself teaches unity of source, and disowns every superi¬ 
ority other than of deeper truth. Jesus has immense 
claims on the gratitude of mankind, and knew how to 
guard the integrity of his brother’s soul from himself 
also ; but, in his disciples, admiration of him runs away 
with their reverence for the human soul, and they 
hamper us with limitations of person and text. Every 
exaggeration of these is a violation of the soul’s right, 
and inclines the manly reader to lay down the New 
Testament, to take up the Pagan philosophers. It is 
not that the Upanishads or the Maxims of Antoninus 
are better, but that they do not invade his freedom ; 
because they are only suggestions, whilst the other adds 
the inadmissible claim of positive authority, — of an 
external command, where command cannot be. This 
is the secret of the mischievous result that, in every 
period of intellectual expansion, the Church ceases to 
draw into its clergy those who best belong there, the 
largest and freest minds, and that in its most liberal 
forms, when such minds enter it, they are coldly 
received, and find themselves out of place. This 
charm in the Pagan moralists, of suggestion, the charm 
of poetry, of mere truth, (easily eliminated from their 
historical accidents which nobody wishes to force on 
us,) the New Testament loses by its connection with a 
church. Mankind cannot long suffer this loss, and the 
office of this age is to put all these writings on the 

VOL. IV. X 
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cterncol footing of equidity of origin in the instincts of 
llie human mind. It is certain lliat each inspired 
master will gain instantly by the separation from the 
idolatry of ages. 

To their great honour, the simple and free minds 
among our clergy have not resisted the voice of Nature 
and the advanced i>ercej)tions of tlie mind ; and every 
church divides itself into a liberal and exjiectant class, 
on one side, and an unwilling and conservative class 
on the other. As it stands with us now, a few clergy¬ 
men, with a more theological cast of mind, retain the 
traditions, but they carry them quietly. In general 
discourse, they are never obtruded. If the clergyman 
should travel in Trance, in England, in Italy, he might 
leave them locked up in the same closet with his 
" occasional sermons ” at home. and. if he did not 
return, would never think to seiul for them. The ortho¬ 
dox clergymen hold a little firmer to theirs, as Calvinism 
has a more tenacious vitality; but that is doomed 
also, and will only die last; for Calvinism rushes to 
be Unitarianism, as Unitarianism rushes to be pure 
Theism. 


But the ins]>irations are never withdrawn. In the 
worst times, men of organic virtue arc born,—men and 
women of native integrity, and indifferently in high 
and low conditions. There will always be a class of 
imaginative youtlis, whom poetry, wliom the love of 
beauty, lead to tlie adoration of the moral sentiment, 
and tliese will pro\-ide it with new historic forms and 


songs. 


Kehgion is as inexpugnable as the use of lamps, 
or of wells, or of chimneys. We mu>t have days and 

teachers. The Sunday is the core of our 
civili/ation, dedicated to thought and reverence. It 
invites to the noblest solitude and the noblest society, 
to wliatever means and aids of s]>iritual rcfrcMiment. 
Alen may well come togetlier to kindle each other to 
virtuous living, (onfucius said, " If in the morning I 

hear of the right way, and in the evening die, I can be 
happy.” 

The churches alreadv indicate the new spirit in adding 
to the perennud otiice of teaching, beneficent activities, 
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—as in creating hospitals, ragged schools, offices of 
employment for the poor, appointing almoners to the 
helpless, guardians of foundlings and orphans. The 
power that in other times inspired crusades, or the 
colonization of New England, or the modern revivals, 
flies to the help of the deaf-mute and the blind, to the 
education of the sailor and the vagabond boy, to the 
reform of convicts and harlots,—as the war created 
the Hilton Head and Charleston missions, the Sanitary 
Commission, the nurses and teachers at Washington. 

In the present tendency of our society, in the new 
irnportance of the individual, when thrones are crum¬ 
bling and presidents and governors are forced every 
moment to remember their constituencies; when 
counties and towns are resisting centralization, and the 
individual voter his party,—society is threatened with 
actual granulation, religious as well as political. How 
many people are there in Boston ? Some two hundred 
thousand. Well, then so many sects. Of course each 
poor soul loses all his old stays ; no bishop watches 
him, no confessor reports that he has neglected the 
confessional, no class-leader admonishes him of ab¬ 
sences, no fagot, no penance, no fine, no rebuke. Is 
not this wrong ? is not this dangerous ? ’Tis not 
wrong, but the law of growth. It is not dangerous, 
any more than the mother’s withdrawing her hands 
from the tottering babe, at his first walk across the 
nursery-floor ; the child fears and cries, but achieves 
the feat, instantly tries it again, and never wishes to 
be assisted more. And this infant soul must learn to 
walk alone. At first he is forlorn, homeless ; but this 
rude stripping him of all support drives him inward, 
and he finds himself unhurt; he finds himself face to 
face with the majestic Presence, reads the original of 
the Ten Commandments, the original of Gospels and 
Epistles ; nay, his narrow chapel expands to the blue 
cathedral of the sky, where he 


Looks in and sees each blissful deity, 

Where he before the thunderous throne doth lie.” 
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To nations or to inclividuiUs the progress of opinion 
is not a loss of moral restraint, but simply a change 
from coarser to limT checks. No evil can come from 
reform which a dev-per tliought will not correct. If 
there is any tendency in national cxjKinsion to form 
character, religion will not be a loser. There is a fear 
that pure truth, pure nioiaU, will not make a religion 
for the affections. Whenever the sublimities of char¬ 
acter shall be incarnated in a man, we may rely that 
awe and love and insatiable curiosity will follow his 


steps. Character is tlie hal>it of action from the per- 
matKMit vision of truth. It carries a superiority to all 
the accidents of life. It compels right relation to every 
other man, — domesticates itself with strangers and 
enemie'>. “ But I, fatlK'r,” says the wise Prahlada, in 
the \’islmu Ihirana, “ know neither friends nor foes, 


for T behold Kesava in all beings as in my own soul.” 
It confers jierj^etual insight. It sees that a man’s 
friends and his foes are of his own household, of his 


own )>erM)n. What wo\ild it avail me, if I could destroy 
my enemies ? There would be as many to-morrow. 
That which I hate and fear is really in myself, and no 
knife is long enough to reach to its heart. Confucius 
said one day to Ke Kang ; “ Sir, in carrying on your 
government, why should you use killing at all ? Let 
your evinced desires be for what is good, and the people 
will be good. Ihe grass nmst bend, when the wind 
blows across it.” Ke Kang, distressed about the num¬ 
ber of thieves in the state, iiupiired of Confucius how 
to do away with them. Confucius said, ” If you, sir, 
were not covetous, although you should reward them 
to do it, they wo\ild not steal.” 


Its methods are. subtle, it works without means. It 
indulges no enmity against any. knowing, with Prahlada 
that ” the suppression of malignant feeling is itself a 
reward.” Ihe more reason, the less goyernment. In 
a sensible family, nobody ever hears the words ” shall ” 


and “ >ha’n’t ; ” nobody commands, and nobody obeys, 
but all conspire and joyfully co-oiHU'atc, Take off the 
roofs of hundreds of happy houses, and you shall see 
this order withovit ruler, and the like in every intelligence 
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and moral society. Command is exceptional, and 
marks some break in the link of reason ; as the electricity 
goes round the world without a spark or a sound, until 
there is a break in the wire or the water chain. Sweden¬ 
borg said, that, “ in the spiritual world, when one wishes 
to rule, or despises others, he is thrust out of doors.” 
Goethe, in discussing the characters in “ Wilhelm 
Meister,” maintained his belief that ” pure loveliness 
and right good-will are the highest manly prerogati\’es, 
before which all energetic heroism, with its lustre and 
renown, must recede.” In perfect accord with this, 
Henry James affirms, that ” to give the feminine clement 
in life its hard-earned but eternal suj)remacy over the 
masculine has been the secret inspiration of all past 
history.” 

There is no end to the sufficiency of character. It 
can afford to wait : it can do without what is called 
success ; it cannot but succeed. To a well-principled 
man existence is victory. He defends himself against 
failure in his main design by making every inch of the 
road to it pleasant. There is no trifle, and no obscurity 
to him : he feels the immensity of the chain whose last 
link he holds in his hand, and is led by it. Having 
nothing, this spirit hath all. It asks, with Marcus 
Aurelius, ” What matter by whom the good is done ? ” 
It extols humility,—by every self-abasement lifted 
higher in the scale of being. It makes no stipulations 
for earthly felicity,—does not ask, in the absoluteness 
of its trust, even for the assurance of continued life. 
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SPEECH AT A MEETING FOR ORGANIZING THE 
FREE RELIGIOUS ASSOCIATION.' 

Mr. Chairman : 

I HARDLY felt, in finding this house this morning, 
that I had come into the right hall. I came, as I 
supposed myself summoned, to a little committee meet¬ 
ing, for some practical end, where I should happily and 
humbly learn my lesson ; and I supposed myself no 
longer subject to your call when I saw this house. I 
have listened with great jdeasurc to the lessons which 
we have heard. To many, to those last spoken, I have 
found so much in accord with my own thought that I 
have little left to say. I think that it does great honour 
to the sensil)ility of the committee that they have felt 
the universal demand in the community for just the 
movement they have begun. I say again, in the phrase 
used liy my friend, that we began many years ago,—yes, 
and many ages before that, l^ut I think the nece^ity 
very groat, and it has jirompted an equal magnanimity, 
that thus invites all classes, all religious men, whatever 
tlieir connections, wliatever their specialties, in what¬ 
ever relation they stand to the Christian Church, to unite 
in a movement of benefit to men, under the sanction of 
religion. We are all very sensible,—it is forced on us 
every day,—of the feeling that churches are outgrown; 
that the creeds are outgrown ; that a technical theology 
no longer suits us. It is not the ill-will of people—no, 
indeed, but the incapacity for confining themselves 
there. The church is not large enough for the man ; it 
cannot inspire the enthusiiism which is the parent of 
everytliing good in history, which makes the romance 
of history. For tliat enthusiasm you must have some- 
tliing greater than yourselves, and not less. 

Ihe child, the young student, finds scope in his 
mathematics and chemistry or natural history, because 
he finds a truth larger than he is; finds himself con- 
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tinually instructed. But, in churches, every healthy 
and thoughtful mind finds itself in something less ; it 
is checked, cribbed, confined. And the statistics of the 
American, the English and the German cities, showing 
that the mass of the population is leaving off going to 
church, indicate the necessity, which should have been 
foreseen, that the Church should always be new and 
extemporized, because it is eternal and springs from the 
sentiment of men, or it does not exist. One wonders 
sometimes that the churches still retain so many votaries, 
when he reads the histories of the Church. Theie is 
an element of childish infatuation in them which does 
not exalt our respect for man. Read in Michelet, that 
in Europe, for twelve or fourteen centuries, God the 
Father had no temple and no altar. The Holy Ghost 
and the Son of Mary were worshipped, and, in the thir¬ 
teenth century, the First Person began to appear at the 
side of his Son, in pictures and in sculpture, for worship, 
but only through favour of his Son. These mortifying 
puerilities abound in religious history. But as soon as 
every man is apprized of the Divine Presence within his 
own mind,—is apprized that the perfect law of duty 
corresponds with the laws of chemistry, of vegetation, 
of astronomy, as face to face in a glass ; that the basis of 
duty, the order of society, the power of character, the 
wealth of culture, the perfection of taste, all draw their 
essence from this moral sentiment, then we have a 
religion that exalts, that commands all the social and 
all the private action. 

What strikes me in the sudden movement which 
brings together to-day so many separated friends, 
separated but sympathetic,—and what I expected to 
find here was, some practical suggestions by which we 
were to reanimate and reorganize for ourselves the true 
Church, the pure worship. Pure doctrine always bears 
fruit in pure benefits. It is only by good works, it is 
only on the basis of active duty, that worship finds 
expression. What is best in the ancient religions was 
the sacred friendships between heroes, the Sacred Ba^s, 
and the relations of the Pythagorean disciples. G’jr 
Masonic institutions probably grew from the like origin. 
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The close association wliich bound the first disciples of 
Jesus is another example ; and it were easy to find more. 
The soul of our late war. which will always be remem¬ 
bered as dignifying it. was. first, the desire to abolish 
slavery in this country, and secondly, to abolish the 
mischief of the war itself, by healing and saving the sick 
and wounded soldiers,—and this by the sacred bands 
of the Sanitary Commission. I wish that the various 
beneficent institutions which are springing up, like joyful 
plants of wholesomeness, all over this country, should 
all be remembered as within the sphere of this committee, 
—almost all of them are represented here,—and that 
within this little band that has gathered here to-day, 
should grow friendship. The interests that grow out 
of a meeting like this, should bind us with new strength 
to the old eternal duties. 
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RELIGIOUS ASSOCIATIONS 


Friends : 

I WISH I could deserve anything of the kind expression 
of my friend, the President, and the kind good-will 
which the audience signifies, but it is not in my power 
to-day to meet the natural demands of the occasion, and, 
quite against my design and my will. I shall have to 
request the attention of the audience to a few written 
remarks, instead of the more extensive statement which 
I had hoped to offer them. 

I think we have disputed long enough. I think we 
might now relinquish our theological controversies to 
communities more idle and ignorant than we. I am 
glad that a more realistic church is coming to be the 
tendency of society, and that we are likely one day to 
forget our obstinate polemics in the ambition to excel 
each other in good works. I have no wish to proselyte 
any reluctant mind, nor, I think, have I any curiosity or 
impulse to intrude on those whose ways of thinking 
differ from mine. But as my friend, your presiding 
officer, has asked me to take at least some small part in 
this day’s conversation, I am ready to give, as often 
before, the first simple foundation of my belief, that the 
Author of Nature has not left himself without a witness 
in any sane mind : that the moral sentiment speaks to 
every man the law after which the Universe was made ; 
that we find parity, identity of design, through Nature, 
and benefit to be the uniform aim : that there is a force 
always at work to make the best better and the worst 
good. We have had not long since presented us by 
Max Miiller a valuable paragraph from St. Augustine, 
not at all extraordinary in itself, but only as coming 
from that eminent Father in the Church, and at that age, 
in which St. Augustine writes : “ That which is^ now 
called the Christian religion existed among the ancients, 
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and never did not exist from the planting of the 
human race until Christ came in the llcsh. at which time 
the true religion which already existed began to be chilled 
Christianity.” I believe that not only Christianity 
is as old as the Creation,—not only every sentiment 
and ]>recej-)t of Christianity can be paralleled in other 
religious writings.—but more, that a man of religious 
susceptibility, and one at the same time conversant with 
many men,—say a much-travelled man,—can find the 
same idea in numberless conversations. The religious 
find religion wherever they associate. When I find in 
people narrow religion. I find also in them narrow read¬ 
ing. Nothing really is so self-publishing, so divulga- 
tory. as thought. It cannot be confined or hid. It is 
easily carried ; it takes no room ; the knowledge of 
Europe looks out into Persia and India, and to the very 
Kaffirs. Every proverb, every fine text, every pregnant 
jest, travels across the line ; and you will find it at 
Cape Town, or among tlie Tartars, \Ve arc all believers 
in natural religion ; we all agree that the health and 
integrity of man is self-respect, self - subsistency, a 
regard to natural conscience. All education is to 
accustom him to trust himself, discriminate between his 
higher and lower thoughts, exert the timid faculties 
until tliey are rolnist, and thus train him to self-help, 
until ho ceases to be an vinderling. a tool, and becomes 
a benefactor. 1 think wise men wish their religion to 
be all of this kind, teaching the agent to go alone, not 
to hang on the world as a pensioner, a permitted person, 
l)ut an adult, self-searching soul, brave to assist or resist 
a world : only humble and docile before the source of 
the wisdom he has discovered within him. 

As it is. every believer holds a different creed ; that is, 
all the churches are churches of one member. All our 
sects have refined the point of difference between 
them. The point of (liflerence that still remains 
between churches, or between classes, is in the 
addition to the moral code, that is. to natural religion, 
of somewhat jiositive and historical. I think that to 
be. as Mr. Abbot has stated it in his form, the one 
difference remaining. I object, of course, to the claim 
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of miraculous dispensation,—certainly not to the doc¬ 
trine of Christianity. This claim impairs, to my mind, 
the soundness of him who makes it, and indisposes us to 
his communion. This comes the wrong way ; it comes 
from without, not within. This positive, historical, 
authoritative scheme is not consistent with our experi¬ 
ence or our expectations. It is something not in Nature : 
it is contrary to that law of nature which all wise men 
recognize ; namely, never to require a larger cause than 
is necessary to the effect. George Fox, the Quaker, 
said that, though he read of Christ and God, he knew 
them only from the like spirit in his own soul. We want 
all the aids to our moral training. We cannot spare the 
vision nor the virtue of the saints ; but let it be by pure 
sympathy, not with any personal or official claim. If 
you are childish, and exhibit your saint as a worker of 
wonders, a thaumaturgist, I am repelled. That claim 
takes his teachings out of logic and out of nature, and 
permits official and arbitrary senses to be grafted on the 
teachings. It is the praise of our New Testament that 
its teachings go to the honour and benefit of humanity,— 
that no better lesson has been taught or incarnated. 
Let it stand, beautiful and wholesome, with whatever is 
most like it in the teaching and practice of men ; but do 
not attempt to elevate it out of humanity by saying, 
“ This was not a man," for then you confound it with 
the fables of every popular religion, and my distrust of 
the story makes me distrust the doctrine as soon as it 
differs from my own belief. 

Whoever thinks a story gains by the prodigious, by 
adding something out of nature, robs it more than he 
adds. It is no longer an example, a model; no longer 
a heart-stirring hero, but an exhibition, a wonder, an 
anomaly, removed out of the range of influence \yith 
thoughtful men. I submit that in sound frame of mind, 
we read or remember the religious sayings and oracles of 
other men, whether Jew or Indian, or Greek or Persian, 
only for friendship, only for joy in the social identity 
which they open to us, and that these words would have 
no weight with us if we had not the same conviction 
already. I find something stingy in the unwilling and 
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disparaging admission of these foreign opinions,—opinions 
from all parts of the world,—by our churchmen, as if only 
to enhance by their dimness the sujK'rior light of Chris¬ 
tianity. Meantime, observe, you cannot bring me too 
good a word, too diuzling a hope, too penetrating an 
insight from the Jews. I hail every one with delight, 
as showing the riches of my brother, my fellow-soul, who 
could thus think and thus greatly feel. Zealots eagerly 
fasten their eyes on the differences between their creed 
and yours, but the charm of the study is in finding the 
agreements, the identities, in all the religions of men. 

I am glad to hear each sect comjdain that they do not 
now hold the opinions they are charged with. The earth 
moves, and tlie mind opens. I am glad to believe society 
contains a class of humble souls who enjoy the lu.xury 
of a religion that does not degrade ; who think it the 
highest worship to expect of Heaven the most and the 
best ; who do not wonder that there was a Christ, but 
that there were not a thousand ; who have conceived 
an infinite hope for mankind ; who believe that the 
history of Jesus is the history of every man, written 
large. 
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I T is remarkable that of an author so familiar as 
Plutarch, not only to scholars, but to all reading men, 
and whose history is so easily gathered from his works, 
no accurate memoir of his life, not even the dates of 
his birth and death, should have come down to us. 
Strange that the writer of so many illustrious biog¬ 
raphies should wait so long for his own. It is agreed 
that he was born about the year 50 a.d. He 
has been represented as having been the tutor of the 
Emperor Trajan, as dedicating one of his books to him, 
as living long in Rome in great esteem, as having re¬ 
ceived from Trajan the consular dignity, and as having 
been appointed by him the governor of Greece. He 
was a man whose real superiority had no need of these 
flatteries. Meantime, the simple truth is, that he was 
not the tutor of Trajan, that he dedicated no book 
to him, was not consul in Rome, nor governor of Greece ; 
appears never to have been in Rome but on two occa¬ 
sions, and then on business of the people of his native 
city, Chseronea ; and though he found or made friends 
at Rome, and read lectures to some friends or scholars, 
he did not know or learn the Latin language there ; 
with one or two doubtful exceptions, never quotes a 
Latin book; and though the contemporary, in his 
youth or in his old age, of Persius, Juvenal, Lucan 
and Seneca, of Quintilian, Martial, Tacitus, Suetonius, 
Pliny the Elder and the Younger, he does not cite 
them, and, in return, his name is never mentioned by 
any Roman writer. It would seem that the community 
of letters and of personal news %yas even more rare 
at that day than the want of printing, of railroads and 

telegraphs, would suggest to us. 

But this neglect by his contemporaries has been 
compensated by an immense popularity in modern 

1 This Essay was printed as an introduction to the transIaUon of 
Plutarch’s Morals, edited by Professor William W. Goodwin, Boston, 

1870. 
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nations. Wliilst liis books were never known to the 
world in their own Greek tongue, it is curious that the 
"Lixes” were translated and ])rinted in Latin, thence 
into Italian. French, and English, more than a century 
belore the original “Works” were yet printed. For 
whilst the “ Lives” were translated in Rome in 1470, 
and the “ Morals,” part by part, soon after, the first 
pi lilted edition of tlie Greek “Works” did not appear 
until 1572. Hardly current in his own (ireek, these 
lound learned interjireters in the scholars of Germany, 
Spain and Italy. In France, in the middle of the most 
turbulent civil wars. Amyot’s translation awakened 
general attention. His genial version of the “Lives” 
in 1550. of tlie “ Morals ” in 1572, had signal success. 
King Henry I\'. wrote to his wife, Marie de‘ Medici: 
“ \ ’ive Dicu. As God liveth, you could not have sent 
me anytliing which could be more agreeable than the 
news of the jileasure you have taken in this reading. 
Plutaich always delights me with a fresli novelty. To 
]o\e liim is to love mo; for lie has been long time the 
instructor of my youtli. My good mother, to whom I 
owe all, and who would not wish, she said, to see her son 
an illustrious dunce, jnit this book into my hands 
almost when I was a child at the breast. It has been 
like my conscience, and has whispered in my ear many 
good suggestions and maxims for mv conduct and the 
government of my affairs.” Still earlier, Rabelais cites 
him with due respect. Montaigne, in 1589, says : “ We 
dunces had been lo>t, had not this book raised us out 
of the diit. Hy this iavour of his we dare now speak 
.uul wnte. Ihe ladies are able to read to schoolmasters. 
I is our breviary.” Montestpiieu drew from him his 
definition ol law, and. in his Pnt^trs, declares, “ I am 
always chaimed with Plutarch; in his writings are 
ciicuinstances attaclicd to persons, wliich give great 
pleasuic; and adds examines. Saint-Evremond read 
Plutarcli to tlie great Conde under a tent. Rollin, 
so long the historian of antiiiuity for France, drew 
unhesitatingly his history from him. Voltaire honoured 
him^ and ]\oussean acknowledged him as his master. 
In England, Sir Ihomas North translated the “ Lives’* 
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in 1579, and HoUand the “Morals" in 1603, in time 
to be used by Shakespeare in his plays, and read by 
Bacon, Dryden, and Cudworth. 

Then, recently, there has been a remarkable revival, 
in France, in the taste for Plutarch and his contem¬ 
poraries ; led, ve may say, by the eminent critic Sainte- 
Beuve. M. Octave Grcard, in a critical work on the 
“Morals," has carefully corrected the popular legends 
and constructed from the works of Plutarch himself 
his true biography. M. Leveque has given an exposi¬ 
tion of his moral philosophy, under the title of A 
Physician of the Sonl,” in the Revue dcs Deux Mondes ; 
and M. C. Martha, chapters on the genius of ISlarcus 
Aurelius, of Persius, and Lucretius, in the same journal, 
whilst 'SI. Fu:=tel de Coulanges has explored from its 
roots in the Aryan race, then in their Greek and Roman 
descendants, the primeval religion of the household. 

Plutarch occupies a unique place in liteiature as an 
encyclopaedia of Greek and Roman antiquity. W hat¬ 
ever is eminent in fact or in fiction, in opinion, m 
character, in institutions, in science—natural, moral, or 
metaphysical, or in memorable sayings, drew his atten¬ 
tion and came to his pen with more or less fulness of 
record. He is, among prose-writers, what Chaucei is 
among English poets, a I'epertory for those who want 
the story without searching for it at first hand,—-a 
compend of all accepted traditions. And all this with¬ 
out any supreme intellectual gifts. He is not a pro¬ 
found mind ; not a master in any science ; not a law¬ 
giver, like Lycurgus or Solon ; not a metaphysician, 
like Parmenides, Plato, or Aristotle ; not the founder 
of any sect or community, like Pythagoras or Zeno ; 
not a naturalist, like Pliny or Linna;us; not a leader ql 
the mind of a generation, like Plato or Goethe. But 11 
he had not the highest powers, he was yet a man m 
rare gifts. He had that universal sympathy 
genius which makes all its victories, his own; tlwugh 
he never used verse, he had many qualities of ^e 
poet in the power of his imagination, the speed 
mental associations, and his sharp, objective eyes. B'lt 
what specially marks him, he is a chief example of the 
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illumination of the intellect by the force of morals. 
Though the most amiable of boon-companions, this 
generous religion gives him like Cioethe’s. 

Plutarcli was well-l)orn. well-taught, well-conditioned; 
a self-respecting. amiai>le man, who knew how to better 
a good education l^y travels, by devotion to affairs 
private and inildic ; a master of ancient culture, he 
read liooks with a just criticism; eminently social, he 
was a king in his own house, surrounded himself with 
select friemls, ami knew the higli value of good con¬ 
versation ; and tlecl.ires in a letter written to his wife 
that “ he finds scarcely an erasure, as in a book well- 
written, in the hai>piness of liis life.” 

Tlie range of mind makes the glad writer. The 
reason of Plutarch’s vast popularity is his humanity, 
A man of society, of affairs; uiuight, ju'actical; a 
good son, hur^band, fatlier. and friend,—he has a taste 
for common life, and knows the court, the camp and 
the judgment-hall, but also the forge, farm, kitchen 
and cellar, and every utensil and use, and with a wise 
man’s or a ]>oet’s eye. Thought defends him from any 
degradation. He does not lose his way, for the attrac¬ 
tions are from within, not from without. A poet in 
verse or ]>rose mu^t luive a sensuovis eye, but an intel¬ 
lectual co-]»erception. Plutarcii’s memory is full, and 
his horizon wide. Nothing touches man but he feels 
to be his; he is tolerant even of vice, if he finds it 
genial; enough a man of tlie world to give even the 
Devil his due. and would have hugged Robert Biu'ns, 
when he cried :— 


O wad vi.- lak’ a tlionghl and inond ! ” 

He is a philosopher with philosophers, a naturalist with 
uatundists, and sulVicientlv a mathematician to leave 
some ot liis readers, now and then, at a long distance 
liehind him, or lespoctfully skipping to the next chapter. 
Hut this scholastic omniscience of our author engages 
a new respect, since they hope he undei'stands his own 
diagram. 

He perpetually suggests Montaigne, who was the best 
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reader he has ever found, though Montaigne excelled 
his master in the point and surprise of his sentences. 
Plutarch had a religion which ^lontaigne wanted, and 
which defends him from wantonness; and though 
Plutarch is as plain-spoken, his moral sentiment is 
always pure. What better praise has any writer re¬ 
ceived than he whom Montaigne finds “ frank in giving 
things, not words,” dryly adding, ” it vexes me that he 
is so exposed to the spoil of those that are conversant 
with him.” It is one of the felicities of literary history, 
the tie which inseparably couples those two names 
across fourteen centuries. Montaigne, whilst he grasps 
Etienne de la Boece with one hand, reaches back the 
other to Plutarch. These distant friendships charm 
us, and honour all the parties, and make the best example 
of the universal citizenship and fraternity of the human 
mind. 

I do not know where to find a book—to borrow a 
phrase of Ben Jonson’s—“so rammed with life,” and 
this in chapters chiefly ethical, which are so prone to be 
heavy and sentimental. No poet could illustrate his 
thought with more novel or striking similes or happier 
anecdotes. His style is realistic, picturesque, and 
varied ; his sharp objective eyes seeing everything that 
moves, shines, or threatens in nature or art, or thought 
or dreams. Indeed, twilights, shadows, omens and 
spectres have a charm for him. He believes in witch¬ 
craft and the evil eye, in demons and ghosts,—^but 
prefers, if you please, to talk of these in the morning. 
His vivacity and abundance never leave him to loiter 
or pound on an incident. I admire his rapid and 
crowded style, as if he had such store of anecdotes 
of his heroes that he is forced to suppress more than 
he recounts, in order to keep up with the hasting history. 

His surprising merit is the genial facility with which 
he deals with his manifold topics. There is no trace 
of labour or pain. He gossips of heroes, philosophers 
and poets ; of virtues and genius ; of love and fate and 
empires. It is for his pleasure that he recites all that 
is best in his reading : he prattles history. But he is 
no courtier, and no Boswell: he is ever manly, far from 
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r iwniiiK and would be welcome to the sages and warriors 
he repoi'ts, as one having a native right to aclrnire and 
recount tliesc stirring deeds and speeches. I find Inm 
a better teacher of riietoric than any modern His 
sui>ei^titions arc i^oetic, asi>iring, ahirmatnc. A poet 

mHit rliyme all day with hints drawn fiom Plutarch, 
page on page. No doubt, this superior suggestion for 
Ih? modern reader owes much to the foreign air, the 
e.reek wine, the religion and history of antique heroes, 
rhebes. Sparta. Athens and Rome charm us away from 
the di-gust of the passing bour. But his own cheer¬ 
fulness and rude health are also magmdic. In his 
immense (luotation and allusion we quickly cease to 
discriminate between what he quotes and what he 
invents. We sail on his memory into the ports of every 
nation, enter into every private lu-operty. and do not 
stop to discriminate owners, but give him the praise 
of !dl. ’Tis all Plutarch, by right of eminent domain, 
and all property vests in this emperor. Ihis tacility 
ami abundance make the joy of his narrative, and he 
is read to the neglect of more caretul historians, \ et 
he insiiires a curiositv. sometimes makes a necessity, 
to read them. Pie disowns any attemid to rivid Ihucy- 
dides ; but I suppose he has a hundred readers wheie 
'riuicvditles fimls one, and I'hucydides must often thank 
Plutarch for that one. He ha - preserved for us a 
multitude of jirecious sentences, in prose or verse, ot 
authors whose books are lost; and these embalmed 
fragments, through his loving selection alone, have 
come to be proverbs of later mankind. I hope it is 
only my immense ignorance that inakes me believe 
that they do not survive out of his pages, not only 
riiespis, Poleinos. Kiqihorion, Ariston, P.venus, etc., 
but fragments of Menande; and Pindar. At all events, 
it is in reading the fragments ho has saved from lost 
authors that I luu-e hailed another example of the 
sacred care which has unrolled in our times, and still 
searches and unrolls /'u/>vrj from ruined libraries and 
buried cities, and has drawn attention to what an 
ancient might call the politeness of Fate,—we will say, 

more advisedly, the benign Providence which uses the 
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violence of war, of earthquakes and changed water¬ 
courses, to save underground through barbarous ages 
the relics of ancient art, and thus idlows us to witness 
the upturning of the alphabets of old races, and the 
deciphering of forgotten languages, so to complete the 
annals of the forefathers of Asia. Africa, and Europe. 

His delight in poetry makes him cite with joy the 
speech of Gorgias, “ that the tragic poet who deceived 
was juster than he who deceived not, and he that was 
decei\'ed was wiser than he who was not deceived.’' 

It is a consequence of this poetic trait in his mind, 
that I confess that, in reading him, I embrace the 
particulars, and carry a faint memory of the argument 
or general design of the chapter ; but he is not less 
welcome, and he leaves the reader w'ith a relish and a 
necessity for completing his studies. Many examples 
might be cited of nervous expression and happy allusion, 
that indicate a poet and an orator, though he is not 
ambitious of these titles, and cleaves to the security 
of prose narrative, and only shows his intellectual 
sympathy with these; yet I cannot forbear to cite 
one or two sentences which none who reads them will 
forget. In treating of the style of the Pythian Oracle, 

he says :— 

“ Do you not obseiwe, some one will say, what a 
grace there is in Sappho’s measures, and how they 
delight and tickle the ears and fancies of the hearers ? 
Whereas the Sibyl, with her frantic grimaces, uttering 
sentences altogether thoughtful and serious, neither 
fucused nor perfumed, continues her yoEe a thousand 
years through the favour of the Divinity that speaks 

within her.” . • 

Another gives an insight into his mystic tendencies 

“ Early this morning, asking Epaminondas about the 
manner of Lysis’s burial, I found that Lysis had taught 
him as far as the incommunicable mysteries of our sect, 
and that the same Daemon that waited on Lysis, Pre¬ 
sided over him, if I can guess at the pilot from the 
sailing of the ship. The paths of life are large, but m 
few are men directed by the Daemons. When Theanor 
had said this, he looked attentively on Epaminondas, 
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as if he designed a fresh search into Ids nature and 
inclinations.” 

■\nd liere is Ins sentiment on superstition, somewhat 
condensed in Lord Bacon’s citation of it: I had 

rather a groat do;d tliat men sliould say. tlierc was no 
siicli man at all as Plutarch, than that they should say 
that there was one Plutarch that would cat up his 
children as soon as they were horn, as the poets speak 

of Saturn.” . , ,,, ,, 

Tlu‘ chapter On Fortune should be read by poets, 

and other wise men ; and the vigour of his pen appears 

in the chai)ter ” Whether the Athenians were more 

Warlike or Learned,” and in his attack ui>on Usurers. 

There is. of course, a wide difference of time the 

writing of these discourses, and so in their merit. Many 

of them are mere sketches or notes for chapters m 

preparation, which were never digested or hnished. 

Many are notes for disputations in the lecture-room. 

His poor indignation against Herodotus was perhaps 

a youthful prize essay ; it appeared to me^ captious 

and laboured; or perhaps, at a rhetorician s school, 

the subject of Herodotus being the lesson of the clay, 

Plutarch was ap]>ointed by lot to take the aclverse side. 

The idain-speaking of Plutarch, as of the ancient 

writers generally, coming from the habit of \\Titing 

for one sex only, has a great gain for brevity, and, m 

our new tendencies of civilization, may tend to correct 


a false delicacy. i ^ 

We are always interested in the man who treats 

the intellect well. We expect it from the philosopher, 
—from Plato, Aristotle, Spinoza and Kant; but we 
know that metaphysical studies in any but minds oi 
large horizon and incessant inspiration have their 
dangers. One asks sometimes whether a metaph^^ici^ 
can treat the intellect well. Ihe central fact is the 
superhuman intelligonce, pouring into us from its un¬ 
known fountain, to be received with religious 
defended from any mixture of our will. But tms high 
Muse comes and goes ; and the danger is that, when the 
Muse is wanting, the student is prone to supply us 
place with microscopic subtleties and logomachy, it 
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is fatal to spiritual health to lose your admiration. 

Let others wrangle," said St. Augustine ; “ I will 

wonder.” Plato and Plotinus are enthusiasts, who 
honour the race ; but the logic of the sophists and 
materialists, whether Greek or French, fills us with 
disgust. Whilst we expect this awe and reverence of 
the spiritual power from the philosopher in his closet, 
we praise it in the man of the world ;—the man who 
lives on quiet terms with existing institutions, yet 
indicates his perception of these high oracles ; as do 
Plutarch, Montaigne, Hume and Goethe. These 
men lift themselves at once from the vulgar and are 
not the parasites of wealth. Perhaps they sometimes 
compromise, go out to dine, make and take compli¬ 
ments ; but they keep open the source of wisdom and 
health. Plutarch is uniformly true to this centre. 
He had not lost his wonder. He is a pronounced 
idealist, who does not hesitate to say, like another 
Berkeley, “Matter is itself privationand again 
“ The Sun is the cause that all men are ignorant of 
Apollo, by sense withdrawing the rational intellect 
from that which is, to that which appears.” He thinks 
that “ souls are naturally endowed with the faculty 
of prediction ; ” he delights in memory, with its miracu¬ 
lous power of resisting time. He thinks that “ Alex¬ 
ander invaded Persia with greater assistance from 
Aristotle than from his father Philip.” He thinks that 
“ he who has ideas of his own is a bad judge of another 
man’s, it being true that the Eleans would be the most 
proper judges of the Olympic games, were no Eleans 
gamesters.” He says of Socrates, that he endeavoured 
to bring reason and things together, and make truth 
consist with sober sense. He wonders with 
that nail of pain and pleasure which fastens the 
to the mind. The mathematics give him unspeakable 
pleasure, but he chiefly liked that proportion which 
teaches us to account that which is just, equal ; ana 

not that which is equal, just. , . .1 

Of philosophy he is more interested in the resuus 

than in the method. He has a just instinct of the 

presence of a master, and prefers to sit as a scholar 
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with Plato, than as a disinitant ; and, true to his prac¬ 
tical character, he wishes the philosopher not to hide 
in a corner, hut to commend himself to men of public 
regards and ruling gi'uius : * for. if he once possess 
such a man with princijiles of honour and religion, he 
takes a compendious method, by doing good to one, to 
ol)lige a great part of mankind." ’Tis a temperance, 
not an ecK’cticism. which makes him atK'erse to the 
severe Stoic, or the (iymnosophist. or Diogenes, or any 
other extremist. 1 hat vice of theirs shall not hinder 
him from citing any good word they chance to drop. 
He is an eclectic in such sen>e as Montaigne was,— 


willing to be an expectant, not a dogmatist. 

In many of these chapters it is easy to infer the 
relation between the (ireek philosophers and those who 
came to them for instruction. This teaching was no 
])lay nor routine, but strict, sincere and affectionate. 
Tlie part of each of the class is as important as that of 
the master. 1 hey are like the base-ball players, to 
whom the i>itcher. the bat. the catcher and the scout 
are e<|ually important. .\nd Plutarch thought, with 
Ariston, " that neither a bath nor a lecture served any 
purpose, unless they were purgative.” Plutarch has 
such a keen ideasun' in realities that he has none in 
verbal dispute> ; lie is impatient of sophistry, ttnd 
desjiises the Ejiicliarmian di>)nitatitms ; as, that he who 
ran in di’bt y^'''h‘rday owes nothing to-day, as being 
another man ; so. he that was yesterday invited to 
suiiiier, the next night conus an unbidden guest, for 
that he is (piite another jierson. 

Except a'' histtnical curiosities, little can be said 
in behalf of the scientitic value of the " Opinions of 
the Philosophers." the " Ouestions ” and the " Sym- 
posiacs." I'hev are, for llu' most part, very crude opin¬ 
ions ; maiiv of them so puerile that one would believe 
that Plutarch in liis haste adopted the notes of his 
younger auditi>rs. some of them jocosely mis-reporting 
the dogma of the professor, who laid them aside as 
nuinoriiuilit for future revision, which he never gave, 
and they were ixisthumouslv jniblished. Now and 
then there are hints of superior science. You may cull 
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from this record of barbarous guesses of shepherds and 

travellers, statements that ave predicttons of facU 

established in modern science. UsuaUy uhen hH • 

Thucydides, saying that not <aesi . ,■ to 

L'r./sv£.r ”'£ 

K? £4rcS;r. r L’r ,u«i™ .cw. 

» srs “? s 3 ;:3r.?.s,“”rsi 

lead him constantly of heLes, his 

tr rfndS^^ couHctlons of the high dest,^^ 

nf the soul La Harpe said that ^tutarcu 

*'ts ‘irr sSs "r pfU -5 

r LX’ 

their writings weie interest in all human 

Plutarch is genial, with a" endless philosoplier, 

and divine things ; Seneca, 1 . ^ ^ ^ sublime 

a writer of sentences, and, though he keep 

path, is less interesting, because ’ in. There 

we have shut his book, we ^ want of sweet- 

is a certain violence in his Plutarch. He is 

ness. He lacks the ■ ?^^t[es He is not 

;;ST >S” crF"‘L‘S xr.h?viS“’i 
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purely contented ? Seneca was still more a man of the 
world than Plutarch ; and. by his conversation with 
the Court of Nero, and his own skill, like Voltaire’s, 
of living with men of business and ennilating their 
address in affairs by great accumulation of his own 
property, learned to temiKT his ]4ulosophy with facts. 
He ventured far.—apjxirently too far,—for so keen a 
conscience as he inly had. Vet we owe to that wonder¬ 
ful moralist illustrious maxims ; as if tlie scarlet vices 
of the times of Nero had the natural effect of driving 
virtue to its loftiest antagonisms. “ Seneca,” says 
L’Estrange, ” was a pagan Christian, and is very good 
reading for our ( hristian pagans.” He was Buddhist 
in his cold abstract virtue, with a certain impassibility 
beyond humanitv- He called ]>ity, ” that fault of 
narrow souls.” Yet wliat noble words we owe to him : 

” God divided man into men, that they might help 
each other;” and again, “The good man differs from 
God in nothing but duration.” His tlioughts are ex¬ 
cellent. if only he had the right to say them. Plutarch, 
meantime, with every virtue under heaven, thought it 
the top of wisdom to ])lnlosophi/e, \v{ not apjK'ar to do 
it. and to reach in mirth the same ends which the most 
serious are ju’oposing. 

Plutarch thought “ truth to be the greatest good 
that man can receive, and the goodliest blessing that 
God can give.” “ Whvn you are jiersuaded in your 
mind that you cannot either offer or perform anything 
more agreealde to the gods than the entertaining a 
right notion of them, you will then avoid superstition 
as a no less evil than atheism.” He cites Euripides to 
alTirm, “ If gods do aught dishonest, they are no gods,” 
and the memorable words of Antigone, in Sophocles, 
concerning the moral sentiment:— 

“ l't‘r neitlior now nor yesterday K'gan 
These thon^lus, whicli have iK'cn ever, nor yet can 
.\ man bo touiul wlio tlioir (irsl entrance knew.” 

His faith in the immortality of the soul is another 
measure of his deep humanity. He reminds his friends 
that the Delphic oracles haye giyen scy^ral answei^ 
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the same in substance as that formerly given to Corax 
the Naxian :— 

It sounds profane impiety 

To teach that human souls e’er die.” 

He believes that the doctrine of the Divine Providence, 
and that of the immortality of the soul, rest on one and 
the same basis. He thinks it impossible either that a 
man beloved of the gods should not be happy, or that 
a wise and just man should not be beloved of the gods. 
To him the Epicureans are hateful, who held that the 
soul perishes when it is separated from the body. The 
soul, incapable of death, suffers in the same manner in 
the body, as birds that are kept in a cage.’' He believes 
" that the souls of infants pass immediately into a 
better and more divine state.” /* j • 

I can easily believe that an anxious soul may find in 
Plutarch’s chapter called “ Pleasure not attainable by 
Epicurus,” and his “ Letter to his Wife Timoxena,’ a 
more sweet and reassuring argument on the immortality 
than in the Phjedo of Plato; for Plutarch always 
addresses the question on the human side, and not on 
the metaphysical; as Walter Scott took hold of boys 
and young men, in England and America, and thiough 
them of their fathers. His grand perceptions of duty 
lead him to his stern delight in heroism ; a stoic resist¬ 
ance to low indulgence; to a fight with fortune ; a 
regard for truth ; his love of Sparta, and of heroes like 
Aristides, Phocion, and Cato. He insists that the highest 
good is in action. He thinks that the inhabit^ts of 
Asia came to be vassals to one only for not havnng 
been able to pronounce one syllable ; which is, ^vo. So 
keen is his sense of allegiance to right reason, that he 
makes a fight against Fortune whenever she is namecL 
At Rome he thinks her wings were clipped : she stood 
no longer on a ball, but on a cube as large as Italy. 
He thinks it was by superior virtue that ^exander 
won his battles in Asia and Africa, and the Greeks 

theirs against Persia. . . 

But this Stoic in his fight with Fortune, with vices, 

effeminacy and indolence, is gentle as a woman when 
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other strings are touched. He is the most amiable of 
men. “ To erect a trophy in the soul against anger 
is that which none but a great and victorious puissance 
is aide to achieve.”—" Anger turns the mind out of 
doors, and bolts the door. He h;is a tendeiness 
almost to tears when he writes on " Friendship.” on 
the " Training of Children,” and on the Love of 
I-irothers.” " There is no treasure,” he says, " parents 
can gi\'c to their children, like a brother ; tis a friend 
given by nature, a gift nothing can sup\>ly; once lost, 
not to be rej^laced. 1 he Arcadian ]>io]diet, of whom 
Herodotus s|>eaks, was obliged to make a wooden foot 
in place of that which had been chopped off. A 
brother, embroiled with his brother, going to seek m 
the street a stranger wh.o can take his idace, resembles 
him who will cut off his fool to give himself one of wood.” 

All his judgments are noble. He thought, with 
Epicurus, that it is more delightful to do than to receive 
a kindness. "This courteous, gentle, and benign dis¬ 
position and behaviour is not so acceiUablo, so obliging 
or delightful to any of those with whom we converse, 
as it is to those who have it.” Ihere is re;illy no limit 
to his bounty: "It would be generous to lend our 
eyes and ears, nay, if possible, our reason and foititude 
to others, whilst we are idle or asleep.” His excessive 
and fanrilul humanity vomiiuls ouo ol (.hades Lamb, 
whilst it much exceeds him. W hen the guests aie 
gone, he " would leave one lamp burning^ only as a sign 
of the respect he hore tires, lor nothing so resembles 
an animal as lire. It is moved and nourished by itself, 
and by its brightness, like the soul, discovers and makes 
cverytliing apparent, and in its (]\iencbing shows some 
power that seems tti |>roi'eed from a vital ]>rinci|>le, foi 
it makes a noise and resists, like an animal dying, or 
violently slaughtered ; ” and he praises the Komaiis, 
who, when the feast was o\'er, " doidt well with the lamps, 
and tlid not take away the nourishment Uiey had given, 
but permitted them to live and shine by it. 

I can almost regret that the learned editor of the 
present leimblication has not preserved, if only as a 
piece of histor\’, the preface of Mr. Morgan, the editor 
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and in part writer of this Translation of 1718 . In his 
dedication of the work to the Archbishop of Canterbury, 
Wm. Wake, he tells the Primate that “ Plutarch was the 
wisest man of his age, and, if he had been a Christian, 
one of the best too ; but it was his severe fate to flourish 
in those days of ignorance, which, "tis a favourable opinion 
to hope that the Almighty will sometime wink at ; that 
our souls may be with these philosophers together in the 
same state of bliss” The puzzle in the worthy trans¬ 
lator’s mind between his theology and his reason well 
reappears in the puzzle of his sentence. 

I know that the chapter of “ Apothegms of Noble 
Commanders” is rejected by some critics as not a 
genuine work of Plutarch ; but the matter is good, 
and is so agreeable to his taste and genius, that if he 
had found it, he would have adopted it. If he did not 
compile the piece, many, perhaps most of the anecdotes 
were already scattered in his works. If I do not lament 
that a work not his should be ascribed to lum, I iegret 
that he should have suffered such destruction of his own. 
What a trilogy is lost to mankind in his lives of Scipio, 

Epaminondas, and Pindar ! 

His delight in magnanimity and self-sacrifice has 
made his books, like Homer’s Iliad, a bible for heioes ; 
and wherever the Cid is relished, the legends of Arthur, 
Saxon Alfred, and Richard the Lion-hearted, Robert 
Bruce, Sidney, Lord Herbert of Cherbury, Cromwell, 
Nelson, Bonaparte, and Walter Scott's Chronicles in 
prose or verse, — there will Plutarch, who told the 
story of Leonidas, of Agesilaus, of Aristides, Phocion, 
Themistocles, Demosthenes, Epaminondas, Ciesar, Cato 
and the rest, sit as the bestower of the crown of noble 
knighthood, and laureate of the ancient world. 

The chapters ” On the Fortune of .-Vlexander, m 
the ” Morals,” are an important appendix to the portrait 
in the ” Lives.” The union in Alexander of sublime 
courage with the refinement of his pure t^tes, 
making him the carrier of civilization into the East, 
are in the spirit of the ideal hero, and endeared ini 
to Plutarch. That prince kept Homers poems not 
only for himself under his pillow in his tent, but carried 
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these for tlie delight of the Persian youth, and made 
them acquainted also with the tragedies of Euripides 
and Sojdiocles. He persuaded the Sogdians not to 
kill, but to cherish their aged parents; the Persians 
to reverence, not marry their mothers ; the Scythians 
to bury, and not cat their dead parents. \Vhat a fruit 
and fitting monument of liis best days was his city 
Alexandria, to be the birthjilace or home of Plotinus, 
St. Augustine, Synesius, Posidonius, Ammonius, Jamb- 
lichus. Porphyry, Origen, Aratus, Apollonius and 
Ajuileius. 

H Plutarch delighted in heroes, and held the balance 
between the severe Stoic and the indulgent Epicurean, 
his humanity shines not less in his intercourse with his 
])ersonal friends. He was a genial host and guest, and 
delighted in bringing chosen companions to the supper- 
table. He knew the laws of conversation and the laws 
of good-fellowship quite as well as Horace, and has set 
them down with such candour and grace as to make 
them good reading to-day. The guests not invited 
to a private board by the entertainer, but introduced 
by a guest as his companions, the Greeks called shadows] 
and the question is debated whether it was civil to bring 
them, and he treats it candidly, but concludes ; “ There¬ 
fore. when I make an invitation, since it is hard to break 
the custom of the ]>lace, I give my guests leave to 
bring shadows ; but when I myself am invited as a 
shac ow, I assure you I refuse to go.” He has an 
objection to the introduction of music at feasts. He 
thought it wonderful that a man having a muse in his 
own breast, and all the jdeasantness that would fit an 
entertainment, would have jupes and harps play, and 
by that external noise destroy idl the sweetness that 
was proper and his own. 

I cannot close these notes without expressing my 
sense of the valuable service which the Editor has 
rendered to his Author and to his readers. Professor 
Goodwin is a silent benefactor to the book, wherever 
I have compared the editions. 1 did not know how 
careless and \ icious in ])arts the old book was, until, 
in recent reading of the old text, on coining on anytliing 
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absurd or unintelligible, I referred to the new text and 
found a clear and accurate statement in its place. It 
is the vindication of Plutarch. The correction is not 
only of names of authors and of places grossly altered 
or misspelled, but of unpardonable liberties taken by 
the translators, whether from negligence or freak. 

One proof of Plutarch’s skill as a writer is that he 
bears translation so well. In spite of its carelessness 
and manifold faults, which, I doubt not, have tried 
the patience of its present learned editor and corrector, 
I yet confess my enjoyment of this old version, for its 
vigorous English style. The work of some forty or 
fifty University men, some of them imperfect in their 
Greek, it is a monument of the English language at a 
period of singular vigour and freedom of style. I hope 
the Commission of the Philological Society in London, 
charged with the duty of preparing a Critical Dictionary, 
will not overlook these volumes, which might show the 
wealth of their tongue to greater advantage than many 
books of more renown as models. It runs through the 
whole scale of conversation in the street, the market, the 
coffee-house, the law courts, the palace, the college and 
the church. There are, no doubt, many yulgar phrases, 
and many blunders of the printer ; but it is the speech 
of business and conversation, and in every tone, from 
lowest to highest. 

We owe to these translators many sharp perceptions 
of the wit and humour of their author, sometimes even 
to the adding of the point. I notice one, wh.ich, al¬ 
though the translator has justified his rendering in a 
note, the severer criticism of the Editor has not retained. 
** Were there not a sun, we might, for all tlie other 
stars, pass our days in the Reverend Dark, as Heraclitus 
calls it.” I find a humour in the phrase which might 
well excuse its doubtful accuracy. 

It is a service to our Republic to publish a book 
can force ambitious young men, before they rnount the 
platform of the county conventions, to read the Laconic 
Apothegms ” and the ” Apothegms of Great Command¬ 
ers.” If we could keep the secret, and communicate 
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it only to a few chosen aspirants, we might confide that, 
by this noble infiltration, they would easily carry the 
victory over all competitors. But, as it weis the desire 
of tlic^c old jxitriots to lill with their majestic spirit all 
Sparta or Rome, and not a few leaders only, we hasten 
to offer them to the American iH'Ojde. 

Plutarclfs pojnilarity will return in rapid cycles. 
If over-read in this decade, so that his anecdotes and 
oj)inions become commonplace, and to-day's novelties 
are sought for variety, his sterling values will presently 
recall the eye and thought of the best minds, and his 
books will be reprinted and read anew by coming 
generations. .•\nd thus Plutarch will be perpetually 
rediscovered from time to time as long as books last. 
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T he memory of SirWalter Scott is dear to this Society, 
of which he was for ten years an Honorary Member. 
If only as an eminent antiquary who has shed light on 
the history of Europe and of the English race, he had 
high claims to our regard. But to the rare tribute of a 
centennial anniversary of his birthday, which we gladly 
join with Scotland and indeed with Europe to keep, he 
is not less entitled,—perhaps he alone among the literary 
men of this century is entitled,—by the exceptional debt 
which all English-speaking men have gladly owed to his 
character and genius. I think no modern writer has 
inspired his readers with such affection to his own ■ 
personality. 1 can well remember as far back as when 
“ The Lord of the Isles ” was first republished in Boston, 
in 1815,—my own and my school-fellows* joy in the 
book. “ Marmion ” and “ The Lay ” had gone before, 
but we were then learning to spell. In the face of the 
later novels, we still claim that his poetry is the delight 
of boys. But this means that when we re-open these old 
books we all consent to be boys again. We tread over 
our youthful grounds with joy. Critics have found them 
to be only rhymed prose. But I believe that many of 
those who read them in youth, when, later, they come 
to dismiss finally their school-days’ library, will make 
some fond exception for Scott as for Byron. 

It is easy to see the origin of his poems. His own ear 
had been charmed by old ballads crooned by Scottish 
dames at firesides, and written down from their lips by 
antiquaries ; and, finding them now outgrown and dis¬ 
honoured by the new culture, he attempted to dignify 
and adapt them to the times in which he lived. Just 
so much thought, so much picturesque detail in dialogue 
or description as the old ballad required, so much 
pression of details and leaping to the event, he would 
keep and use, but without any ambition to write a high 

' Speech at the Massachusetts Historical Society on the Centenary 
of Sir Walter’s birth, Aug. 15, 1871. Reprinted from the Proceedings. 
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])Ocm after a classic model. He made no pretension to 
the lofty style of Siienscr, or Milton, or Wordsworth. 
Compared with their ]nirified sonf;s, purified of ^1 
ephemeral colour or material, his were ivi'S dc socicie. 
But he had the skill proper to rers dc socictc ,—skill to fit 
his verse to his topic, and not to write solemn pentameters 
alike on a hero or a s])aniel. His good sense probably 
elected the ballad to make his audience larger. He 
apprehended in advance the immense enlargement of 
the reading ]niblic, which almost dates from the era of 
his books.--which his books and Byron’s inaugurated; 
and which, though until then unheard of, has become 
familiar to the present time. 

If the success of his poems, however large, was partial, 
that of his novels w;is complete. The tone of strength 
in " Waverley ” at once announced the master, and was 
more than justified by the su]ierior genius of the follow¬ 
ing romances, up to the “ Bride of Lammermoor,” 
which almost goes back to .Eschylus for a counterpart, 
as a painting of Fate.—leaving on every reader the 
imiirossion of the highest and purest tragedy. 

His power on the public mind rests on the singular 
union of two influences. By nature, by his reading and 
taste an aristocrat, in a time and country which easily 
gave him that bias, he had the virtues and' graces of that 
class, and by his eminent humanity and his love of 
labovir escapetl its harm. He saw in the English Church 
the symbol and seal of all social order ; in the historical 
aristocracy the benefits to the State which Burke 
claimed for it ; and in his own reading and research, 
such store of legend and renown as won his imagination, 
to their cause. Not less his eminent humanity delighted 
in the sense and virtue and wit of the common people. 
In his own househoUl and neighbours he found charac¬ 
ters and pets of humble ckuss. with whom he established 
the best relation.—small farmers and tradesmen, 
shepherds, fishermen, gipsies, peasant-girls, crones,— 
and came with these into real ties of mutual help and 
good-will. From these originals he drew so genially 
his jeanie Deans, his Dinmonts and Edie Ochiltrees, 
Caleb Balderstones and Fairservices, Cuddie Headriggs, 
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Dominies, Meg Merrilies and Jenny Rintherouts, full of 
life and reality; making these, too, the pivots on which 
the plots of his stories turn ; and meantime without one 
word of brag of this discernment,—nay, this extrerne 
sympathy reaching down to every beggar and beggar s 
dog, and horse and cow. In the number and variety 
of his characters he approaches Shakespeare. Other 
])ainters in verse or prose have thrown into liteiature 
a few type-figures; as Cervantes, Defoe, Richardson. 
Goldsmith, Sterne and Fielding; but Scott portra>^d 
with equal strength and success every figure m his 

crowded company. 

His strong good sense saved him from the faults and 
foibles incident to poets,—from nervous egotism, sham 
modesty, or jealousy. He played ever a manly part. 
With such a fortune and such a genius, we should look 
to see what heavy toll the Fates took of him, as of 
Rousseau or Voltaire, of Swift or Byron. But no : he 
had no insanity, or vice, or blemish. He was a 
thoroughly upright, wise and great-hearted man, equal 
to whatever event or fortune should try him. Disasters 
only drove him to immense exertion. What an orna¬ 
ment and safeguard is humour ! Far better than wit for 
a poet and writer. It is a genius itself, and so defends 
from the insanities. 

Under what rare conjunction of stars was this man 
born, that, wherever he lived, he found superior men, 
passed all his life in the best company, and still found 
himself the best of the best! He was apprenticed at 
Edinburgh to a Writer to the Signet, and became a 
Writer to the Signet, and found himself in his youth 
and manhood and age in the society of Mackintosh, 
Horner, Jeffrey, Playfair, Dugald Stewart, Sydney 
Smith, Leslie, Sir William Hamilton, Wilson, Hogg, 
De Quincey,—to name only some of his literary 

neighbours. 
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DEMONOLOGY.* 

T he name Demonology covers dreams, omens, 
coincidences, luck, sortilege, magic, and other 
experiences which shun rather than court inquiry, and 
deserve notice chiefly because every man has usually 
in a lifetime two or three hints in this kind which are 
sjiccially impressive to him. They also shed light on 
our structure. 

The witchcraft of sleep divides with truth the empire 
of our lives. This soft enchantress visits two children 
lying locked in each other's arms, and carries them 
asunder by wide sjiaces of land and sea, and wide 
intervals of time :— 

“ There lies a sleeping city, God of dreams ! 

Wliat an unreal and fantastic world 
Is {joing on l>elow ! 

Within the sweep of yon encircling wall 
How many a large creation of the night. 

Wide wilderness and mountain, rock and sea, 

Peo|>led with bvisy, transitory groups, 

Pimis room to ri>e, and never feels the crowd.’* 


Tis superfluous to think of the dreams of multitudes, 
the astonishment remains that one should dream; 
that wo sliould resign so quietly this deifying Reason, 
and become the tlieatre of delirious shows, wherein 
time, space, persons, cities, animals, should dance before 
us in merry and mad confusion ; a delicate creation 
outdoing the prime and flower of actual nature, antic 
comedy alternating with horrid pictures. Sometimes 
the forgotten companions of childhood reappear:— 

“ They come, ia dim procession led. 

The cold, the faithless, and the dead. 

As warm each liand, each brow as gay, 

As if they parted yesterday: ”— 


or we seem busied for hours and days in peregiinations 
^ From the AWtk Aniencan March 1S77. 
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over seas and lands, in earnest dialogues, strenuous 
actions for nothings and absurdities, cheated by spectral 
jokes and waking suddenly with ghastly laughter, to 
be rebuked by the cold, lonely, silent midnight, and^ to 
rake with confusion in memory among the gibbering 
nonsense to find the motive of this contemptible cachin- 
nation. Dreams are jealous of being remembered; 
they dissipate instantly and angrily if you try to hold 
them. When newly awaked from lively dreams, we 
are so near them, still agitated by them, still in their 
sphere,—give us one syllable, one feature, one hint, 
and we should repossess the whole; hours of this 
strange entertainment would come troo])ing back to 
us ; but we cannot get our hand on the first link or 
fibre, and the whole is lost. There is a strange wilfulncss 
in the speed with which it disperses and baffles our grasp. 

A dislocation seems to be the foremost trait of dreams. 
A painful imperfection almost always attends them. 
The fairest forms, the most noble and excellent persons, 
are deformed by some pitiful and insane circumstance. 
The very landscape and scenery in a dream seem not 
to fit us, but like a coat or cloak of some other person 
to overlap and encumber the wearer; so is the ground, 
the road, the house, in dreams, too long or too short, 
and if it served no other purpose would show us how 
accurately nature fits man awake. 

There is one memory of waking and another of sleep. 
In our dreams the same scenes and fancies are many 
times associated, and that too, it would seem, for years. 
In sleep one shall travel certain roads in stage-coaches 
or gigs, which he recognizes as familiar, and has dreamed 
that ride a dozen times ; or shall walk alone in familiar 
fields and meadows, which road or which meadow in 
waking hours he never looked upon. This feature of 
dreams deserves the more attention from its singular 
resemblance to that obscure yet startling experience 
which almost every person confesses in daylight, that 
particular passages of conversation and action have 
occurred to him in the same order before, whether 
dreaming or waking; a suspicion that they have been 
with precisely these persons in precisely this room. 
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and heard precisely this dialogue, at some former hour, 

they know not when. r i. •» 

Animals have been called “ the dreams of nature. 

Perhaps for a conception of their consciousness \ve may 
go to our own dreams. In a dream we have the in¬ 
stinctive obedience, the same torpidity of the highest 
power, the same unsurprised assent to tli^e 
as these metamoridiosed men exhibit. Oui thought, 
in a stable or in a menagerie, on the other hand, may 
well remind us of our dreams. What compassion do 
these imprisoning forms awaken! You may catch 
the glance of a dog sometimes which lays a kind ot 
claim to sympathy and brotherhood. What! 
what of me down there ? Does he know it . Can he 

too as I. go out of himself, see himself, perceive relations ? 

We fear lest the jioor brute should gain one dreadful 
glimiise of his condition, should learn in some moment 
the touRh limit^itions of this fettenng organization. 

It was in this glance that Ovid got the hint of his 
metamorphoses; Kalidasa of his transmigration of souls. 
For these fables are our own thoughts carried out. 
What keeps those wild tales in circulation for thousands 
of years ? What but the wild fact to which they 
suggest some approximation of theory ? Nor is the fact 
quite solitary, for in varieties of our own species where 
organization seems to predominate over the genius ol 
man. in KeUmuck or Malay or Flathead Indian, we are 
sometimes pained by the same feeling ; and sometimes 
too the sharp - wilted prosperous white man awakens 
it. In a mixed assembly we have chanced to see not 
only a glance of Ahdiel, so grand and keen, but also 
in other faces the features of the mink, of the bull, ot the 
rat. and the barn-door fowl. You think, could the man 
overlook his own condition, he could not be restiained 


from suicide. ^ ^ 'ri’> 

Dreams have a poetic integrity and truth. 1ms 

limbo and dust-hole of thought is presided over by 

a certain reason, too. Their extravagance from nature 

is yet within a higher nature. They seem to us to 

suggest a certain abundance and fluency of thought not 

familiar to the waking experience. They pique us by 
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independence of us, yet we know ourselves in this mad 
crowd, and owe to dreams a kind of divination ^and 
wisdom. My dreams are not me ; they are not Nature, 
or the Not-me : they are both. They have a double 
consciousness, at once sub- and ob-jective. We call 
the phantoms that rise, the creation of our fancy, but 
they act like mutineers, and fire on their commander ; 
showing that every act, every thought, every cause, is 
bi-polar, and in the act is contained the counteraction. 
If I strike, I am struck; if I chase, I am pursued. 

Wise and sometimes terrible hints shall in them 
be thrown to the man out of a quite unknown intel¬ 
ligence. He shall be startled two or three times in his 
life by the justice as well as the significance of this 
phantasmagoria. Once or twice the conscious fetters 
shall seem to be unlocked, and a freer utterance attained. 
A prophetic character in all ages has haunted tnem; 
our dreams show like the sequel of waking knowledge. 
The visions of the night bear some kindred to the visions 
of the day. They are the maturation often of opinions 
not consciously carried out to statements, but whereof 
we already possessed the elements. Thus, when awake, 

I know the character of Rupert, but do not think what 
he may do. In dreams I see him engaged m cevi^n 
actions which seem preposterous,—out of all fitness. He 
is hostile, he is cruel, he is frightful, he a poltroon. It 
turns out prophecy a year later. But it was already 
in mv mind as character, and the sibyl dreams merely 
embodied it in fact. Why then should not symptoms 
auguries, forebodings be, and, as one said, the meanings 

of the spirit ? , ^ 

We are let by this experience into the high region 

of Cause, and acquainted with the identity of very 

unlike-seeming effects. We learn that actions w ose 

turpitude is very differently reputed proceed from one 

and the same affection. Sleep takes off the costume 

circumstance, arms us with terrible freedom, so 

every will rushes to a deed. A skilful man reads his 

dreams for his self-knowledge; yet not ^he deUi^ 

but the quality. What part does he > 

a cheerful, manly part, or a poor drivelling part . 
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However monstrous and grotesque their apparitions, 
tliey have a substantial truth. The same remark 
may be extended to the omens and coincidences which 
may have astonished us. Of all it is true that the 
reason of them is always latent in the individual. Goethe 
said: “ These whimsical pictures, inasmuch as they 

originate from us, may well have an analogy with our 
whole life and fate.” 

Tlic soul contains in itself the event that shall 
j)resently befall it, for the event is only the actualizing 
of its thoughts. It is no wonder that particular dreams 
and ])rescntiments should fall out and be prophetic. 
The fallacy consists in selecting a few insignificant 
liints when all arc inspired with the same sense. Every 
man goes through the world attended with innumerable 
facts ])rcfiguring (yes, distinctly announcing) his fate, if 
only eyes of sufficient heed and illumination were fastened 
on the sign. The sign is always there, if only the eye were 
also; just as under every tree in the speckled sunshine 
and shade no man notices that every spot of light is 
a perfect image of the sun, until in some hour the moon 
eclipses the luminary; and then first we notice that 
the spots of light have become crescents, or annular, 
and correspond to the changed figure of the sun. Things 
are significant enough. Heaven knows; but the seer of 
the sign,—where is he ? W’e doubt not a man’s fortune 
may be read in the lines of his hand, by pMmistry ; in 
the lines of his face, by jdiysiognomy ; in the outlines 
of the skull, by craniology : the lines are all there, 
but the reader waits. The long waves indicate to the 
instructed mariner that there is no near land in the 
direction from which they come. Relzoni describes 
the three marks which led him to dig for a door to the 
pyramid of (ihizoh. ^^’hat thousands had beheld the 
same spot for so many ages, and seen no three 
marks ! 

Secret analogies tie together the remotest parts of 
nature, as the atmosphere of a summer morning is filled 
with innumerable gossamer threads running in every 
direction, revealed by the beams of the rising sun. All 
life, all creation, is tell-t;ile and betraying. A man 
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reveals himself in every glance and step and movement 
and rest :— 

“ Head with foot hath private amity, and both with moons and tides. 

Not a mathematical axiom but is a moral rule. The 
jest and byword to an intelligent ear extends its mean¬ 
ing to the soul and to all time. Indeed, all productions 
of man are so anthropomorphous that not possibly 
can he invent any fable that shall not have a deep moial 
and be true in senses and to an extent never intended 
by the inventor. Thus all the bravest tales of Homer 
and the poets, modern philosophers can explain with 
profound judgment of law and state and ethics. Lucian 
has an idle tale that Pancrates, journeying from Memphis 
to Coppus, and wanting a servant, took a door-bar 
and pronounced over it magical words, and it stood 
up and brought him water, and turned a spit, and 
carried bundles, doing all the work of a slave. What 
is this but a prophecy of the progress of art ? For 
Pancrates write Watt or Fulton, and for magical 
words ” write “ steam ; ” and do they not make an 
iron bar and half a dozen wheels do the work, not of 
one, but of a thousand skilful mechanics ? 

In times most credulous of these fancies the sense 
was always met and the superstition rebuked by the 
grave spirit of reason and humanity. When Hector 
is told that the omens are unpropitious, he replies,— 

‘‘One omen is the best, to fight for one’s country.” 

Euripides said, “ He is not the best prophet who guesses 
well, and he is not the wisest man whose guess turns 
out well in the event, but he who, whatever the event 
be, takes reason and probability for his guide. 

“Swans, horses, dogs and dragons,"’ says Plutarch, 
“ we distinguish as sacred, and vehicles of the Divine fore¬ 
sight, and yet we cannot believe that men are sacred and 
favourites of Heaven.” The poor shipmaster discovered 
a sound theology, when in the storm at sea he made 
his prayer to Neptune, r O God, thou mayst save me 
if thou wilt, and if thou wilt thou mayst destroy me ; 
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but, liowcver, I will steer my rudder true.y Let me 
add one more example of the same good sense, in a 
story quoted out of Hccateus of Abclera:— 

“As I was once travelling by the Red Sea, there 
was one among the horsemen that attended us named 
Masollam, a brave and strong man, and according to 
the testimony of all the Greeks and barbarians, a very 
skilful archer. Now while the whole multitude was on 
the way, an augur called out to them to stand still, 
and this man inquired the reason of their halting. The 
augur showed him a bird, and told him, ‘ If that bird 
remained where he was, it would be better for them 
all to remain ; if he flew on, they might proceed; but 
if he flew back they must return.’ The Jew said nothing, 
but bent his bow and shot the bird to the ground. This 
act offended the augur and some others, and they began 
to utter imprecations against the Jew. But he replied, 

‘ Wherefore ? ^^'hy are you so foolish as to take care 
of tliis unfortunate bird ? How could this fowl give 
us any wise directions respecting our journey, when he 
could not save his own life ? Had he known anything 
of futurity, he would not have come here to be killed 
by the arrow of Masollam the Jew.’ ” 

It is not the tendency of our times to ascribe import¬ 
ance to whimsical pictures of sleep, or to omens. But 
the faith in peculiar and alien power takes another form 
in the modern mind, much more resembling the ancient 
doctrine of the guardian genius. The belief that 
jxirticular individuals are attended by a good fortune 
whicli makes them desirable associates in any enterprise 
of uncertain success, exists not only among those who 
take part in j^olitical and military projects, but in¬ 
fluences all joint action of commerce and affairs, and 
a corresponding assurance in the individuals so dis¬ 
tinguished meets and justifies the expectation of others 
by a boundless self - trust. “ I have a lucky hand, 
sir,” said Napoleon to his hesitating Chancellor; 

those on whom I lay it are fit for anything.” This 
faith is familiar in one form,—that often a certain 
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abdication of prudence and foresight is an element 
success • that children and young persons come off 
safe from casualties that would have proved dangerous 
trwiser people. We do not think the young will be 
forsaken • but he is fast approaching the age \\hen t 
sub-miraculous external protection and leading are 
withdrawn and he is committed to 

young man takes a leap m the dar ' „T=fniTes and 
As he comes into manhood he remembers passages ana 

observes with pain, not that he incurs m shap here ana 
there but that his genius, whose invisible benevolenc 
bovver and shiell to him. is no longer present and 

^^In^he popular belief, ghosts are a [dbe. 

avoiding -«J‘°-'/P-^-^row"the \r "Lv^udhsm i 
io To ’the ig nts and the means of magic, as sorcerers 
Tnd amule?s This faith in a doting power, so easily 
sUding into the current belief everywhere, and, m the 

of the sign of the cross in modern Rome,—this suppose 

r ?L us cCS‘r u 

liturgies and prayers, or which we regard in Passi | 

laws, or found college to the 

has said in his Autobiography what is much 

purpose :— 

“ I believed that I discovered in nature animate and 
inanimate. inteUigent and brute, sornewhat wh^ch ma 
tested itself only in eoritradiction and thereto 
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luiinan, since it had no understanding ; not devilish, 
since it was beneficent; not angelic, since it was often 
a marplot. It resembled chance, since it showed no 
sequel. It resembled foresight, since it pointed at 
connection. All which limits us seemed permeable to 
that. It seemed to deal at pleasure with the necessary 
elements of our constitution ; it shortened time and 
extended space. Only in the impossible it seemed to 
deliglit, and the possible to repel with contempt. This, 
wliich seemed to insert itself between all other things] 
to sever them, to bind them, I named the Demoniac^] 
after the example of the ancients, and of those who had 
observed the like. 

“ Although every demoniacal property can manifest 
itself in the corporeal and incorporeal, yes, in beasts too 
in a remarkable manner, yet it stands specially in 
wonderful relations with men, and forms in the moral 
world, though not an antagonist, yet a transverse ele¬ 
ment, so that the former may be called the warp, the 
latter the woof. For the phenomena wliich hence 
originate tlicre are countless names, since all philosophies 
and religions have attempted in prose or in poetry to 
solve this riddle, and to settle the thing once for all, 
as indeed they may be allowed to do. 

“ But this demonic element appears most fruitful 
when it shows itself as the determining characteristic in 
an indi\'idual. In the course of my life I have been 
able to observe several such, some near, some farther 
off. They are not always superior persons, either in 
mind or in talent. They seldom recommend themselves 
through goodness of heart. But a monstrous force goes 
out fiom them, and they exert an incredible power over 
all creatures, and even over the elements; who shall 
say how far such an intluence may extend ? All united 
moral jiowers avail nothing against them. In vain do 
the clear-headed jiart of mankind discredit them as 
deceivers or deceived.—the mass is attracted. Seldom 
01 never do they meet their match among their con- 
tcmiiorarics ; they are not to be conquered save by 
the universe itself, against which they have taken 
uji aims. Out of such experiences doubtless arose th& 
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strange, monstrous proverb, (Nobody against God but 
God.')"' 

It would be easy in the political history of every 
time to furnish examples of this irregular success, men 
having a force which without virtue, without shining 
talent, yet makes them prevailing. No equal appears 
in the field against them. A power goes out from them 
which draws all men and events to favour them. The 
crimes they commit, the exposures which follow, and 
which would ruin any other man, are strangely overlooked, 
or do more strangely turn to their account. 

I set down these things as I find them, but however 
poetic these twilights of thought, I like daylight, ami 
I find somewhat wilful, some play at blindman s buff, 
when men as wise as Goethe talk mysteriously of the 
demonological. The insinuation is that the known 
eternal laws of morals and matter are sometimes cor¬ 
rupted or evaded by this gipsy principle, which chooses 
favourites and works in the dark for their behoof; as 
if the laws of the Father of the universe were sometimes 
balked and eluded by a meddlesome Aunt of the 
verse for her pets. You will observe that this extends 
the popular idea of success to the very gods ; that they 
foster a success to you which is not a success to all; 
that fortunate men, fortunate- youths exist, whose 
good is not virtue or the public good, but a private good, 
robbed from the rest. It is a midsummer madness, 
corrupting all who hold the tenet. The demonologic is 
only a fine name for egotism ; an exaggeration namely 
of the individual, whom it is Nature's settled purpose 
to postpone. The race never dies, the individual is 
never spared. ^ There is one world common to all 
who are awake^ut each sleeper betakes himself to one 
of his own."i Dreams retain the infirmities ot our 
character. The good genius may be there or not, our 
evil genius is sure to stay. The Ego partial makes 
the dream; the Ego total the interpretation. Life 
is also a dream on the same terms. 


^ Goetke, Wahrheit und Dichtung^ Book xx. 


2 Heraclitus. 
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The history of man is a scries of conspiracies to win 
from Nature some advantage without paying for it. 

It is curious to see what grand powers we have a hint 
of and are mad to grasp, yet how slow Heaven is to 
trust us with such edge-tools. “ All that frees talent 
without increasing self-command is noxious.” Thus 
the fabled ring of Gyges, making the wearer invisible, 
which is represented in modern fable by the tclesco]>e 
as used by Schlemil, is simply mischievous, A new or 
])ri\-atc language, used to serve only low or political 
Hiri^oses, the transfusion of the blood, the steam 
jattery, so fatal as to put an end to war by the threat 
of universal murder, the desired discovery of the 
guided balloon, are of this kind. Tramps are trouble¬ 
some enough in the city and in the highways, but tramps 
flying through the air and descending on the lonely 
traveller or the lonely farmer’s house or the bank- 
messenger in the country, can well be spared. Men 
are not fit to be trusted with these talismans. 

Before we acquire great ]iower we must acquire 

wisdom to use it well. Animal magnetism inspires 

the j)rudent and moral with a certain terror; so the 

divination of contingent events, and the alleged second- 

sight of the pseudo - sjuritualists. There are many 

things of which a wise man might wish to be ignorant, 

and these are such. Shun them as you would the 

« _ 

secrets of the undertaker and the butcher. The best 
are never demoniacal or magnetic ; leave this limbo 
to the Prince of the ]>ower of the air. The lowest angel 
is better. It is the height of the animal; below the 
region of the divine. Power as such is not known to 
the angels. 

Great men feel that they are so by sacrificing their 
selfishness and falling back on what is humane; in 
renouncing family, clan, country, and each exclusive 
and local connection, to beat with the pulse and breathe 
with the lungs of nations. A Highland chief, an Indian 
sachem, or a feudal baron may fancy that the mountains 
and lakes were made specially for him Donald, or him 
recumseh ; that the one question for history is the 
jx'digree of his house, and future ages will be busy with 
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his renown ; that he has a guardian angel , 

not in the roll of common men, but obeys a high family 

destiny; when he acts, unheard-of 
the presence of rare agents; what is to befall hm, 
omens and coincidences foreshow ; when he dies ban¬ 
shees will announce his fate to kinsmen in foreign parts. 
What more facile than to project this exuberant sel hood 
into the region where individuality is fore\ er bounded 
by generic Ind cosmical laws ? The deepest flattery 
aL that to which we can never be '"f^ 

the element of a limited peponahty “ 

which nothing but spiritual ener^ can 

names and persons where a w.U is an intnision.-mto 

growth, repentance, and reformation. 

^ We may make great eyes if we like, and say of one 
on who^ the sun shinel “ What luck F-'des over 
him'” But we know that the law of the Umveise 
is one for each and for all. There is as precise and as 
describable a reason for every ^''et occurnng to hum 
as for any occurring to any man. Every fact m whml 

ss" £s:(T.f 

standing to great ends, yet is one who. in actions of a 
\L or fomm?n pitch, relies on his i"^incts and simply 
does not act where he sho^d not, but waits his tim^ 
and without effort acts when the need is^ “ 
you add a fitness to the society found him you ha% e 
the elements of fortune; so that in a Pf EcjEur cnc^ 
and knot of affairs he is not so much his man as 
the hand of nature and time as his f ^ ^ 

work exactly together,—and to bit the ma n 

stone he has only to fasten his eye Fmly on the m^^ 
and his arm will swing true,—so tlf mm 
and genius being bestowed in oue <h ’ j^ere wUl 

spirits and involuntary aids w‘thm ^ Lf are busy- 
fdlow. The fault of most men is that they a y 
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bodies; do not wait tlie simple movement of the soul, but 
interfere and thwart the instructions of their own minds. 

Coincidences, dreams, animal magnetism, omens, 
sacred lots, have great interest for some minds. They 
run into this twilight and say, “ There's more than is 
dreamed of in your philosophy.'* Certainly these facts 
are interesting, and deserve to be considered. But 
they are entitled only to a share of attention, and not a 
large share. iVi7 inagnificum, nil ^cncrosiim sapit. Read 
a i)agc of Cudworth or of Bacon, and we are exhilarated 
and armed to manly duties. Read demonology or 
<'olquhoun’s Report, and we are bewildered and perhaps 
a little besmirched. We grope. They who ]ircfer these 
twilights to daylight say they are to reveal to us a world 
of unknown, unsuspected truths. But suppose a diligent 
collection and study of these occult facts were made 
they are merely physiological, semi-medical, related to 
the machinery of man, opening to our curiosity how we 
live, and no aid on the superior problems why we live 
and what wc do. W'hile the dilettanti have been 
prying into tlie humours and muscles of the eye. simide 
men will have helped themselves and the world by 
using their eyes. 

Mesmerism is high life belows stairs, or Momus playing 
Jove in the kitchens of Olympus. 'Tis a low curiosity or 
lust of stiucturc, nnd is scparcitcd by cclcstitil diameters 
from the love of spiritual truths. It is wholly a false 
view to coiqile these things in any manner with the 
icligious ii^iturc nnd sentiment, iind most dangerous 
superstition to raise them to the lofty place of motives 
and sanctions. Ihis is to prefer halos and rainbow’s 
to the sun and moon. Demonology is the shadow’ of 
theology ; the whole world is an omen and a sign. Why 
look so wistfully in a comer ? Man is the image of God. 
fhese adepts have mistaken flatulency for inspiration. 
\Verc this drivel which they report as the voice of spirits 

really such, w'e must find out a more decisive suicide. 
I say to the table-rappers :— 

. “ I well believe 

Thou Nvilt not utlcr what thou dost not know^ 

And so far will I tnnt thee, gentle Kate.’* 
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They are ignorant of all that is healthy and useful to 
know, and by law of kind, —dunces seeking dunces 
in the dark of what they call the spiritual world,— 
preferring snores and gastric noises to the voice of any 
muse. I think the rappings a new test, like blue litmus 
or other chemical absorbent, to try catechisms with 

It detects organic scepticism in the very heads of the 
Church. 

Tis a lawless world. We have left the geometry, 
the compensation, and the conscience of the daily 
world, and come into the realm or chaos of chance 
and pretty or ugly confusion ; no guilt and no virtue, 
but a droll bedlam, where everybody believes only 
after his humour, and the actors and spectators have 
no conscience or reflection, no police, no foot-rule, no 
sanity,—nothing but whim and whim creative. 
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PERPETUAL FORCES.' 

W E cannot afford to miss any advantage. Never 
was any man too strong for his proper work. 
Art is long, and life short, and he must supply this dis¬ 
proportion by borrowing and applying to liis task the 
energies of Nature. Reinforce his self-respect, show him 
his means, his arsenal of forces, jihysical, metaphysical, 
immortal:— 

** More servants wait on man 
Than he’ll take notice of.” 


Show him the riches of the poor, show him what 
mighty allies and helpers he has. And though King 
David had no good from making his census out of 
vain-glory, yet I find it wholesome and invigorating to 
enumerate the resources we can command, to look a 
little into this arsenal, and see how many rounds of 
ammunition, what muskets and how many arms better 
than Springfield muskets we can bring to bear. 

The hero in the fairy tales has a servant who can eat 
granite rocks, another who can hear the grass grow, 
and a third who can run a hundred leagues in half an 
hour; so man in nature is surrounded by a gang of 
friendly giants, who can accept harder stints than these, 
and hel]) him in every kind. Each by itself has a 
certain omnipotence, but all, like contending kings and 
emperors, in the presence of each other, are antagonized 
and kept polite, and own the balance of power. 

There is no porter like gravitation, who will bring 
down any w'cight you cannot carry, and if he wants aid, 
knows how to find his fellow-labourers. Water works in 
masses, sets his irresistible shoulder to your mill or to 
your ships, or transports vast boulders of rock neatly 
packed in his iceberg a thousand miles. But its far 
greater power depends on its talent of becoming little, 
and entering the smallest holes and pores. By this 

^ From the North American Rn’inv^ September 1877, 
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agency, carrying in solution elements needful to every 
point, the vegetable world exists. 

Who are the farmer’s servants ? Who but geology, 
chemistry, the quarry of the air, the water of the brook, 
the lightning of the cloud, the plough of the frost ? 
Before he was born into the field, the sun of ages soaked 
it with light and heat, mellowed his land, decomposed 
the rocks, covered it with vegetable film, then with 
forests, and accumulated cubic acres of sphagnum whose 
decays make the peat of his meadow. The rocks craclc 
like glass by inequality of contraction in heat and cold, 
and flakes fall constantly into the soil. The tree can 
draw on the whole air, the whole earth, on all the rolling 
main. The plant, the tree, is all suction-pipe, imbibmg 
from the ground by its roots, from the air by its twigs 
with all its might. Take up a spadeful or a buck-load 
of loam ; who can guess what it holds ? But a gardener 
knows that it is full of peaches, full of oranges, and he 
drops in a few seeds by way of keys to unlock and com¬ 
bine its virtues;—lets it lie in sun and rain, and by-and-by 
it has lifted into the air its full weight in golden fruit. 

What agencies of electricity, gravity, light, affinity 
combine to make every plant what it is, and in a 
manner so quiet that the presence of these trernendous 
powers is not ordinarily suspected. Faraday said : “ A 
grain of water is known to have electric relations 
equivalent to a very powerful flash of lightning.” 
The ripe fruit is dropped at last without violence, 
but the lightning fell and the storm raged and strata 
were deposited and uptorn and bent back, and Chaos 
moved from beneath, to create and flavour the fruit on 
your table to-day. 

Go out of doors and get the air. Ah, if you knew 
what was in the air. See what your robust neighbour, 
who never feared to live in it, has got from it; strength, 
cheerfulness, power to convince, heartiness and equality 
to each event. As the sea is the receptacle of all rivers, 
so the air is the receptacle from which all things spring, 
and into which they all return; an immense distillery, a 
sharp solvent, drinking the oxygen from plants, carbon 
from animals, the essence and spirit of every solid on 
VOL. IV. 2 ^ 
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the globe ; a menstruum which melts the mountains into 
it. All the earths are burnt metals. One half the avoir¬ 
dupois of the rocks which com]>ose the solid crust of 
the globe consists of oxygen. The adamant is always 
passing into smoke ; Nature turns her capital day by 
day. All things arc flowing, oven those that seem 
immovable. The earth burns, the mountains bum, 
slowly but as incessantly as wood in the fire. The 
marble column, the brazen statue burn under the day- 
li‘dit, and would soon decompose if their molecular 
sfructure. disturbed by the raging sunlight, were not 
restored l)y the darkness of the night. Plants and 
animals burn or perpetually exhale their own bodies into 
the air and earth again. 

Whilst all thus burns, the universe in a blaze, kindled 
from the torch of the sun, it needs a perpetual tempering, 
a phlegm, a sleep, atmospheres of azote, deluges of 
water, to check the fury of the conflagration ; a hoarding 
to check the spending, a centripctencc to the centrifu- 
genco. And tins is uniformly supplied. Nature is as 
subtle as she is strong, and like a cautious testator ties 
up her estate so as not to bestow it all on one generation, 
but has a fore-looking tenderness and equal regard to 
the next and the next, and the fourth and the fiftieth. 
The winds and the rains come back a thousand and a 
thousand times. The coal on your grate gives out in 
decomposing to-day exactly the same amount of light 
and heat which was taken from the sunshine in its forma¬ 
tion in the leaves and boughs of the antediluvian tree. 

The earliest hymns of the world were hymns to these 
natural forces. The Vedas of India, which have a date 
older than Homer, are hymns to the winds, to the 


clouds, and to fire. 

They all have certain properties which adhere to 
them, such as conservation, persisting to be themselves, 
impossibility of being warped. The sun has lost no 
beams, the earth no elements; gravity is as adhesive, 
heat as exjxinsive, light as joyful, air as virtuous, water 
as mcdiciuiil as on tlie first day. There is no loss, only 
transference. When the heat is less here it is not lost, 
but more heat is there. When the rain exceeds on the 
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coast, there is drought on the prairie. When the con¬ 
tinent sinks, the opposite continent, that is to say, the 
opposite shore of the ocean, rises. When life is less 
here, it spawns there. 

These forces are in an ascending series, but seem to 
leave no room for the individual; man or atom, he 
only shares them ; he sails the way these irresistible 
winds blow. But behind all these are finer elements, 
the sources of them, and much more rapid and strong ; 
a new style and series, the spiritual. Intellect and 
morals appear only the material forces on a higher plane. 
The laws of material nature run up into the invisible 
world of the mind, and hereby we acquire a key to 
those sublimities which skulk and hide in the caverns 
of human consciousness. And in the impenetrable 
mystery which hides—and hides through absolute trans¬ 
parency—the mental nature, I await the insight which 
our advancing knowledge of material laws shall furnish. 

But the laws of force apply to every form of it. The 
husbandry learned in the economy of heat or light 
or steam or muscular fibre applies precisely to the use 
of wit. What I have said of the inexorable persistence 
of every elemental force to remain itself, the impossi¬ 
bility of tampering with it or warping it,—the same 
rule applies again strictly to this force of intellect; 
that it is perception, a seeing, not making, thoughts. 
The man must bend to the law, never the law to him. 

The brain of man has methods and arrangements 
corresponding to these material powers, by which he 
can use them. See how trivial is the use of the world 
by any other of its creatures. Whilst these forces 
act on us from the outside and we are not in their 
counsel, we call them Fate, The animal instincts guide 
the animal as gravity governs the stone, and in man 
that bias or direction of his constitution is often as 
tyrannical as gravity. We call it temperament, and 
it seems to be the remains of wolf, ape, and rattlesnake 
in him. While the reason is yet dormant, this rules ; 
as the reflective faculties open, this subsides. We corne 
to reason and knowledge ; we see the causes of evils 
and learn to parry them and use them as instruments, 
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by knowledge, being inside of them and dealing with 
them as the Creator does. It is curious to see how a 
creature so feeble and vulnerable as a man, who, unarmed, 
is no match for the wild beasts, tiger, or crocodile, 
none for the frost, none for the sea, none for a fog, 
or a damp air, or the feel)le fork of a ])oor worm,—each 
of a thousand ■)ctty accidents puts him to death every 
day,—is yet a >le to subdue to his will these terrific 
forces, and more than tliese. His whole frame is 
resjionsive to the world, ])art for jxart, every sense, 
every ]K)re to a new element, so that he seems to have 
as many talents as tiiere are qualities in nature. 

No force l)ut is his force. He does not possess them, he 
is a jupe througli whieli their currents flow. If a straw 
be held still in the direction of the ocean-current, the 
sea will ]>our through it as through (Gibraltar. If he 
should measure strength with tliem, if ho should fight 
tlic sea and the wliirlwind with his ship, he would snap 
his spars, tear his sails, and swamp his bark ; but by 
cunningly dividing the force, tapjung the tempest for 
a little side-wind, lie uses tlie monsters, and they carry 
him where lie would go. Look at him ; you can give 
no guess at what juiwer is in him. It never appears 
directly, but follow him and see his effects, see his 
jiroductions. He is a planter, a miner, a shipbuilder, 
a machinist, a musician, a steam-engine, a geometer, 
an astronomer, a persuader of men. a lawgiver, a builder 
of towns ;—and each of these by dint of a wonderful 
method or series that resides in him and enables him 
to work on the materiM elements. 

We are surrounded by human thought aiul labour. 
Where arc the farmer’s days gone ? Sec, they are hid 
in that stone-wall, in tiiat excavated trench, in the 
harvest grown on what was shingle and ]>ine-barren. 
He put his days into carting from the distant swam|v 
the mountain of muck whicli has been trundled about 
until it now makes the cover of fruitful soil. Labour 
hides itself in every mode and form. It is massed 
and blocked away in that stone house, for five hundred 
years. It is twisted and screwed into fragrant hay 
which fills the barn. It surprises in the perfect form 
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and condition of trees clean of caterpillars and borers, 
rightly pruned, and loaded with grafted fruit. It is 
under the house in the well; it is oyer the house in 
slates and copper and water-spout; it grows in the 
corn ; it delights us in the flower-bed ; it keeps the cow 
out of the garden, the rain out of the library, the miasma 
out of the town. It is in dress, in pictures, in ships, 
in cannon ; in every spectacle, in odours, in flavours, 
in sweet sounds, in works of safety, of delight, of wrath, 


of science. 

These thoughts no man ever saw, but disorder becomes 
order where he goes ; weakness becomes power ; sur¬ 
prising and admirable effects follow him like a creator. 
All forces are his ; as the wise merchant by truth in 
his dealings finds his credit unlimited,—he can use in 
turn, as he wants it, all the property in the world, and 
first or last vast amounts pass through his hands,—so 
a man draws on all the air for his occasions, as if there 
were no other breather, on all the water as if there 
were no other sailor ; he is warmed by the sun, and so 
of every element; he walks and works by the aid of 
gravitation ; he draws on all knowledge as his province, 
on all beauty for his innocent delight, and first or last 
he exhausts by his use all the harvests, all the powers 
of the world. For man, the receiver of all, and deposy 
tary of these volumes of power, I am to say that his 
ability and performance are according to his reception 
of these various streams of force. \ye define Genius 
to be a sensibility to all the impressions of the outei 
world, a sensibility so equal that it receives accurately 
all impressions, and can truly report them without ex¬ 
cess or loss as it received. It must not only receive 
all, but it must render all. And the health of man 
is an equality of inlet and outlet, gathering and giving. 
Any hoarding is tumour and disease. , , , 

If we were truly to take account of stock 
last Court of Appeals,—that were an inventory ! vNhat 
are my resources ? “ Our stock in life, our real es a e, 

is that amount of thought which we have had, and 
which we have applied, and so domesticated, 
ground we have thus created is forever a fund 
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thoughts. A few moral maxims confirmed by much 
experience would stand liigh on the list, constituting 
a supreme prudence. Then the knowledge unutterable 
of our private strength, of where it lies, of its accesses 
and facilitations, and of its obstructions. My con¬ 
viction of principles, that is great part of my possessions. 
Certain thoughts, certain observations, long familiar 
to me in night-watches and daylights, would be my 
cai)ital if I removed to S|>ain or China, or, by stranger 
translation, to the ])lanet Jupiter or Slars, or to new 
spiritual societies. 


Every valuable person who joins in any enterprise,— 
is it a i)iecc of industry, or the founding of a colony’or 
a college, the reform of some public abuse, or some effort 
of patriotism,—what he chiefly brings, all he brings, 
is not his land or his money or body's strength, but 
his thoughts, his way of classifying and seeing things, his 
method. And thus with every one a new iiower. ’ In 
proportion to the dejith of the insight is the power and 
reach of tlie kingdom he controls. 

It would be easy to awake wonder by sketching the 
perfonnance of each of these ment;U forces, as of the 
diving-bell of the Memory, which descends into the 
deeps of our jiast and oldest exjierience and brings ui> 
every lost jewel; or of the Fancy, which sends up its gay 
balloon aloft into the sky to catch every tint and gk^m 
of lomance; of the Imagination, wliich turns every 
dull fact Mito pictures and poetry, by making it an 
emblem of thought. What a power, when, combined 
with the analyzing understanding, it makes Eloquence • 
the ait of comi)elling belief, the art of making peoples* 
hearts dance to his pipe! And not less, method, 
patience, self-taist perseverance, love, desire of know¬ 
ledge. the passion for truth. These are the angels that 

immortal, invulnerable 
guaichans. By their strengtli we are strong, and on the 

ignal occasions in our career their inspirations flow to 
us, and make the simi>le wise, tlie weak able, and the 
timid biave, make the selfish and lu otected and tenderly- 
bred person strong for his duty, wise in counsel skilfiil 
m action, competent to rule, willing to obey. 
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I delight in tracing these wonderful powers, the 
electricity and gravity of the human world. The 
power of persistence, of enduring defeat and of gaining 
victory by defeats, is one of these forces which never loses 
its charm. The power of a man increases steadily by 
continuance in one direction. He becomes acquainted 
with the resistances, and with his own tools ; increases 
his skill and strength and learns the favourable moments 
and favourable accidents. He is his own apprentice, 
and more time gives a great addition of power, just as 
a falling body acquires momentum with every foot of 
the fall. How we prize a good continuer ! I knew 
a manufacturer who found his property invested in 
chemical works which were depreciating in value. He 
undertook the charge of them himself, began at the 
beginning, learned chemistry, and acquainted himself 
with all the conditions of the manufacture. His friends 
dissuaded him, advised him to give up the work, which 
was not suited to the country. Why throw good 
money after bad ? But he persisted, and after many 
years succeeded in his production of the right article 
for commerce, brought up the stock of his mills to par, 
and then sold out his interest, having accomplished 


the reform that was required. 

In each the talent is the perception of an order and. 
series in the department he deals with,—of an order 
and series which pre-existed in nature, and which tins 
mind sees and conforms to. The geonieter shows us the 
true order in figures ; the painter in laws of colour ; 
the dancer in grace. Bonaparte, with his celerity oi 
combination, mute, unfathomable, reads the geography 
of Europe as if his eyes were telescopes ; his wiU is an 
immense battery discharging irresistible volleys of power 

always at the right point in the right time. 

There was a story in the journals, of a poor Prisoner 
in a Western police-court, who was told he might he 
released if he would pay his fine. He had no money 
he had no friends, but he took his flute out of his pocket 
and began to play, to the surprise and, as it Proved, 
to the delight of aU the company ; the jurors wafed up, 
the sheriff forgot his duty, the judge himself beat time. 
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and the j^risoncr was by general consent of court and 
officers allowed to go his way without any money. 
And I suiiposc, if he could have played loud enough, 
we licre should ha\'e lieat time, and the whole population 
of the globe would beat time, and consent that he should 
go without liis fine. 

I knew a stupid young farmer, churlish, living only 
for his gains, and with whom the only intercourse you 
could luu’c was to buy what he had to sell. One day 
I found his little boy of four years dragging about after 
him the prettiest little wooden cart, so neatly built, 
and with decorations too. and learned that Papa had 
made it; that liidden deep in that thick skull was this 
gentle art and taste which the little fingers and caresses 
of his son had the power to draw out into day ; he 
was no i)casant after all. So near to us is the flowering 
of I'inc Art in the rudest population. See in a circle 
of school-girls one with no beauty, no speciiil vivacity,— 
i)ut she can so recite her adventures that she is never 
alone, l>ut at night or at morning wherever she sits the 
inevitable circle gathers around her, willing j)risoners 
of^ that wonderbil memory and fancy and spirit of life. 
Would you know where to find her? Listen for the 
jn.u^litcij follow the cheerful hum, see whore is the 
rai)t attention, an<l a pretty crowd all bright with one 
electricity; there in the centre of fellowship and joy 
IS Scheherazade again. 

See how rich life is; rich in ]>rivate tiilents, each of 

which charms us in turn and seems the best. If we 

hear music we give up all to that ; if we fall in with 

a cncket-club and see the game masterly played, the 

best player is the first of men ; if we go to the'regatta, 

we forget the bowler for the stroke oar; and when 

Uie soldier comes home from the fight, he fills all eyes. 

l-iut the soldier has the same admiration of the great 

ivaihamentary debater. And ]>oetry and literature are 

<hsdainful of all these claims beside their owm. It seems 

as il the story were gospel tiaith of the boy who thought 

m turn each one of the four seasons the best, and each 

ol the three hundred and si.\ty-five da\^ in the year the 
crowncr. 
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The sensibility is all. Every one knows what are 
the effects of music to put people m gay or mournful or 
martial mood. But these are the effects on dull subjects 

and only the hint of its power on a “ 

is a stroke on a loose or tense cord. The « 

Orpheus, of Arion, of the Arabian Minstrel are not 
fables, but experiments on the same iron at \vhite heat. 

By this wondrous susceptibility to aU the impressions 
of Nature the man finds himself the receptacle 
celestial thoughts, of happy relations to all men. Tl''^ 
imagination enriches him, as if there were "o other ; 
the memory opens all her cabinets and archives , Science 
her Tength and breadth. Poetry her splendour and ]oy, 
and the august circles of eternal Law. These 
and stairs for new ascensions of the mind. But they 
are nowise impoverished for any other mind not ai- 
nished, not breathed upon; for the mighty Intellect 
did not stoop to him and become property, but he rose 
to it and foUowed its circuits. “ It is ours while we 

use it, it is not ours when we do not use it. 

And so, one step higher, when he comes into the 

realm of sentiment and will. He sees the giandeur of 
iustice, the victory of love, the eternity that belongs 
to all moral nature. He does not then invent his 

sentiment or his act, but obeys ^‘ 
which he sees. We arrive at virtue by taking its 

direction instead of imposing ours. 

The last revelation of intellect and of sentiment i--> 
that in a manner it severs the man from all other meri ; 
makes known to him that the spnitual PO'vers a e 
sufficient to him, if no other being existed ; that he is ^ 
deal absolutely in the world, as if he alone were a system 
aS fstate^ld though all should perish, could make 

^ Tte^'forces are infinite. Every one has the m'.ght of 
all for the secret of the world is that its energies a 

that they work together on a SY^-^o^ 
mutual aid, all for each and each for all dre st^,^^ 

made on one point bears on ,.ourself of 

of the structure. But if you wish to 

their might, and in like manner if you wish the force oi 
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the intellect and the force of the will, you must take their 
divine direction, not they yours. Obedience alone gives 
the right to command. It is like the village operator 
who taps the telegraph-wire and surprises the secrets 
of empires as they pass to the capital. So this child of 
the dust throws himself by obedience into the circuit 
of the heavenly wisdom, and shares the secret of God, 

Thus is tlic world delivered into your hand, but on 
two conditions,—not for property, but for use; use 
according to the noble nature of the gifts, and not for 
toys, not for self-indulgence. Things work to their ends, 
not to yours, and will certainly defeat any adventurer 
who fights against this ordination. 

The effort of men is to use them purely for private 
ends. They wish to pocket land and water and fire and 
air and all fruits of these, for property, and would like 
to have Aladdin’s lamp to compel darkness, and iron* 
bound doors, and hostile armies, and lions and serpents 
to serve them like footmen. And they wish the same 
service from the spiritual faculties. A man has a rare 
mathematical talent, inviting him to the beautiful 
secrets of geometry, and wishes to clap a patent on it; 
or has the fancy and invention of a poet, and says, “ I 
will write a play that shall be repeated in London a 
hundred nights; ” or a military genius, and instead 
of using that to defend his country, he says, “ I will 
fight the battle so as to give me place and political 
consideration ; ” or Canning or Thurlow has a genius 
of debate, and says, “ 1 will know how with this weapon 
to defend the cause that will ]iay best and make me 
Chancellor or Foreign Secretary.” But this perversion 
is punished with instant loss of true wisdom and real 
power. 

I find the survey of these cosmical powers a doctrine 
of consolation in the dark hours of private or public 
fortune. It shows us the world alive, guided, incor¬ 
ruptible ; that its cannon cannot be stolen nor its 
virtues misapidied. It shows us the long Providence, 
the safeguards of rectitude. It animates exertion; 
it warns us out of that despair into which Saxon men 
ai'o prone to fall,—out of an idolatry of forms, instead 
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of working to simple ends, in the belief that Heaven 
always succours us in working for these. This world 
belongs to the energetical. It is a fagot of laws; and 
a true analysis of these laws, showing how immortal 
and how seif-protecting they are, would be a wholesome 
lesson for every time and for this time. That band 
which ties them together is unity, is universal good, 
saturating all with one being and aim, so that each 
translates the other, is only the same spirit applied 
to new departments. Things are saturated with the 
moral law. There is no escape from it. Violets and 
grass preach it; rain and snow, wind and tides, every 
change, every cause in Nature is nothing but a disguised 

missionary. , . „ ^ r 

All our political disasters gi'ow as logically out ot 

our attempts in the past to do without justice, as the 
sinking of some part of your house comes of defect in 
the foundation. One thing is plain ; a certain peisoMl 
virtue is essential to freedom ; and it begins to be 
doubtful whether our corruption in this country has 
not gone a little over the mark of safety, so that 
when canvassed we shall be found to be made up of a 
majority of reckless self-seekers. The divine knowledge 
has ebbed out of us and we do not know enough to be 

^^T*hope better of the state. Half a man’s wisdom 
goes with his courage. A boy who knows that a bully 
lives round the corner which he must pass on his daily 
way to school, is apt to take sinister views of streets and 
of school-education. And a sensitive politician suffers 
his ideas of the part New York or Pennsylvania or 
Ohio are to play in the future of the Union, to be 
fashioned by the election of rogues in some counties. 
But we must not gratify the rogues so deeply. 1 here 

is a speedy limit to profligate politics. rr t i. 

Fear disenchants life and the world. If I 
not my own respect I am an impostor, not entitiea 
to other men’s, and had better creep into my,6^7®- 
I admire the sentiment of Thoreau, who said f 
is so much to be feared as fear ; God himself lik^ atheism 
better.’) For the world is a battle-ground ; every pnn- 



380 


MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 

ciple is a war-note, and the most quiet and protected 
life is at any moment exposed to incidents which test 
vour firmness. The illusion that strikes me as the 
masterpiece in that ring of illusions which our life is, 
is the timidity with which we assert our moral sentiment. 
\\’e arc made of it, the world is built by it, things endure 
as tlicv share it ; all beauty, all health, intelligence 
exist by it; yet we shrink to speak of it or to range 
ourselves b’y ‘its side. Kay, we presume strength of 
him or them who deny it. Cities go against it; the 
college goes against it. the courts snatch at any precedent, 
at any vicious form of law to rule it out; legislatuies 
listen with appetite to declamations against it, and 
vote it down. Every new asserter of the right sur- 
jirises us, like a man joining the church, and we hardly 

dare lielieve he is in earnest. 

But what we do and suffer is in moments; the cause 
of right for which we labour never dies, works in long 
periods, can afford many checks, gains by our defeat^ 
and will know how to compensate our extremest sacri¬ 
fice. Wrath and petulance may have their short 
success, but they quickly reach their brief date and 
decompose, whilst the massive might of ideas is irre¬ 
sistible at last. Whence does this knowledge come ? 
Where is the source of jiower ? The soul of God is 
]-)Oured into the world through the thoughts of men. 
The world stands on ideas, and not on iron or cotton ; 
and the iron of iron, the fire of fire, the ether and source 
of all the elements is moral force. 

As cloud on cloud, as snow on snow, as the bird on 
the air, and the ]>lanet rest on space in its flight, so do 
nations of men and their institutions rest on thoughts. 



THE SOVEREIGNTY OF ETHICS.' 

TMrF the discovery Oersted that galvanism 

of one and the same loicc, aii larecr 

r«.3£rn ^Xfette 

inteUectual and moral worlds J"' j^j^^-ience not 
material. There is a kind of 

only in every man but rn every particle, mar co 

vertibility we^so admire in plants and anirnal s"«s, 

whereby the repairs and the u e ^ ^ another ; 

when one part is wounded or aehcient y 

this self-help and self-creation proved ‘i 

original power which works re ^• i.^vorks in a 

meanest structures by the if imprisoned 

lobster or a mite-worm as a ^ ^ f Supreme 

in that poor form. ’Tis the effort of Ooa, oi u i 

InteUect, in the extremest “^Ji^^tion of insect, 

As this unity exists and from lower 

beast, and bird, still ascending if does not 

type of man to the highest y inte'llieence of the 

less declare itself in the spirit “unt the 

brute. In ignorant ages it “ instinct of other 

human superiority ^."gernment finds that tire 
animals; but a better di Experiment shows 

difference is only of less and • hunter does, 

that the bird ^he tg re^on as ^hr 

that all the animals show the sam g enemy or friend 
humble walk that the man who « t^u enerny 

does ; and if it. be m smaller 

diminished, as his often is, Y, . moral sentiment 
Pierre says of the ^mm^s that a 

^"CsVe° thrunu7 orthought U of morals running 
1 From the American Review, May-June 1878. 
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through all animated Nature ; there is no difference of 
quality, but only of more and less. The animal who 
is wholly kept down in Nature has no anxieties. By 
yielding, as he must do, to it, he is enlarged and reaches 
its highest point. The poor grub in the hole of a tree, 
by yielding itself to Nature, goes blameless through its 
low i>art, and is rewarded at last, casts its filthy hull, 
expands into a beautiful form with rainbow wings, and 
makes a i)art of the summer day. The Greeks called 
it Psyche, a manifest emblem of the soul. The man 
down in Nature occupies himself in guarding, in feeding, 
in warming, and multiplying, his body, and, as long 
as he knows no more, we justify him ; but presently 
a mystic change is wrought, a new perception opens, 
and he is adc a citizen of the world of souls : he feels 
what is called duty ; he is aware that he owes a higher 
allegiance to do and live as a good member of this 
universe. In the measure in which he has this sense 
he is a man, rises to the universal life. The high intel¬ 
lect is absolutely at one with moral nature, A thought 
is embosomed in a sentiment, and the attempt to detach 
and blazon the thought is like a show of cut-flowers. 
The moral is the measure of health, and in the voice of 
Gcnivis I hear invariably the moral tone, even when it 
is disowned in words—health, melody, and a wider 
horizon, belong to moral sensibility. The finer the 
sense of justice, the better poet. The believer says to 
the sceptic : 

“ One avenue was shaded from thine eyes 
Through which I wandered to eternal truth.” 


Humility is the avenue. To be sure, we exaggerate 
when wo represent these two elements as disunited; 
c\ ei y man sliares them both; Init it is true that men 
geueiidly are marked by a decided predominance of 
one or of the other element. 


In youth and in age wo are moralists, and in mature 
life the morid element steadily rises in the regard of all 
reasonable men. 


’ I'is a sort of ]'»roverbi;\l dying speech of scholat's, at 
least it is attributed to many, tliat which Anthony 
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Wood reports of Nathaniel Carpenter, an Oxford Fellow. 

“ It did repent him,” he said, “ that he had formerly 
so much courted the maid instead of the mistress 
(meaning philosophy and mathematics) “ to the neglect 
of divinity.” This, in the language of our time, would 

ethics* 

And when I say that the world is made up of moral 
forces these are not separate. All forces are found 
in Nature united with that which they move : heat is 
not separate, light is not massed aloof, nor electricity^ 
nor gravity, but they are always in combination. And 
so moral powers : they are thirsts for action, and, the 
more you accumulate, the more they mould and form. 

Tis in the stomach of plants that development begins, 
and ends in the circles of the universe. Tis a long 
scale from the gorilla to the gentleman—from the 
gorilla to Plato, Newton, Shakespeare—to the sanctities 
of religion, the refinements of legislation, the summits 
of science, art. and poetry. The beginnings are slow 
and infirm, but ’tis an always-accelerated march, the 
geologic world is chronicled by the growing ripeness of 
the strata from lower to higher, as it becomes the abode 
of more highly organized plants and animals. Ine 
civil history of men might be traced by the successive 
meliorations as marked in higher mor^ generalizations 
—^virtue meaning physical courage, then chastity ana 
temperance, then justice and love,—bargains of kings 
with peoples of certain rights to certain classes—then 
of rights to masses—then at last came the day when, 
as the historians rightly teU. the nerves of the world 
were electrified by the proclamation that all men are 

Every truth leads in another. The bud 
old leaf, and every truth brings that which wiU supplant 
it. In the court of law the judge sits over c^'t' 
but in the court of life in the same hour the judge ^so 
stands as culprit before a true tribunal Every udge 
is a culprit, every law an abuse. Montaigne hiUs 
bieots £ cowhage kiUs worms ; but there is a n'bher 

mLe there sitting where he durst ."°t S ^.^^wit 

keen that it can report of a realm in which all the 
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and learning of the Frenchman is no more than the 

in tlie mind, whicli works m Nature as irresistible la\ , 
exerting influence over nations, intelligent beings o 
down in the kingdoms of brute or of chemical atoms 

Nature is a tropical swamp in sunshine, on whme 
purlieus we hear the song of summer birds and see 
prismatic dew-drops—but her interiors are ['■ , 

,f liydras and crocodiles. In the prc-adamite she bred 
valour only ; by-and-by she gets on to man, and adds 

tenderness, and'thus raises virtue piecemeal 

When we trace from the beginning, that ferocity has 
uses • only so are the conditions of the then woild met, 
and these monsters are the scavengers, executioners 
diggers, iiioncers, and fertilizers, destroying '''bat » 
more destructive than they, and making better life 
possible. We see the steady aim of Benefit 
from the first. Melioration is the law. The cniellest 
foe is a masked benefactor. The wars, which make 
history so dreary, have served the cause of truth and 
virtue^ There is always an instinctive sense of right 

an obscure idea, which animates either party an^ 

which in long periods vindicates itself at last. Thus 
a sublime confidence is fed at the bottom o the heai t 
that in spite of appearances, in spite of malignity and 
blind self-interest, living for the moment an eternM, 
beneficent necessity is always bringing things right, 
and, though we should fold our arms-which wj cannot 
do, for our duty requires us to be the very hands of this 
guiding sentiment, and work in the present moment 
Bie evils we suffer will at last end themselves through 
the incessant oiiposition of Nature to everything hwtlul. 

The excellence of men consists in the completeness 
with which the lower system is taken up into the highei 
—a process of much time and delicacy, but in which 
no point of the lower should be left untranslated; so 
that the warfare of beasts should be renewed m a finer 
field, for more exccUent victories. Savage ww gives 
place to that of Turenne and Wellington, which has 
limitations and a code. This war again gives place to 
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the finer quarrel of property, where the victory is wealth 
and the defeat poverty. 

The inevitabilities are always sapping every seeming 
prosperity built on a wrong. No matter how you seem 
to fatten on a crime, that can never be good for the 
bee which is bad for the swarm. See how these things 
look in the page of history. Nations come and go, 
cities rise and faU. all the instincts of man, good and 
bad, work, and every wish, appetite, and passion, 
rushes into act and embodies itself in usages, protects 
itself with laws. Some of them are useful and univer¬ 
sally acceptable, hinder none, help all, and these are 
honoured and perpetuated. Others are noxious. Com¬ 
munity of property is tried, as when a Tartar horde or 
an Indian tribe roam over a vast track for pasturage or. 
hunting ; but it is found at last that some establishment 
of property, allowing each, on some distinct terms, to 
fence and cultivate a piece of land, is best for all. 

Nature is not so helpless but it can rid itself at last of 
every crime. An Eastern poet, in describing the golden 
age, said that God had made justice so dear to the heart 
of Nature that, if any injustice lurked anywhere under 
the sky, the blue vault would shrivel to a snake-skin 
and cast it out by spasms. But the spasms of Nature 
are years and centuries, and it will tax the faith of man 
to wait so long. 

“ For my part,” said Napoleon, “ it is not the mystery 
of the incarnation which I discover in religion, but the 
mystery of social order, which associates with heaven 
that idea of equality which prevents the rich from 
destroying the poor.’" 

Shall I say, then, it were truer to see Necessity calm, 
beautiful, passionless, without a smile, covered with 
ensigns of woe, stretching her dark warp across the 
universe ? These threads are Nature’s pernicious ele¬ 
ments, her deluges, miasma, disease, poison ; her purd- 
ling cold, her hideous reptiles, and worse men, cannibals, 
and the depravities of civilization, the secre^ of the 
prisons of tyranny, the slave and his master, the proud 
man’s scorn, the orphan’s tears, the vices of men, lust, 
cruelty, and pitiless avarice. These make the gloomy 

VOL. IV. ^ ® 



J 


86 MISCELLANEOUS PIECES, 

warn of a-es. Humanity sits at the dread loom and 

tlumvs the" shuttle and fills it with joyful ramhows 
until the sable ground is ilowcrcd all over \\ith a woof 
of human industry and wisdom, virtuous examples. 

symbols of useful and generous arts, 

pure love, courage, and the victories of the just and 

wiso over iiitilicc tincl wion^. 

Man is always throwing his praise or blame on event , 

and docs not Icc that ho only is real, and the world 

his mirror and echo. He imimtcs the stroke to fortune, 

whicrin reality himself strikes. The student d.scove s 

one day that he lives in enchantment ; the house, the 

works the persons, the days, the weathers-al that he 

calls Nature, all that he c.alls institutions, when once 

his mind is active, arc visions 'yrcly-'vomlerfid rd e- 

eorics significant pictures of the i'’ , 

through this imchanted gallery he is led by unseen guides 

to ro;ul and learn the laws of Heaven. I his discot cry 

may come early— sometimes in the nuiscry, 

child* later in the school, but oftener when the mind 

is more mature ; and to multitudes of 

incnt:il activity it never comes—any more than poetry 

or art. But it ought to come ; it belongs to the human 

intellect, and is an insight which \yc , 

The idea of right exists m the human mind, and la^ 
itself out in the "equilibrium of Nature, in the equalities 
and periods of our system, in the level of seas, ni the 
action and reaction of forces. Nothing is vallowcd to 
exceed or absorb the rest ; if it do. it is disease, and is 
nuickly destroyed. It was an early discovery of the 
inind —this beneficent rule. Strength enters just as 
much as the moral element j>revails. 1 he strength of 
the aninud to eat and to be luxurious and to usurp is 
rudeness and imbecility. The law* is: lo each shall 
be rendered his own. As thou sowest, thou shalt reap. 
Smite and thou shalt smart. Serve, and thou sh^t 
be served. If vou love and serve men, you cannot, by 
any hiding of stratagem, escajx' the remuneration. 
Secret retributions are alwa>-s restoring the level, when 
disturbed of the Divine justice. It is impossible to 
tilt the beam. All the t^Tants, and proprietors and 
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monopolists of the world, in vain set their shoulders 
to heave the bar. Settles for evermore the ponderous 
equator to its line, and man and mote and star and sun 
must range with it, or be pulverized by the recoil. 

It is a doctrine of unspeakable comfort. He that 
plants his foot here, passes at once out of the kingdom 
of iUusions. Others may well suffer in the hideous 
picture of crime with which earth is filled and the life 
of society threatened, but the habit of respecting that 
great order which certainly contains and will dispose 
of our little system, will take all fear from the heart. 
It did itself create and distribute all that is created and 
distributed, and, trusting to its power, we cease to care 
for what it will certainly order well. To good men, 
as we call good men, this doctrine of Trust is an un¬ 
sounded secret. They use the word, they have accepted 
the notion of a mechanical supervision of human life, 
by which that certain wonderful being whom they call 
God does take up their affairs where their intelligence 
leaves them, and somehow knits and co-ordinates the 
issues of them in all that is beyond the reach of private 
faculty. They do not see that He, that It, is there, 
next and within; the thought of the thought; the 
affair of affairs ; that he is existence, and take him 
from them and they would not be. They do not see 
that particulars are sacred to him, as well as the scope 
and outline ; that these passages of daily life are his 
work, that in the moment when they desist from inter¬ 
ference, these particulars take sweetness and grandeur, 
and become the language of mighty principles. 

A man should be a guest in his own house, and a 
guest in his own thought. He is there to speak for 
truth; but who is he ? Some clod the truth has snatched 
from the ground, and with fire has fashioned to a mo¬ 
mentary man. Without the truth, he is a clod again. 
Let him find his superiority in not wishing superiority; 
find the riches of love which possesses that which it 
adores ; the riches of poverty ; the height of lowliness, 
the immensity of to-day; and, in the passing hour, 
the age of ages. Wondrous state of man! never so 
happy as when he has lost all private interests and 
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regards, and exists only in obedience and love of the 

^ Tlirkerv soul said : “ Let me be a blot on this fair 
world the obscurest, the loneliest sufferer, with one 
proviso-that I know it is His agency. I love 

him though he shed frost and darkness on every 
way of mine.” The emphasis of that blessed doctrine 
lav in lowliness. The new saint gloried in infirmities. 
wL or what was he ? His rise and his recovery 
were vicarious. He has faUen in another ; he rises in 

We perish, and perish gladly, if the law remains, I 

hope it is conceivable that a man may go to 
if he sec that thereby no shade falls on that he lo\es 
and adores. We need not always be stipu ating or our 
clean shirt and roast joint per diem. We do not believe 
the less in astronomy and vegetation, because we are 
writhing and roaring in our beds with rheumatism. 
Cripides and invalids, we doubt not there are bounding 
fawns in the forest, and lilies with graceful, springing 
stem ; so neither do we doubt or fail to love the ct^rnju 
law, of which we arc such shabby practiscrs. Inith 
gathers itself spotless and unhurt after all our surrenders, 
and concealments, and partisanship—never hurt by the 
treachery or ruin of its best defenders, whether Luther, 
or W'illiam Penn, or St. Paul. We answer, when they 
tell us of the bad behaviour of Luther or Paul: Nvell, 

what if he did ? Who was more pained than Luther 
or Paul?” We attach ourselves violently to our 
teachers and historical personalities, and think the 
foundation shaken if any fault is shown in their record. 
But how is the truth hurt by their falling from it . 
The law of gravity is not hurt by every accident, though 
our leg be broken. No more is the law of justice by our 

departure from it. 

Wc are to know that we are never without a pilot. 
When we know not how to steer, and dare not hoist a 
sail, we can drift. The current knows the way. though 
we do not. When the stars and sun appear ; when we 
have conversed with navigators who know the coast, we 
may begin to put out an oar and trim a sail. The ship 
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of heaven guides itself, and wiU not accept a wooden 
rudder. 

Have you said to yourself ever : “I abdicate all 
choice, I see it is not for me to interfere. I see that I 
have been one of the crowd ; that I have been a pitiful 
person, because I have wished to be my own master, 
and to dress and order my whole way and system of 
living. I thought I managed it very well, I see that 
my neighbours think so. I have heard prayers. I 
have prayed even, but I have never until now 'dreamed 
that this undertaking the entire management of my own 
affairs was not commendable. I have never seen, until 
now, that it dwarfed me. I have not discovered, until 
this blessed ray flashed just now tlirough my soul, that 
there dwelt any power in Nature that would relieve me 
of my load. But now I see.” 

What is this intoxicating sentiment that allies this 
scrap of dust to the whole of Nature and the whole of 
Fate — that makes this doll a dweller in ages, mocker 
at time, able to spurn all outward advantages, peer and 
master of the elements ? I am taught by it that what 
touches any thread in the vast web of being touches 
me. I am representative of the whole, and the good 
of the whole, or what I call the right, makes me 
invulnerable. 

How came this creation so magically woven that 
nothing can do me mischief but myself—that an in¬ 
visible fence surrounds my being which screens me from 
all harm that I will to resist ? If I will stand upright, 
the creation cannot bend me. But if I violate myself, 
if I commit a crime, the lightning loiters by the speed 
of retribution, and every act is not hereafter but in¬ 
stantaneously rewarded according to its quality. Virtue 
is the adopting of this dictate of the universal mind 
by the individual will. Character is the habit of this 
obedience, and religion is the accompanying emotion, 
the emotion of reverence which the presence of the 
universal mind ever excites in the individual. 

We go to famous books for our examples of charactei, 
just as we send to England for shrubs, which groyv as 
well in our onvti door-yards and cow-pastures. Life is 
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always rich, and spontaneous graces and forces elevate 
it in every domestic circle, which are overlooked while 
we are reading sometliing less excellent in old authors. 
From tlie obscurity and casualty of those which I know, 

I infer tlie obscurity and casualty of the like balm and 
consolation and immortality in a thousand homes which 
I do not know, all round the world. And I see not 
why to these simple instincts—simple yet grand—;ill 
the heights and transcendencies of virtue and of en¬ 
thusiasm are not oi)en. There is j^ower enough in them 
to move the world ; and it is not any sterility or defect 
in ethics, but our negligence of these line monitors, of 
these world-embracing sentiments, that makes religion 
cold and life low. 

While the immense energy of the sentiment of duty 
and the awe of the supernatural exert incomparable 
influence on tlie mind.—yet it is often perverted, and 
the tradition received with awe, but without corre¬ 
spondent action of the receiver. Then you find so many 
men infatuated on that tojiic ! Wise on all other, they 
lose their head the moment they tidk of religion. It is 
the sturdiest jnejudice in the public mind that religion 
is something by itself; a department distinct from all 
other experiences, and to which the tests and judgments 
men are ready enough to show on other things, do not 
apply. You may sometimes talk with the gravest and 
best citizen, and, the moment the topic of religion is 
broached, he runs into a childish superstition. His face 
looks infatuated, and his conversation is. When I 
tiUked with an ardent missionary, and pointed out to 
him that his creed found no support in my experience, 
he rc])lied, “ It is not so in your experience, but is so 
in the other world.” T answer; Other world! there 
is no other world. God is one and omnijirescnt; here 
or nowhere is the whole fact. The one miracle which 
(lod works evermore is in Nature, and im]>arting himself 
to the mind. When we ask simplv. ” What is tnie in 
thought ? what is just in action ?'” it is the yielding 
of the private heart to the Divine mind, and ;dl pcrsomil 
jneferenccs. and all requiring of wonders, arc profane. 

The word miracle, as it is used, only indicates the 
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ignorance of the devotee, staring with wonder to see 
water turned into wine, and heedless of the stupendous 
fact of his own personality. Here he stands, a lonely 
thought harmoniously organized into correspondence 
Nvith the universe of mind and matter. What narrative 
of wonders coming down from a thousand years ought 
to charm his attention like this ? Certainly it is human 
to value a general consent, a fraternity of believers 
a crowded church ; but as the sentiment purifies and 
rises, it leaves crowds. It makes churches of two, 
churches of one. A fatal disservice does this Sweden¬ 
borg or other who offers to do my thinking for rne. It 
seems as if, when the Spirit of God speaks so plainly to 
each soul, it were an impiety to be listening to one or 
another saint. Jesus was better than others, because 
he refused to listen to others and listened at home. 

You are really interested in your thought. You have 
meditated in silent wonder on your existence in this 
world. You have perceived in the first fact of your 
conscious life here a miracle so astounding—a miracle 
comprehending all the universe of miracles to which 
your intelligent life gives you access—as to exhaust 
wonder, and leave you no need of hunting here or theie 
for any particular exhibitions of power. Then up comes 
a man with a text of i John v. 7, or a knotty sentence 
from St. Paul, which he considers as the axe at the loot 
of your tree. You cannot bring yourself to care for it. 
You say: “Cut away; my tree is Ygdrasil—the tree 
of life.” He interrupts for the moment your peaceful 
trust in the Divine Providence. Let him know by 
your security that your conviction is clear and suthcient. 
and if he were Paul himself, you also are here, and with 
your Creator. We all give way to superstitions, ihe 
house in which we were born is not quite meie timbei 
and stone ; is stiU haunted by parents and progenitors 
The creeds into which we were initiated in childhood and 
youth no longer hold their old place in the mmds ol 
thoughtful men, but they are not nothing to 
hate to have them treated "oth contempt. ]^here i 
so much that we do not know, that we give to these 

suggestions the benefit of the doubt. 
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It is a necessity of the human mind that he who looks 
at one object should look away from all other objects. 
He may throw himself upon some sharp statement of 
one fact, some verbal creed, witli such concentration 
as to hide the universe from him ; but the stars roll 
above ; the sun warms him. With patience and fidelity 
to truth he may work his way through, if only by 
coming against somebody who believes more fables 
than he docs ; and. in trying to dispel the illusions of 
Iiis neiglibour, he ojH'iis his own eyes. 

In tlie Cluistianity of this country there is ^^^de 
difference of ojiinion in regard to inspiration, prophecy, 
miracles, the future state of the soul; every variety 
of opinion, and rapid revolution in ojiinions, in the 
last half-century. It is simply impossible to read 
the old history of the first century as it was read in 
the ninth ; to do so. you must abolish in your mind 
the lessons of all the centuries from the ninth to the 
nineteenth. 

Shall I make the mistake of baptizing the daylight, 
and time, and s)\ace, by the name of John or Joshua, 
in whose tent I chance to behold davlight, and space 
and time ? What anthroj^oinoridiists we are in this, 
that we cannot let moral distinctions be, but must 
mould them into human shaj^e ! “Mere morality!’* 
means—not ]Hit into a jx-rsoiKil master of nionils. Our 
religion is geographical, belongs to our time and place; 
rcsjx'cts and mythologizes some one time, and place, 
and jH'rson, and ]>oople. So it is occasional. It visits 
us only on some exce]>tion;U and ceremonial occasion, 
on a wedding, or a liaptism, on a sick-bed, or at a funeral, 
or perhaps on a sublime national victory or a peace. 
Hut that be sure is not the religion of the universal 
unsleeping i)rovidencc which lurks in trifles, in still, 
small N'oices, in the secrets of the heart, and our closest 
thoughts, as efliciently as in our proclamations and 
successes. 

Far be it from mo to underrate the men or the churches 
that have fixed the hearts of men and organized their 
devout impulses or oracles into good institutions. The 
Church of Rome had its saints, and inspired the 
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conscience of Europe — St. Augustine, and Thomas 
a Kempis, and Fenelon ; the piety of the English Church 
in Cranmer, and Herbert, and Taylor; the Reformed 
Church, Scougal; the mystics, Behmen and Swedenborg ; 
the Quakers, Fox and James Naylor. I confess our later 
generation appears ungirt, frivolous, compared with 
the religions of the last or Calvinistic age. There was 
in the last century a serious habitual reference to the 
spiritual world, running through diaries, letters, and 
conversation—yes, and into wills and legal instruments 
also, compared with which our liberation looks a little 
foppish and dapper. 

The religion of seventy years ago was an iron belt 
to the mind, giving it concentration and force. A rude 
people were kept respectable by the determination of 
thought on the eternal world. Now men fall abroad ■ 
want polarity—suffer in character and intellect. A 
sleep creeps over the great functions of man. Enthu¬ 
siasm goes out. In its stead a low prudence seeks to 
hold society staunch ; but its arms are too short; cord¬ 
age and machinery never supply the place of life. 

Luther would cut his hand off sooner than write 
theses against the pope if he suspected that he was 
bringing on with all his might the pale negations of 
Boston Unitarianism. I will not now go into the meta¬ 
physics of that reaction by which in history a period 
of belief is followed by an age of criticism, in which 
wit takes the place of faith in the leading spirits, and 
an excessive respect for forms out of which the heart 
has departed becomes most obvious in the least religious 
minds. I will not now explore the causes of the result, 
but the fact must be conceded as of frequent recurrence, 
and never more evident than in our American Church. 
To a self-denying, ardent church, delighting in rites 
and ordinances, has succeeded a cold, intellectum race, 
who analyze the prayer and psalm of their foref^hers, 
and the more intellectual reject every yoke of authority 
and custom with a petulance unprecedented. It is a 
sort of mark oi probity and sincerity to declare how 
little you believe, while the mass of the community 
indolently follow the old forms with childish scrupulosity, 
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and we have punctuality for faith, and good taste for 
character. 

But I hope the defect of faith with us is only apparent. 
W'e shall find that freedom has its own guards, and, as 
soon as in the vulgar it runs to license, sets all reason¬ 
able men on exploring those guards. I do not think 
the summit of this age truly reached or expressed unless 
it attain the height which religion and philosophy 
reached in any former age. If I miss the insi>iration 
of tlie saints of Calvinism, or of Platonism, or Buddhism, 
our times are not up to theirs, or, more truly, have not 
yet their own legitimate force. 

Worship is the regard for what is above us. Men 
are respectable only as they respect. We delight in 
children because of that religious eye which belongs 
to them ; because of their reverence for their seniors, 
and for their objects of belief. The poor Irish labourer 
one sees with respect, because he believes in something, 
in his church, and in his employers. Superstitious 
persons we see with respect, because their whole ex¬ 
istence is not boundetl by their hats and their shoes; 
but they wMk attended by i>ictures of the imagination, 
to which they pay homage. You cannot impoverish 
man by taking away these objects above him without 
ruin. It is very sad to see men who think their good¬ 
ness made of themselves ; it is very grateful to see 
those who hold an opinion the reverse of this. The old 
poet Daniel said : 

“ Unless nhove himself he can 
Erect himself, how poor a thing is man !” 

All ages of belief have been great : all of unbelief 
have been mean. The Orientals believe in Fate. 
That which shall befall them is written on the iron 
leaf; they will not turn on their heel to avoid famine, 
plague, or the sword of the enemy. That is great, and 
gives a great air to the people. We in America are 
charged with a great deficiency in worship; that 
reverence does not belong to our character ; that our 
institutions, our politics, and our trade, have fostered 
a self-reliance which is sinMl, liliputian, full of fuss 
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and bustle ; we look at and will bear nothing above 
us in the state, and do exceedingly applaud and admire 
ourselves, and believe in our senses and understandings, 
while our imagination and our moral sentiment are 
desolated. In religion, too, we want objects above ; 
we are fast losing, or have already lost, our old rever¬ 
ence ; new views of inspiration, of miracles, of the 
saints, have supplanted the old opinions, and it is vain 
to bring them again. Revolutions never go backward, 
and in all churches a certain decay of^ ancient piety is 
lamented, and all threatens to lapse into apathy and 
indifferentism. It becomes us to consider whether we 
cannot have a real faith and real objects in lieu of these 
false ones. The human mind, when it is trusted, is 
never false to itself. If there be sincerity and good 
meaning—if there be veallv in us the wish to seek for 
our superiors, for that which is lawfully above us, we 

shall not long look in vain. 

Meantime there is great centrality, a centripetence 
equal to the centrifugence. The mystic or theist is 
never scared by any startling materialism. He knows 
the laws of gravitation and of repulsion are deaf to 
French talkers, be they never so witty. If theology 
shows that opinions are fast changing, it is not so \vith 
the convictions of men with regard to conduct. These 
remain. The most daring heroism, the most accom¬ 
plished culture, or rapt holiness, never exhausted the 
claim of these lowly duties—never penetrated to their 
origin, or was able to look behind their source. We 
cannot disenchant, we cannot impoverish ourselves, 
by obedience ; but by humility we rise, by obedience 
we command, by poverty we are rich, by dying we 


live. 


We are thrown back on rectitude for ever and ever, 
only rectitude—to mend one ; that is all we can do. 
But that the zealot stigmatizes as a sterile chimney- 

corner philosophy. 

that natural religion supplies still all the facts w^^h 
are disguised under the dogma of popular creeds, ine 
progress of religion is steadily to its identity ^vlth 


morals. 
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How is the new generation to be edified ? How 
should it not ? The life of those once omnipotent 
traditions was really not in the legend, but in the moral 
sentiment and in the metaphysical fact which the 
legends enclosed—and these survive. A new Socrates, 
or Zeno, or Swedenborg, or Pascal, or a new crop of 
geniuses like those of the Elizabethan age, may be 
born in this age, and, with happy heart and a bias for 
theism, bring asceticism, duty, and magnanimity, into 
vogue again. 

It is true tliat Stoicism, always attractive to the Intel- 
lectind and cultivated, has now no temples, no academy, 
no commanding Zeno or Antoninus. It accuses us that 
it has none : that pure ethics is not now formulated 
and concreted into a citllus, a fraternity with assem¬ 
blings and holy-days, with song and book, with brick 
and stone. Why have not those who believe in it and 
love it left all for this, and dedicated themselves to 
write out its scientific scri]>tures to become its Vulgate 
for millions ? I answer for one that the inspirations 
we catch of this law are not continuous and technical, 
but joyful sparkles, and are recorded for their beauty, 
for the delight they give, not for their obligation ; and 
that is their juiceless good to men, that they charm 
and uplift, not that they are imjiosed. 

It has not yet its first hymn. Hut, that every line 
and word may be coals of true fire, ages must roll, ere 
these casual wide-falling cinders can be gathered into 
broad and steady altar-llame. 

It does not yet appear what forms the religious feel¬ 
ing will take. It prc]>ares to rise out of all forms to 
an absolute justice and healthy perception. Here is 
now a new feeling of humanity infused into public 
action. Here is contribution oi money on a more 
extended and systematic sc;de than ever before to 
repair ])ublic disasters at a distance, and of political 
sujij)ort to oppressed parties. Then there are the 
new conventions of soci;d science, before which come 
the questions of the rights of women, the laws of trade, 
the treatment of crime, regulation of labour. If these 
are tokens of the steady currents of thought and will 
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in these directions, one might well anticipate a new 

^^f^know how delicate this principle is—how difficult 
of adaptation to practical and social arrangements, it 
cannot be profaned ; it cannot be forced ; to draw it 
out of its natural current is to lose at once all its power. 
Such experiments as we recall are those in which some 
sect or dogma made the tie, and that was an artinci^ 
element, which chilled and checked the union But is 
it quite impossible to believe that men should be drawn 
to each other by the simple respect which each man 
feels for another in whom he discovers absolute honesty ; 
the respect he feels for one who thinks life is quite too 
coarse and frivolous, and that he should like o i i 
a little, should like to be the friend of some man s 
virtue: for another who, underneath his compliances 
with artificial society, would dearly like to serve some¬ 
body,—to test his own reality by making himself useful 

and indispensable ? , i x xu u,. 

Man does not live by bread alone, but by faith, by 

admiration, by sympathy. ’Tis 

that cotton, or iron, or silver and gold, are kings of 
the world; there are rulers that will at 
make these forgotten. Fear will. Love will. Char¬ 
acter will. Men live by their credence. , 
stand by it—by the faith that the people share— whether 

it comes from the religion in which they ^ 

from an original conscience in themselves, ^h^^ ^he 

popular religion echoes. If government could only 

stand by force, if the instinct of the people , i 

the government, it is plain the 

two to one, in order to be secure, and ^ 

be safe from desperate individuals. ^,^ut ’ 

commandment, “ Thou shalt not kiU, ho 

York, and London, and Paris, and not a police or horse 

credence of men it is that them, and creates 

at \vill one or another surface. The . to 

transfers very fast its choice from inventions to 

the cause; from courtesy to f public 

science, from London or Washing 
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opinion, to the self-revealing idea ; from all that talent 
executes to tlie sentiment that fills the heart and dictates 
the future of nations. 

The commanding fact which I never do not see, is 
ihc sufliciency of the moral sentiment. We buttress 
it up, in shallow hours or ages, witli legends, traditions, 
and forms, each good for the one moment, in whicli it 
was a hajipy type or symbol of the Power, but the Power 
sends in the next moment a new lesson, which we lose 

while our eyes are reverted and striving to perpetuate 
the old. 


America shall introduce a pure religion. Ethics are 
thought not to satisfy affection. But aU the religion 
we have is the ethics of one or another holy person ; 
as soon as character appears, be sure love'will, and 
veneration, and anecdotes, and fables about him’ and 
delight of good men and women in him. And what 
deeps of grandeur and beauty are known to us in ethical 
truth, what divination or insight belongs to it! For 
innocence is a wonderful electuary for purging the eves 
to search tlic nature of those soiils that pass before it 
Wliat armour it is to protect the good from outward or 
inward harm, and with what j^ower it converts evil 
accidents into benefits; the ])ower of its countenance* 
the power of its presence ! To it alone comes true 
friendship ; to it come grandeur of situation and poetic 
perception, enriching all it deals with. 

Once men thought Spirit divine, and Matter diabolic: 
one Ormuzd. the other Ahriman. Now science and 
philosophy recogni/e the parallelism, the approxima¬ 
tion, the unity of tlie two ; how' each reflects the other 
as face answers to face in a glass ; na^•, how the laws 

of botli are one, or how one is the realisation. We are 
learning not to fear truth. 

The man of this age must be matriciUated in the 
university of sciences and tendencies flowing from all 
past periods. He must not be one who can be surprised 
and shiiwicckcd by every bold or subtle word wliich 

nnd / ^ scepticisms and unbeliefs, 

and made the destroyer of all card-houses and paper 
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Wcdls, and the sifter of all opinions, by being put face 
to face from his infancy with Reality. 

A man who has accustomed himself to look at all his 
circumstances as very mutable, to carry his possessions, 
his relations to persons, and even his opinions, in his 
hand, and in all these to pierce to the principal and 
moral law, and every\vhere to find that,—has put 
himself out of the reach of all scepticism ; and it^ seems 
as if whatever is most affecting and sublime in our 
intercourse, in our happiness, and in our losses, tended 
steadily to uplift us to a life so extraordinary, and, 
one might say, superhuman. 
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FORTUNE OF THE REPUBLIC.' 

T T is a rule that holds in economy as well as in 
liydraulics, that you must have a source higher 
than your tap. The mills, the shops, the theatre and 
the caucus, the college and the church, have all found 
out this secret. The sailors sail by chronometers that 
do not lose two or three seconds in a year, ever since 
Newton explained to Parliament that the way to improve 
navigation was to get good watches, and to offer j^ublic 
premiums for a better time-keeper than any then in 
use. The manufacturers rely on turbines of hydraulic 
perfection; the carpet-mill, on mordants and dyes 
which exhaust the skill of the chemist ; the calico print, 
on designers of genius who draw the wages of artists, 
not of artisans. Wedgwood, the eminent potter, 
bravely took the sculptor Flaxman to counsel, who 
said, " Send to Italy, search the museums for the forms 
of old Etruscan vases, urns, water-pots, domestic and 
sacrificial vessels of all kinds." They built great works 
and called their manufacturing village Etruria. Flax- 
man, with his Greek taste, selected and combined the 
loveliest forms, which were executed in English clay; 
sent boxes of these as gifts to every court of Europe, 
and formed the taste of the world. It was a renaissance 
of the breakfast-table and china-closet. The brave 
manufacturers made their fortune. The jewellers 
imitated the revived models in silver and gold. 

The theatre avails itself of the best talent of poet, of 
painter, and of amateur of taste, to make the ensemble 
of dramatic effect. The marine insurance office has its 
mathematical counsellor to settle averages; the life- 
assurance its table of annuities. The wine merchant 
has his analyst and taster, the more exquisite the better. 
He has also, I fear, his debts to the chemist as well as 
to the vineyard. 


^ A lecture delivered at the Old South Church, Boston, March 30, 
1878, and published in 1879. 
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Our modern wealth stands on a few staples, and the 
interest nations took in our war was exasperated by the 
importance of the cotton trade. And what is cotton ? 
One plant out of some two hundred thousand known 
to the botanist, vastly the larger part of which are 
reckoned weeds. And what is a weed ? A plant whose 
virtues have not yet been discovered,—every one of 
the two hundred thousand probably yet to be of utility 
in the arts. As Bacchus of the vine, Ceres of the wheat, 
as Arkwright and Whitney were the demi-gods of cotton, 
so prolific Time will yet bring an inventor to every 
])lant. There is not a property in nature but a mind is 
born to seek and find it. For it is not the plants or the 
animals, innumerable as they are, nor the whole maga¬ 
zine of material nature that can give the sum of power, 
but the infinite applicability of these things in the hands 
of thinking man, every new application being equivalent 
to a new material. 

Our sleepy civilization, ever since Roger Bacon and 
monk Schwartz invented gunpowder, has built its whole 
art of war, all fortification by land and sea, aU drill and 
military education, on that one compound,—all is an 
extension of a gun-barrel,—and is very scornful about 
bows and arrows, and reckons Greeks and Romans and 
Middle Ages little better than Indians, and bow-and- 
arrow times. As if the earth, water, gases, lightning, 
and caloric had not a million energies, the discovery 
of any one of which could change the art of war again, 
and put an end to war by the exterminating forces 
man can apply. 

Now, if this is true in all the useful and in the fine 
arts, that the direction must be drawn from a superior 
source or there will be no good work, does it hold less 
in our social and civil life ? 

In our popular politics you may note that each 
aspirant who rises above the crowd, however at first 
making his obedient apprenticeship in party tactics, 
if he have sagacity, soon learns that it is by no means 
by obeying the vulgar weathercock of his party, the 
resentments, the fears, and whims of it, that real power 
is gained, but that he must often face and resist the party, 
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and abide by his resistance, and pxit them in fear ; that 
the only title to their permanent respect, and to a 
larger following, is to sec for himself \vhat is the real 
public interest, and to stand for that ;—that is a prin¬ 
ciple, and all the cheering and hissing of the crowd must 
by-and-by accommodate itself to it. Our times easily 
afford you very good examjdes. 

The law of water and all Iluids is true of wit. Prince 
Metternich said, “ Revolutions begin in the best heads 
and run steadily down to the populace.” It is a very 
old observation ; not truer because Metternich said it, 
and not less true. 

There have been revolutions which were not in the 
interest of feudalism and barbarism, but in that of 
society. And these are distinguished not by the num¬ 
bers of the combatants nor the numbers of the slain, 
but by the motive. No interest now attaches to the wars 
of York and Lancaster, to the wars of German, French, 
and Sjianish emperors, which were only dynastic wars, 
but to those in which a principle was involved. These 
are read with passionate interest and never lose their 
pathos by time. When the cannon is aimed by ideas, 
when men with religious convictions arc behind it, when 
men die for what they live for, and the mainspring that 
works daily urges them to hazard all, then the cannon 
articulates its explosions with the voice of a man, then 
the rifle seconds the cannon, and the fowling-jnece the 
rifle, and the women make the cartridges, and all shoot 
at one mark; then gods join in the combat; then 
poets are born, and the better code of laws at last 
records the victory. 

Now the culmination of these triumphs of humanity 
—and which did virtually include the extinction of 
slavery—is the planting of America. 

At every moment some one country more than any 
other represents the sentiment and the future of man¬ 
kind. None will doubt that America occupies this 
place in the opinion of nations, as is jiroved by the fact 
of the vast immigration into this country from all the 
nations of Western and Central Europe. And when the 
adventurers have planted themselves and looked about, 
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they send back all the money they can spare to bring 
their friends. 

Meantime they find this country just passing through 
a great crisis in its history, as necessary as lactation 
or dentition or puberty to the human individual. We 
are in these days settling for ourselves and our de¬ 
scendants questions which, as they shall be determined 
in one way or the other, will make the peace and pros¬ 
perity or the calamity of the next ages. The questions 
of Education, of Society, of Labour, the direction of 
talent, of character, the nature and habits of the 
American, may well occupy us, and more the question 
of Religion. 

The new conditions of mankind in America are really 
favourable to progress, the removal of absurd restric¬ 
tions and antique inequalities. The mind is always 
better the more it is used, and here it is kept in practice. 
The humblest is daily challenged to give his opinion 
on practical questions, and while civil and social freedom 
exists, nonsense even has a favourable effect. Cant is 
good to provoke common sense. The Catholic Church, 
the trance-mediums, the rebel paradoxes, exasperate 
the common sense. The wilder the paradox, the more 
sure is Punch to put it in the pillory. 

The lodging the power in the people, as in republican 
forms, has the effect of holding things closer to common 
sense ; for a court or an aristocrac3% which must always 
be a small minority, can more easily run into follies 
than a republic, which has too many observers,—each 
with a vote in his hand,—to allow its head to be turned 
by any kind of nonsense : since hunger, thirst, cold, 
the cries of children, and debt, are always holding the 
masses hard to the essential duties. 

One hundred years ago the American people attempted 
to carry out the bill of political rights to an almost ideal 
•perfection. They have made great strides in that 
direction since. They are now proceeding, instructed 
by their success, and by their many failures, to 
carry out not the bill of rights, but the bill of human 
duties. 

And look what revolution that attempt involves. 
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Hitherto government has been that of the single person 
or of the aristocracy. In this country the attempt to 
resist these elements, it is asserted, must throw us into 
the government not quite of mobs, but in practice of an 
inferior class of professional politicians, who by means 
of newspapers and caucuses really thrust their unworthy 
minority into the place of the old aristocracy on the 
one side, and of the good, industrious, well-taught but 
unambitious population on the other, win the posts 
of power, and give their direction to affairs. Hence 
liberal congresses and legislatures ordain, to the sur- 
]')rise of the people, equivocal, interested, and vicious 
measures. The men themselves are suspected and 
charged with lobbying and being lobbied. No measure 
is attempted for itself, but the opinion of the people 
is courted in the first place, and the measures are 
]>erfunctorily carried through as secondary. We do not 
choose our own candidate, no, nor any other man’s 
first choice,—but only the available candidate, whom, 
perhaps, no man loves. We do not speak what we think, 
i)ut grope after the practicable and available. Instead 
of character, there is a studious exclusion of character. 
The peojile are feared and flattered. They are not 
reprimanded. The country is governed in bar-rooms, 
and in the mind of bar-rooms. The low can best win 
the low, and each aspirant for power vies with his 
riviil which can stoop lowest, and depart widest from 
himself. 

'I'he partisan on moral, e\’en on religious questions, 
will choose a pro\’cn rogue who can answer the tests, 
over an lionest, affectionate, noble gentleman; the 
jiartisan ceasing to be a man that he may be a sectarian. 

The spirit of our political economy is low and de¬ 
grading. The precious mctiils are not so precious as 
they are esteemed. Man exists for his own sake, and 
not to add a labourer to the state. The spirit of our 
political action, for the most part, considers nothing 
less than the sacredness of man. Party sacrifices man 
to the measure. 

We have seen the great party of property and educa¬ 
tion in the country drivelling and huckstering away, 
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for views of party fear or advantage, every principle 
of humanity and the dearest hopes of mankind ; the 
trustees of power only energetic when mischief could 
be done, imbecile as corpses when evil was to be 
prevented. 

Our great men succumb so far to the forms of the day 
as to peril their integrity for the sake of adding to the 
weight of their personal character the authority of 
office, or making a real government titular. Our 
politics are full of adventurers, who, having by educa¬ 
tion and social innocence a good repute in the state, 
break away from the law of honesty and think they 
can afford to join the devil’s partj-. ’Tis odious, these 
offenders in high life. You rally to the support of old 
charities and the cause of literature, and there, to be 
sure, are these brazen faces. In this innocence you are 
puzzled how to meet them ; must shake hands with 
them under protest. We feel toward them as the 
minister about the Cape Cod farm.—in the old time, 
when the minister was still invited, in the spring, to 
make a prayer for the blessing of a piece of land, 
the good pastor, being brought to the spot, stopped 
short : “ No, this land does not want a prayer, this 

land wants manure.” 

“ ’Tis virtue which they want, and, wanting it, 

Honour no garment to their backs can fit.” 


Parties keep the old names, but exhibit a surprising 
fugacity in creeping out of one snake-skin into another 
of equal ignominy and lubricity, and the grasshopper 
on the turret of Faneuil Hall gives a proper hint of the 

men below. 

Everything yields. The very glaciers are viscous 
or relegate into conformity, and the stiffest patrmts 
falter and compromise ; so that will cannot be depended 

on to save us. . . , 

How rare are acts of will! We are all living accor(^ 
ing to custom ; we do as other people do, and shrink 
from an act of our own. Every such act makes a man 
famous, and we can all count the few cases, half a 
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dozen in our time,—when a public man ventured to act 
as lie thought, witliout waiting for orders or for public 
opinion. J ohn Quincy Adams was a man of an audacious 
independence that always kept the public curiosity alive 
in regard to wliat he might do. None could predict his 
word, and a whole congress could not gainsay it when 
it was spoken. General Jackson was a man of will, 
and liis |)hrasc on one memorable occasion. “ I will 
take the responsibility.” is a proverb ever since. 

The American marches with a careless swagger to 
the height of power, very heedless of his own liberty, 
or of otlier peoples’, in his reckless confidence that he 
can have all he wants, risking all the prized charters 
of the human race, bought with Inittles and revolutions 
and religion, gambling them all away for a ]>altry selfish 
gain. 

He sits secure in the possession of his vast domain, 
rich beyond all e.xperiencc in resources, sees its inevi¬ 
table force unlocking itself in elemental order day by 
day, year by year ; looks from his coal-fields, his wheat¬ 
bearing prairie, his gold-mines, to his two oceans on 
either side, and feels the security that there can be 
no famine in a country reaching through so many lati¬ 
tudes, no want that cannot be supplied, no danger from 
any excess of importation of art or learning into a 
country of such native strength, such immense digestive 
power. 

In proportion to the personal ability of each man, he 
feels tlie invitation and career which the country opens 
to him. Ho is easily fed with wheat and game, with 
OIno wine, but his brain is also pampered by finer 
draughts, by political power and by the power in the 
railroad board, in the mills, or the banks. This elevates 
his spirits, and gives, of course, an easy self-reliance 
that makes him self-willed and unscrupulous. 

I think this levity is a reaction on the people from 
the extraordinary advantages and invitations of their 
condition. When we are most disturbed by their rash 
and immoral voting, it is not nnilignity, but recklessness. 
They are careless of politics, because they do not enter¬ 
tain the possibility of being seriouslv caught in the 
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meshes of legislation. They feel strong and irresistible. 
They believe that what they have enacted they can re¬ 
peal if they do not like it. But one may run a risk once 
too often. They stay away from the polls, saying that 
one vote can do no good ! Or they take another step, 
and say one vote can do no harm ! and vote for some¬ 
thing which they do not approve, because their party 
or set votes for it. Of course this puts them m the 
power of any party having a steady interest to piomote. 
which does not conflict manifestly with the pecuniary 
interest of the voters. But if they should come to be 
interested in themselves and in their career, they would 
no more stay away from the election than from their 
own counting-room or the house of then friend. 

The people are right-minded enough on ethical 
questions, but they must pay their debts, and must 
have the means of living well, and not pinching, bo 
it is useless to rely on them to go to a meeting, to 
give a vote, if any check from this ^nust-have-the- 
money side arises. If a customer looks grave at their 
newspaper, or damns their member of Congress, they 
take ^Lther newspaper, and vote for ano her man^ 
They must have money, for a certain style of 1 ''^ 
becomes necessary ; they must take wine at the hotel 
first, for the look of it, and second, for the purpose of 
sending the bottle to two or three gentlemen at the table 
and presently, because they haye got the taste, and d 

not feel that they have dined without it. 

The record of the election now and then alarms people 
bv the all but unanimous choice of a rogue and hiawler. 
bL how was it done ? ^yhat lawless mob hurst into 
the polls and threw in these hundreds h^"*® ’ 
defiance of the magistrates ? This was done by th y 
men you know,-the mildest, sensible best 

natured people. The only account of this is, that t^hey 
have been scared or warped into 

their mind of the candidate with the interest ot tneir 

trade or of their property. ^ . 

Whilst each cabal urges its f J^t ^ast 

brings with cheers and street-demonstrations, men 

whole’ names are a knell to all hope of progress, the 
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good and wise are hidden in their active retirements, 
and are quite out of question. 

“ These wc must join to wake, for these are of the strain 
That justice dare defend, and will the a<ie maintain.” 


Yet wc know, all over this country, men of integrity, 
capable of action and of affairs, with the deepest sym¬ 
pathy in all that concerns the public, mortified by the 
national disgrace, and quite capable of any sacrifice 
except of their honour. 

Faults in the working appear in our system, as in 
all. but they suggest their own remedies. After every 
l>ractical mistake, out of which any disaster grows, 
the people wake and correct it with energy. And any 
disturbances in politics, in civil or foreign wars, sober 
them, and instantly show more virtue and conviction 
in the pojnilar vote. In each new threat and faction 
the ballot has been, beyond expectation, right and 
decisive. 

’Tis ever an insifiration, (',od only knows whence; 
a sudden, undated perception of eternal right coming 
into and correcting things that were wrong; a per¬ 
ception that passes through thousands as readily as 
through one. 

The gracious lesson taught by science to this country 
is, that the history of nature from first to last is in¬ 
cessant advance from less to more, from rude to finer 
organisation, the globe of matter thus conspiring with 
the iirinci]do of undying hope in man. Nature works 
in immense time, and spends indi\'iduals and races 
prodigally to preiiarc new individuals and races. Tlie 
lower kinds are one after one extinguished ; the higher 
foims come in. Ihe history of civilization, or the 
icfining of ccitain races to wonderful power of per- 
foi mance. is analogous ; but the best civilization yet 
IS only valuable as a ground of hope. 

Ouis is the country of poor men. Here is practical 
democracy; here is the human race poured out over 
the continent to do itself justice; all mankind in its 

I 
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shirt-sleeves ; not grimacing like poor rich men in cities, 
pretending to be rich, but unmistakably taking off its 
coat to hard work, when labour is sure to pay. This 
through all the country. For really, though you see 
wealth in the capitals, it is only a sprinkling of rich 
men in the cities and at sparse points ; the bulk of the 
population is poor. In Maine, nearly every man is a 
lumberer. In Massachusetts, every twelfth man is 
a shoemaker, and the rest, millers, farmers, sailors, 
fishermen. 

Well, the result is, instead of the doleful experience 
of the European economist, who tells us, “ In almost 
all countries the condition of the great body of the 
people is poor and miserable,” here that same great 
body has arrived at a sloven plenty,—ham and corn- 
cakes, tight roof, and coals enough have been attained ; 
an unbuttoned comfort, not clean, not thoughtful, 
far from polished, without dignity in its repose ; the 
man awkward and restless if he have not something 
to do, but honest and kind, for the most part, under¬ 
standing his own rights and stiff to maintain them, 
and disposed to give his children a better education than 
he received. 

The steady improvement of the public schools in the 
cities and the country enables the farmer or labourer 
to secure a precious primary education. It is rare to 
find a born American who cannot read and write. The 
facility with which clubs are formed by young men for 
discussion of social, political, and intellectual topics 
secures the notoriety of the questions. 

Our institutions, of which the town is the unit, are 
all educational, for responsibility educates fast. The 
town meeting is, after the high school, a higher school. 
The legislature, to which every good farmer goes once 
on trial, is a superior academy. 

The result appears in the power of invention, the 
freedom of thinking, in the readiness for reforms, eager¬ 
ness for novelty, even for all the follies of false science ; 
in the antipathy to secret societies, in the predominance 
of the Democratic party in the politics of the Union, 
and in the voice of the public even when irregular and 
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vicious,—the voice of mobs, the voice of lynch law,— 
because it is thought to be, on the whole, the verdict, 
though badly spoken, of the greatest number. 

All this forwardness and self-reliance cover self- 
government ; proceed on tlie belief that as the people 
hav’e made a government they can make another ; that 
their union and laNV arc not in their memorv, but in 
their blood and condition. If they unmake a law, they 
can easily make a new one. In Mr. Webster’s imagina¬ 
tion the American I’nion was a huge Prince Rupert’s 
drop, which will snap into atoms, if so much as the 
smallest end be shivered off. Now the fact is quite 
different from this. The pcoi>lc are loyal, law-abiding. 
Tliey prefer order, and have no taste for misrule and 
uproar. 

America \vas opened after the feudid mischief was 
s])ent, and so the people made a good start. We began 
well. No inquisition here, no kings, no nobles, no 
dominant church. Here heresy has lost its terrors. 
We have eight or ten religions in every large town, and 
the most tliat comes of it is a degree or two on the 
thermometer of fashion ; a pew in a particular church 
gives an easier entrance to the subscription ball. 

We began with freedom, and are defended from 
shocks now for a century by the facility with which 
through popular assemblies every necessary measure of 
reform can instantly be carried. A congress is a standing 
insurrection, and escapes the violence of accumulated 
grievance. As the globe keeps its identity by perpetual 
change, so our civil system, by junpetual appeal to the 
people and acceptance of its reforms. 

The government is acquainted with the opinions of 
all classes, knows the leading men in the middle class, 
knows the leaders of the humblest class. The President 
comes near enough to these ; if he does not, the caucus 
does,—the j^rimary ward and town meeting, and what 
is important does reach him. 

The men, the women, all over this land shrill their 
exclamations of impatience and indignation at what 
is shortcoming or is unbecoming in the government,— 
at the want of humanity, of morality,—ever on broad 
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grounds of general justice, and not on the class-feeling 
which narrows the perception of English, French, 
German people at home. 

In this fact, that we are a nation of individuals, that 
have a highly intellectual organization, that we can see 
and feel moral distinctions, and that on such an organ¬ 
ization sooner or later the moral laws must tell, to such 
ears must speak,—in this is our hope. For if the pros¬ 
perity of this country has been merely the obedience of 
man to the guiding of nature,—of great rivers and 
prairies,—yet is there fate above fate, if we choose to 
speak this language ; or, if there is fate in corn and 
cotton, so is there fate in thought,—this, namely, that 
the largest thought and the widest love are born to 
victory, and must prevail. 

The revolution is the work of no man, but the eternal 
effervescence of nature. It never did not work. And 
we say that revolutions beat all the insurgents, be they 
never so determined and politic ; that the great interests 
of mankind being at every moment through ages in 
favour of justice and the largest liberty, will always, 
from time to time, gain on the adversary and at last 
win the day. Never country had such a fortune, as 
men call fortune, as this, in its geography, its history, 
and in its majestic possibilities. 

We have much to learn, much to correct,—a great 
deal of lying vanity. The spread eagle must fold his 
foolish wings and be less of a peacock ; must keep his 
wings to carry the thunderbolt when he is commanded. 
We must realize our rhetoric and our rituals. Our 
national flag is not affecting, as it should be, because 
it does not represent the population of the United States, 
but some Baltimore or Chicago or Cincinatti or Phila¬ 
delphia caucus ; not union or justice, but selfishness 
and cunning. If we never put on the liberty-cap until 
we were freemen by love and self-denial, the liberty- 
cap would mean something. I wish to see America not 
like the old powers of the earth, grasping, exclusive, 
and narrow, but a benefactor such as no country ever 
was, hospitable to aU nations, legislating for all nation¬ 
alities. Nations were made to help each other as much 
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as families were ; and all advancement is by ideas, and 
not by brute force or mechanic force. 

In this country, with our practical understanding, 
there is. at present, a great sensualism, a headlong 
devotion to trade, and to the conquest of the continent, 
—to each man as large a share of the same as he can carve 
for himself,—an extravagant confidence in our talent 
and activity, which becomes, whilst successful, a scorn¬ 
ful materialism,—but with the fault, of course, that it 
has no depth, no reserved force whereon to fall back 
when a reverse comes. 

That repose wliich is the ornament and ripeness of 
man is not American. The re]')ose which indicates a 
faith in the laws of the universe.—a faith that they will 
fulfil themselves, and are not to be impeded, trans¬ 
gressed, or accelerated. Our people are too slight and 
vain. They arc easily elated and easily depressed. 
See how fast they extend the llceting fabric of their 
trade,—not at all considering the remote reaction and 
bankruptcy, but with the same abandonment to the 
moment and the facts of the hour as the Esquimaux 
who sells his bed in the morning. Our people act on 
the moment, and from external impulse. They all 
lean on some other, and this suiierstitiously, and not 
from insight of his merit. They follow a fact; they 
follow success, and not skill. Therefore, as soon as 
the success stops and the admirable man blunders, 
they quit him ; already they remember that they long 
ago suspected his judgment, and they transfer the 
repute of judgment to the next ju'osperous person who 
has not yet blundered. Of course this levity makes 
them as easily despond. It seems as if history gave no 
account of any society in which despondency came so 
readily to heart as we sec it and feel it in ours. Young 
men at thirty, and even earlier lose all spring and 
vivacity, and if they fail in their first enterprise throw 
up the game. 

The source of mischief is the extreme difficulty with 
wiiich men arc roused from the torpor of every day. 
Blessed is all that agitates the mass, breaks up this 
torpor, and begins motion. Corf>ora nou agttnt ni.fi 
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soluta; the chemical rule is true in mind. Contrast, 
change, interruption, are necessary to new activity and 
new combinations. 

If a temperate wise man should look over our American 
society, I think the first danger that would excite his 
alarm would be the European influences on this country. 
We buy much of Europe that does not make us better 
men ; and mainly the expensiveness which is ruining 
that country. We import trifles, dancers, singers, 
laces, books of patterns, modes, gloves, and cologne, 
manuals of Gothic architecture, steam-made ornaments. 
America is provincial. It is an immense Halifax. 
See the secondariness and aping of foreign and English 
life, that runs through this country, in building, in 
dress, in eating, in books. Every village, every city 
has its architecture, its costume, its hotel, its private 
house, its church from England. 

Our politics threaten her. Her manners threaten 
us. Life is grown and growing so costly, that it threatens 
to kill us. A man is coming here as there to value him¬ 
self on what he can buy. Worst of all, his expense is 
not his own, but a far off copy of Osborne House or the 
Elysee. The tendency of this is to make all men alike ; 
to extinguish individualism and choke up all the channels 
of inspiration from God in man. We lose our invention 
and descend into imitation. A man no longer conducts 
his own life. It is manufactured for him. The tailor 
makes your dress; the baker your bread; the up¬ 
holsterer—from an imported book of patterns—your 
furniture ; the Bishop of London your faith. 

In the planters of this country, in the seventeenth 
century, the conditions of the country combined with 
the impatience of arbitrary power which they brought 
from England, forced them to a wonderful personal 
independence and to a certain heroic planting and 
trading. Later this strength appeared in the solitudes 
of the West, where a man is made a hero by the varied 
emergencies of his lonely farm, and neighbourhoods 
must combine against the Indians, or the horse-thieves, 
or the river rowdies, by organizing themselves into 
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committees of vigilance. Tims the land and sea edu¬ 
cate tlic people, and bring out presence of mind, self- 
reliance, and hundred-handed activity. These are the 
peoi)lc for an emergency. They arc not to l)e surprised, 
and can hnd a way out of any j>cril. This rough and 
ready force becomes them, and makes them fit citizens 
and civilizers. Hut if we found them clinging to English 
traditions, which are graceful enough at home, as the 
English Church, and entailed estates, and distrusts of 
])opular election, we should feel this reactionary, and 
absurdly out of place. 

^ Let the passion for America cast out the passion for 

Euro]>e. Here let there be what the earth waits for,_ 

exalted nyuihood. What this country longs for’ is 
personalities, grand ]>ersons, to counteract its material¬ 
ities. For it is tlie rule of the universe that corn shall 
serve man. and not man corn. 


I hey who find America insiind,—they for whom 
J-ondon and Paris ha\ e siioiled their own homes, can be 
spaied to iidurn to those cities. I not only see a career 
at home lor more genius than we have, but for more 
than there is in the world. 


J lie class of which I speak make themselves merry 

in decorated club-houses 
in tlie cities, and burn tobacco and play whist ; in the 
country they sit idle in stores and bar-rooms, and burn 
tobacco, and gossiji and sleep. They complain of the 
llatness of American life; “America has no illusions, 
no romance." They have no perception of its destiny. 
Iliey are not Americans. 

I he fehui is the logical extreme of the epicure and cox- 
(oml). Selfish luxury is the end of both, though in one 
It is decorat(‘d with refinements, and in the other brutal. 
J^ut my point now is. that this spirit is not American* 
Om young men lack idealism. A man for success 
must not be pure idealist, then he will jiractically fail ; 
but he nui>t ha\'e ideas, must obey ideas, or he'might 
as well l>e the horse he rides on. A man does not want 
to he sun-dazzled, sun-blind; but every man must 
have glimmer enough to keep him from knocking his 
head against the walls. And it is in the interest of 
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civilization and good society and friendship, that I 
dread to hear of well-born, gifted and amiable men, 
that they have this indifference, disposing them to this 
despair. 

Of no use are the men who study to do exactly as 
was done before, who can never understand that to¬ 
day is a new day. There never was such a combination 
as this of ours, and the rules to meet it are not set down 
in any history. We want men of original perception 
and original action who can open their eyes wider than 
to a nationality,—namely, to considerations of benefit 
to the human race,—can act in the interest of civiliza¬ 
tion ; men of elastic, men of moral mind, who can live 
in the moment and take a step forward. Columbus 
was no backward-creeping crab, nor was Martin Luther, 
not John Adams, nor Patrick Henry, nor Thomas 
Jefferson ; and the Genius or Destiny of America is no 
log or sluggard, but a man incessantly advancing, as 
the shadow on the dial’s face, or the heavenly body by 
whose light it is marked. 

The flowering of civilization is the finished man, the 
man of sense, of grace, of accomplishment, of social 
power,—the gentleman. What hinders that he be 
born here ? The new times need a new man, the com- 
plemental man, whom plainly this country must furnish. 
Freer swing his arms ; farther pierce his eyes ; more 
forward and forthright his whole build and rig than 
the Englishman’s, who, we see, is much imprisoned in 
his backbone. 

’Tis certain that our civilization is yet incomplete, it 
has not ended, nor given sign of ending, in a hero. ’Tis 
a wild democracy ; the riot of mediocrities and dis¬ 
honesties and fudges. Ours is the age of the omnibus, 
of the third person pliwal, of Tammany Hall. 

Is it that nature has only so much vital force, and 
must dilute it if it is to be multiplied into millions ? 
The beautiful is never plentiful. Then Illinois and 
Indiana, ^vith their spawning loins, must needs be 
ordinary. 

It is not a question whether we shall be a multitude 
of people. No, that has been conspicuously decided 
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already ; but whether we sluill be the new nation, the 
guide and lawgiver of all nations, as having clearly 
chosen and firmly held the siinjile-^t and best rule of 
political society. 

Now, if the sj^irit which years ago armed this country 
against rebellion, and put forth sucli gigantic energy in 
the charity of the Sanitary Commission, could be waked 
to the ctinserving and creating duty of making the laws 
just and humane, it were to enroll a great constituency 
of religious, self-respecting, brave, tender, faithful 
obeyers of duty, lovers of men, filled with loyalty to 
each other, and with the simple and sublime purpose 
of carrying out in ]>rivate and in ]niblic action the desire 
and need of mankind. 

Here is the post where the patriot should jilant him¬ 
self ; here tlie altar where virtuous young men. those 
to whom frieiuLhip is the dearest covenant, should 
bind each other to loyiilty. where genius should kindle 
its fires and bring forgotten truth to the eyes of men. 

Let the good citizen perform the duties put on him 
here and now. It is not ])ossible to extricate yourself 
from the cpiestions in which your age is involved It is 
not by heads reverted to the dying Demosthenes, or 
to Luther, or to Wallace, or to George Fox, or to George 
Washington, that yoii can combat the dangers and 
dragons that beset the United States at this time. I 
believe this cannot be accomplished by dunces or idlers, 
but requires docility, sympathy, and religious receiving 
from higher principles ; for liberty, like religion, is a 
short and hasty fruit, and like all power subsists only 
by new rallyings on the source of inspiration. 

Power can be generous. The very giandeur of the 
means which offer themselves to us should suggest 
grandeur in the direction of our expenditure. If our 
mechanic arts are unsurpassed in usefulness, if we have 
taught the river to make shoes and nails and carpets, 
and tile bolt of heaven to write our letters like a Gillott 
pen, let these wonders work for honest humanity, for 
the poor, for justice, genius, and the public good. Let 
us realize that this country, the last found, is the great 
charity of God to the human race. 
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America should affirm and establish that in no instance 
shall the guns go in advance of the present right. We 
shall not make coups d'etat and afterwards explain and 
pay, but shall proceed like William Penn, or whatever 
other Christian or humane person treats with the 
Indian or the foreigner on principles of honest trade 
and mutual advantage. We can see that the Constitu¬ 
tion and the law in America must be written on ethical 
principles, so that the entire power of the spiritual world 
shall hold the citizen loyal, and repel the enemy as by 
force of nature. It should be mankind’s bill of rights, 
or Royal Proclamation of the Intellect ascending the 
throne, announcing its good pleasure, that now, once 
for all, the world shall be governed by common sense 

and law of morals. 

The end of all political struggle is to establish morality 
as the basis of all legislation. ’Tis not free institutions, 
Tis not a democracy that is the end,—no, but only 
the means. Morality is the object of government. 
We want a state of things in which crime will not 
pav a state of things which aUows every man the 
largest liberty compatible with the liberty of every other 


^Humanity asks that government shall not be ashamed 
to be tender and paternal, but that democratic institu¬ 
tions shall be more thoughtful for the interests of 
women, for the training of children, and for the welfare 
of sick and unable persons, and serious care of <^iminais, 
than was ever any the best government of the whole 

'^°The genius of the country has marked out our true 
policy,—opportunity. Opportunity of civil rights of 
education,^of personal power, and not less of wealth , 
doors wide open. If I could have it,—free trade w^h 
all the world without toll or custom-houses, invitation 
as we now make to every natmn, to every race and 
skin, white men, red men, yeUow men, black men 
hospitality of fair field and equal laws to all. Let 
them compete, and success to the strongest, the %\;isest, 
and the best. The land is wide enough, the soil has 

bread for all. 
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T hope America will come to have its pride in being 
a nation of servants, and not of ihe served. How can 
men have any other amtition where the reason has 
not suffered a disastrous eclipse ? Whilst every man 
can say ' I serve,—to the whole extent of my being I 
apply my faculty to the service of mankind in my 
especial place,'—he therein secs and shows a reason 
for his being in the world, and is not a moth or incum¬ 
brance in it. 

The distinction and end of a soundly constituted man 
is his labour. Use is inscribed on all his faculties. Use 
is the end to which he exists. As the tree exists for its 
fruit, so a man for his work. A fruitless plant, an idle 
animal, docs not stand in the universe. They are all 
toiling, however secretly or slowly, in the province 
assigned them, and to a use in the economy of the world ; 
the higher and more complex organizations, to higher 
and more catholic service. And man seems to play, 
by his instincts and activity, a certain part that even 
tells on the general face of the ]danct. drains swamps, 
leads rivers into dry countries for their irrigation, per¬ 
forates forests and stony mountain-chains with roads, 
hinders the inroads of the sea on the continent, as if 
dressing the globe for happier races. 

On the whole, I know that the cosmic results will be 
the same, whatever tlic daily events may be. Happily 
we are under better guidance than of statesmen. Penn¬ 
sylvania coal mines, and New York shipping, and free 
labour, though not idealists, gravitate in the ideal 
direction. Nothing less large than justice can keep 
them in good temjicr. Justice satisfies everybody, 
and justice alone. No monopoly must be foisted-in, 
no weak party or nationality sacrificed, no coward 
compromise conceded to a strong partner. Every 
one of these is the seed of vice, war, and national dis¬ 
organization. It is our part to carry out to the last the 
ends of liberty and justice. Wc shall stand, then, for 
vast interests; north and south, east and west, will be 
iu*esent to our minds, and our vote will be as if they 
voted, and we shall know that our vote secures the 
foundations of the state, good-will, liberty and security 
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of traffic and of production, and mutual increase of 
good-will in the great interests. 

Our helm is given up to a better guidance than our 
own ; the course of events is quite too strong for any 
helmsman, and our little wherry is taken in tow by the 
ship of the great Admiral which knows the way, and 
has the force to draw men and states and planets to 
their good. 

Such and so potent is this high method by which the 
Divine Providence sends the chiefest benefits under the 
mask of calamities, that I do not think we shall by any 
perverse ingenuity prevent the blessing. 

In seeing this guidance of events, in seeing this felicity 
without example that has rested on the Union thus far. 
I find new confidence for the future. I could heartily 
wish that our will and endeavour were more active 
parties to the work. But I see in all directions the 
light breaking. Trade and government will not alone 
be the favoured aims of mankind, but every useful, 
every elegant art, every exercise of imagination, the 
height of reason, the noblest affection, the purest religion 
will find their home in our institutions, and write our 
laws for the benefit of men. 
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THE PREACHER.' 

I N the history of opinion, the pinch of falsehood 
shows itself first, not in argument and formal 
])rotest, but in insincerity, indifference and abandon¬ 
ment of the Church or the scientific or political or 
economic institution for other better or worse forms. 

The venerable and beautiful traditions in which we 
were educated arc losing their liold on human belief, 
day by day; a restlessness and dissatisfaction in the 
religious world marks that wc are in a moment of tiansi- 
tion ' as when the Roman Church broke into Protestant 
and’catholic; or, earlier, when Paganism broke into 
( liristians and Pagans. The old forms rattle, and the 
new delay to appear ; material and industrial activity 
have materialized the age; and the mind, haughty with 
its sciences, disdains the religious forrns as childish. 

In consequence of this revolution in opinion, it ap¬ 
pears, for the time, as the misfortune of this period that 
the cultivated mind Ikis not the happiness and dignity 
of the religious sentiment. 

Wc are born too late for the old and too early for the 
new faith. I see in those classes and those persons in 
whom I am accustomed to look for tendency and progress, 
for what is most positive and most rich in human nature, 
and who contain the activity of to-day and the assurance 
of to-morrow,—I see in them character, but scepticism; 
a clear enough perception of the inadequacy of the 
popular religious statement to the wants of their heart 
and intellect, and explicit declarations of this fact. 
They have insight and truthfulness ; they will not mask 
their convictions ; they hate cant; but more than this 
I do not readily find. The gracious motions of the 
soul—piety, adoration,—I do not find. Scorn of hypoc¬ 
risy, jiride' of personal character, elegance of taste and 
of manners and pursuit, a boundless ambition of the 

* Knlargcd from an early lecture, and read at the Pivinity Chapel, 
Cambridge, May 1S79. Reprinted from the C'nt/arinn 
January 1880. 
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intellect, willingness to sacrifice personal interests for 
the integrity of the character,—all these they have ; 
but that religious submission and abandonment which 
give man a new element and being, and make him 
sublime,—it is not in churches, it is not in houses. I 
see movement, I hear aspirations, but I see not how 
the great God prepares to satisfy the heart in the new 
order of things. 

No Church, no State emerges ; and when we have 
extricated ourselves from all the embarrassments of the 
social problem, the oracle does not yet emit any light 
on the mode of individual life. A thousand negatives 
it utters, clear and strong, on all sides ; but the sacred 
affirmative it hides in the deepest abyss. 

We do not see that heroic resolutions will save men 
from those tides which a most fatal moon heaps and 
levels in the moral, emotive and intellectual nature. 
It is certain that many dark_ hours, many imbecilities, 
periods of inactivity,—solstices when we make no 
progress, but stand still,—will occur. In those hours, 
we can find comfort in reverence of the highest power, 
and only in that. We never do quite nothing, or never 
need. It looks as if there were much doubt, much 
waiting, to be endured by the best. Perhaps there 
must be austere elections and determinations before 
any clear vision. 

No age and no person is destitute of the sentiment, 
but in actual history its illustrious exhibitions are 
interrupted and periodical,—the ages of belief, of heroic 
action, of inteUectual activity, of men cast m a higher 

mould. . . 

But the sentiment that pervades a nation, the nation 

must react upon. It is resisted and corrupted by 
obstinate tendency to personify and bring un(^r the 
eyesight what should be the contemplation of Reason 
alone. The Understanding will write out the vision 
in a Confession of Faith. Art wiU embody this vanish¬ 
ing Spirit in temples, pictures, sculptures, and hymns. 
The senses instantly transfer the reverence from the 
vanishing Spirit to this steadfast form. Ignorance 
and passion alloy and degrade. In proportion to a 
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man’s want of goodness, it seems to him another and 
not liimscU ; that is to say, the Deity becomes more 
obicctive, until finaUy flat idolatry prevails. 

Of course the virtuous sentiment appears arrayed 
against the nominal religion, and the true men are 
hunted as unbelievers, and burned. Then the good 
sense of the jieoplc wakes up so far as to take tacit part 
with them, to cast off reverence for the Church ; and 

there follows an age of unbelief. i -o 

This analysis was inevitable and useful. But the 
sober eye finds something ghastly in this empiricism. 
At first, delighted with the triumph of the intellect, the 
surprise of the results and the sense of power, we are like 
hunters on the scent and soldiers who rush to battle: 
but when the game is run down, when the enemy lies 
cold in his blood at our feet, we arc alarmed at our soli¬ 
tude ; we would gladly recall the life that so offended 
us ; the face seems no longer that of an enemy. 

I say the effect is withering ; for, this examination 
resulting in the constant detection of errors, the flattered 
understanding assumes to judge all things, and to 
anticipate the same victories. In the activity of the 
understanding, the sentiments sleep. The understand¬ 
ing presumes in things above its sphere, and, because 
it lias exposed errors in a church, concludes that a 
church is an error ; because it has found absurdities 
to which the sentiment of veneration is attached, sneers 
at veneration ; so that an;ilvsis has run to seed in un¬ 
belief. There is no faith left. We laugh and hiss, 
pleased with our power in making heaven and earth 
a howling wilderness. 

Unlovely, nay, frightful, is the solitude of the soul 
which is without God in the world. To wander all day 
in the sunlight among the tribes of animals, unrelated 
to anything belter; to behold the horse, cow and 
bird, and to foresee an equal and speedy end to him 
and them ;—no. the bird, as it hurried by with its bold 
and perfect flight, would disclaim his sympathy and 
declare him an outcast. To see men pursuing in faith 
their \*aried action, warm-hearted, providing for their 
children, loving their friends, performing their promises, 
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_what are they to this chill, houseless, fatherless, 

aimless Cain, the man who hears only the sound of his 
own footsteps in God’s resplendent creation ? To him, 
it is no creation ; to him, these fair creatures are hapless 
spectres ; he knows not what to make of it. To him, 
heaven and earth have lost their beauty. How gloomy 
is the day, and upon yonder shining pond what melan¬ 
choly light! I cannot keep the sun in heaven, if you 
take away the purpose that animates him. The ball, 
indeed, is there, but his power to cheer, to illuminate 
the heart as well as the atmosphere, is gone forever, it 
is a lamp-wick for meanest uses. The words, great, 
venerable, have lost their meaning ; every thought loses 
all its depth and has become mere surface. 

But religion has an object. It does not grow thin or 
robust with the health of the votary. The object of 
adoration remains forever unhurt and identical, y® 
are in transition, from the worship of the fathers which 
enshrined the law in a private and personal history, to a 
worship which recognizes the true eternity of the law, 
its presence to you and me, its equal energy in what is 
called brute nature as in what is called sacred history. 
The next age will behold God in the ethical laws—a^s 
mankind begins to see them in this age, self-equal, 
self-executing, instantaneous and self-affirmed ; needing 
no voucher, no prophet and no miracle besides their 
own irresistibility,—and wiU regard natural history, 
private fortunes and politics, not for themselves as 
we have done, but as illustrations of those laws, of that 
beatitude and love. Nature is too thin a screen ; the 

glory of the One breaks in everywhere. 

^ Every movement of religious opinion of profound 
imnortance to politics and social life ; and this 01 to- 
d^rha^ the best omens as being of the most expansive 
humanity, since it seeks to find in every nation and creed 
the imperishable doctrines. I find myself always struck 
and stimulated by a good anecdote, any trait of heroism, 
oHaithf ul service I do not find that the age or country 
makes the least difference ; no, nor the languap the 
Actors spoke, nor the religion which they professed 
whether^Arab in the desert, or Frenchman m the 
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Academy, I see that sensible men and conscientious 
men all over the world were of one religion,—the religion 
of well-doing and daring, men of sturdy truth, men of 
integrity and feeling for others. My inference is, that 
there is a statement of religion possible which makes 
all scepticism absurd. 

The hciilth and welfare of man consist in ascent from 
surfaces to solids; from occupation with details to 
knowledge of the design ; from self-activity of talents, 
which lose their way by the lust of display, to the 
controlling and reinforcing of talents by the emanation 
of character. 

All that we call religion, all that saints and churches 
and Bibles from the beginning of the world have 
airned at, is to suppress this impertinent surface- 
action, and animate man to central and entire action. 
The human race are afflicted with a St. Vitus’ dance ; 
their fingers and toes, their members, their senses, their 
talents, are su]>crfluously active, while the torpid heart 
gives no oracle. When that wakes, it will revolutionize 
the world. Let that speak, and all these rebels will 
fly to their loy;ilty. Now every man defeats his own 
action,—professes this but practises the reverse ; with 
one hand rows, and with the other backs water. A 
man acts not from one motive, but from many shifting 
fears and short motives ; it is as if he were ten or 
twenty less men than himself, acting at discord with 
one another, so that the result of most lives is zero. But 
when he sluUl act from one motive, and all his faculties 
play true, it is clear mathematically, is it not, that this 
will tell in the result as if twenty men had co-operated, 
—will give new senses, new wisdom of its own kind ; 
that is, not more facts, nor new combinations, but 
divination, or direct intuition of the state of men and 
things ? 

The lessons of the moral sentiment are, once for all, 
an emancipation from that anxiety which takes the 
joy out of all life. It teaches a great peace. It comes 
itself from the highest place. It is that, which being 
in all sound natures, and strongest in the best and 
most gifted men, we know to be implanted by the 
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Creator of men. It is a commandment at every moment 
and in every condition of life to do the duty of that 
moment and to abstain from doing the wrong. And 
it is so near and inward and constitutional to each, that 
no commandment can compare with it in authority. All 
wise men regard it as the voice of the Creator Himself. 

I know there are those to whom the question of 
what shall be believed is the more interesting because 
they are to proclaim and teach what they believe. 

All positive rules, ceremonial, ecclesiastical, dis¬ 
tinctions of race or of person, are perishable ; only 
those distinctions hold which are in the nature of things, 
not matters of positive ordinance. As the earth we 
stand upon is not imperishable, but is chemically re¬ 
solvable into gases and nebulae, so is the universe an 
infinite series of planes, each of which is a false bottom ; 
and, when we think our feet are planted now at last on 
adamant, the slide is drawn out from under us. 

We must reconcile ourselves to the new order of 
things. But is it a calamity ? The poet Wordsworth 
greeted even the steam - engine and railroads ; and 
when they came into his poetic Westmoreland, bisecting 
every delightful valley, deforming every consecrated 
grove, yet manned himself to say :— 


** In spite of all that Beauty may disown 

In your harsh features, Nature doth embrace 
Her lawful offspring in man’s art, and Time, 
Pleased with your triumphs o’er his brother Space, 
Accepts from your bold hands the proffered crown 
Of hope, and smiles on you with cheer sublime. 


And we can keep our religion, despite of the violent 
railroads of generalization, whether French or German, 
that block and intersect our old parish highways. 

In matters of religion, men eagerly fasten their eyes 
on the differences between their creed and yours, whilst 
the charm of the study is in finding the agreements 
and identities in all the religions of men. \\ hat is 
essential to the theologian is, that whilst he is 
in his opinions, severe in his search for truth, he shall 
be broad in his sympathies,—not to allow himself to be 
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excluded from any church. He is to claim for his own 
whatever eloquence of St. Chrysostom or St. Jerome 
or St. Bernard he has felt. So not less of Bishoji Taylor 
or George Herbert or Henry Scougal. He sees that 
what is most effective in the writer is what is dear to 
his, the reader's, mind. 

Be not betrayed into undervaluing the churches 
which annoy you by their bigoted claims. They too 
were real cliurchcs. They answered to their times the 
same need as your rejection of them does to ours. The 
Catholic Church has been immensely rich in men and 
iniluenccs. Augustine, a Kempis, Fcnclon. breathe the 
very spirit which now fires you. So with Cudworth, 
More, Bunyan. I agree with them more than I disagree. 

I agree with their heart and motive ; my discontent is 
with their limitations and surface and language. Their 
statement is grown as fabulous as Dante’s Inferno. 

I heir purjiose is as real as Dante’s sentiment and hatred 
of vice. Always put the !>ost interpretation on a tenet. 
Why not on ( hristianity, wholesome, sweet and poetic ? 
It is tlic record of a pure and holy soul, humble, abso¬ 
lutely disinterested, a truth-speaker and bent on serving, 
teaching and uplifting men. ( hristianity taught the 
capacity, the element, to love the All-perfect without 
a stingy bargain for personal happiness. It taught that 

to love him was hapjiincss,—to love him in other’s 
virtues. 

An era in human history is the life of Jesus ; and 
the immense inlluonce for good leaves all the per\*ersion 
and suiieistition almost harmless. ^lankind have been 
subdued to the acceptance of his doctrine, and cannot 
spare the benefit of so pure a servant of truth and love. 
Oi course a hero so attractive to the hearts of millions 
drew the hypocrite and the ambitious into his train. 

and tliey used his name to falsify his history and undo 
his work. 

I feai that what is called religion, but is perhaps 
pew-holding, not obeys, but conceals the moral senti¬ 
ment. I put it to this simple tost : Is a rich rogue 
made to feel his roguery among divines or literary men ? 
No ? Then ’tis rogue again under the cassock, \Miat 
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sort of respect can these preachers or newspapers inspire 
by their weekly praises of texts and saints, when we 
know that they would say just the same things if 
Beelzebub had written the chapter, provided it stood 
where it does in the public opinion ? 

Anything but unbelief, anything but losing hold 
of the moral intuitions, as betrayed in the clinging to 
a form of devotion or a theologici dogma ; as if it was 
the liturgy, or the chapel, that was sacred, and not 
justice and humility and the loving heart and serving 
hand. 

But besides the passion and interest which pervert, 
is the shallowness which impoverishes. The opinions 
of men lose all worth to him who perceives that they 
are accurately predictable from the ground of their 
sect. Nothing is more rare, in any man, than an act 
of his own. The clergy are as like as peas. I cannot 
tell them apart. It was said : They have bronchitis 
because they read from their papers sermons with a 
near voice, and then, looking at the congregation, they 
try to speak with their far voice, and the shock is noxious. 
I think they do this, or the converse of this, with their 
thought. They look into Plato, or into the mind, and 
then try to make parish mince-meat of the amplitudes 
and eternities, and the shock is noxious. It is the old 
story again : once we had wooden chalices and golden 
priests, now we have golden chalices and wooden 
priests. 

The clergy are always in danger of becoming wards 
and pensioners of the so-called producing classes. Their 
first duty is self-possession founded on knowledge. 

The man of practice or worldly force requires of the 
preacher a talent, a force, like his own ; the same as his 
own, but wholly applied to the priest’s things. He does 
not forgive an application in the preacher to the 
merchant’s things. He wishes him to be such a o^ as 
he himself should have been, had he been priest. He is 
sincere and ardent in his vocation, and plunged in it. 
Let priest or poet be as good in theirs. Nobody forgives 
any over-estimate in you of them, any over-estimate 
of what they do or have. 
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The simple fact that the pulpit exists, that all over 
this country the people are waiting to hear a sermon 
on Sunday, assures that opportunity which is inestimable 
to young men, students of theology, for those large 
liberties. The existence of the Sunday, and the pulpit 
waiting for a weekly sermon, give him the very con¬ 
ditions, the TTov (TTto he wants. Tliat must be filled, 
and he is armed to fill it. Let liim value his talent 
as a door into Nature. Let him sec his performances 
only as limitations. Then, over all, let him value the 
sensibility that receives, that loves, that dares, that 
affirms. 

There are always plenty of young, ignorant people,— 
though some of them arc seven, and some of them seventy 
years old.—wanting peremptorily instruction ; but, in 
the usual averages of parishes, only one person that is 
qualified to give it. It is only that person who concerns 
me.—him only that I sec. Ihc others are very amiable 
and promising, but they are only neuters in the hive,— 
every one a possible royal bee, but not now significant. 
It does not signify what they say or think to-day; 
'tis the cry ami the babble of the nursery, and their 
only virtue, docility. Buckminster. Channing, Dr, 
Lowell, Edward Taylor, Parker, Bushnell, Chapin,— 
it is they who have been necessary, and the opinions 
of the floating crowd of no importance whatever. 

I do not love sensation preaching,—the personalities 
for sj)ite, the hurrah for our side, the review of our 
appearances, and what others say of us ! That you 
may read in the gazette. Me come to church properly 
for self-examination, for ajiproach to principles to see 
how it stands with us, with the deep and dear facts of 
light and love. At the same time it is impossible to 
pay no regard to the day’s events, to the public opinion 
of the times, to the stirring shouts of parties, to the 
calamities and prosperities of our town and country ; 
to war and peace, new events, great personages, 'to 
good harvests, new resources, to bankruptcies, famines 
and desolations. We are not stocks or stones, we are 
not thinking machines, but allied to men around us 
as really though not quite so visibly as the Siamese 
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brothers. And it were inhuman to affect ignorance or 
indifference on Sundays to what makes our blood beat 
and our countenance dejected Saturday or Monday. 

No, these are fair tests to try our doctrines by, and 
see if they are worth anything in life. The value of a 
principle is the number of things it will explain ; and 
there is no good theory of disease which does not at 
once suggest a cure. 

^lan proposes, but God disposes. We shall not very 
long have any part or lot in this earth, in whose affairs 
we so hotly mix, and where we feel and speak so ener¬ 
getically of our country and our cause. It is a comfort 
to reflect that the gigantic evils which seem to us so 
mischievous and so incurable will at last end themselves 
and rid the world of their presence, as all crime sooner 
or later must. 

But be that event for us soon or late, we are not 
excused from playing our short part in the best manner 
we can, no matter how insignificant our aid may be. 
Our children will be here, if we are not ; and their 
children’s history will be coloured by our action. But 
if we have no children, or if the events in which we 
have taken our part shall not see their solution until 
a distant future, there is yet a deeper fact; that as 
much justice as we can see and practise is useful to 
men, and imperative, whether we can see it to be useful 
or not. 

The essential ground of a new book or a new sermon 
is a new spirit. The author has a new thought, sees 
the sweep of a more comprehensive tendency than 
others are aware of; falters never, but takes the vic¬ 
torious tone. For power is not so much shown in talent 
as in tone. And if I had to counsel a young preacher, 
I should say : When there is any difference felt between 
the footboard of the pulpit and the floor of the parlour, 
you have not yet said that which you should say. 

Inspiration will have advance, affirmation, the 
forward foot, the ascending state ; it will be an opener 
of doors; it will invent its own methods : the new 
wine will make the bottles new. Spirit is motive and 
ascending. Only let there be a deep observer^ and he 
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will make light of new sho]) and new circumstance that 
afflict you ; new shoj>, or old cathedral, it is all one to 
him. He will find the circumstance not altered, as 
deej) a cloud of mystery on the cause, as dazzling a glory 
on the invincible law. Given the insight, and he will 
find as many beauties and ht'iot's and strokes of genius 
close by him as Dante or Shakesiiearc beheld. A vivid 
thought bungs the power to paint it ; and in projiortion 
to the clej)th of its source is tl)e force of its projection* 
\Vc are hajipy and enriched ; wo go away invigorated, 
assisted each in our own work, however different, and 
shall not forget to come again for new impulses. 

I he supposed embarrassments to young clergymen 
exist only to feeble wills. They need not consider them, 
riic differences of opinion, the strength of old sects or 
timorous literali^ts. since it is not armed with prisons 
or fagots as in ruder times or countries, is not worth 
con>.ideiing except as fvirnishing a needed stimulus. 
I hat grey deacon or respectable matron with Calvin- 
istic antecedents, you can readily see, could not have 
pre-sented any obstacle to the march of St. Bernard or 
ol (leorge 1 -ox. of Luther or of Theodore Parker. 

And though I observe the deafness to counsel among 
incn, yet the ]>ower of symi)athy is always great ; and 
athrmative discourse, presuming assent, will often obtain 
It when argument would fail. Such, too, is the active 
]iowcr of good temperament. Great sweetness of 
temper neutralizes such vast amounts of acid ' As for 
position, the position is always the same,—insulting the 
timid, and not taken by storm, but flanked, I may say 

by 11C simply by minding their own affiiir! 

^pcak the afhrmative ; emphasize your choice by utter 
Ignoring of all that you reject ; seeing that opinions 
aic temi>orary, but convictions uniform and eternal — 
seeing that a sentiment never loses its pathos’or 

yo^^thful after a thousand 


1 he .nc^•^table course of remark for us, when we meet 
each other for meditation on life and duty, is not so 
mucli the enjoining of tliis or that cure or burning out 
of mil errors of practice, as simply the celebration of 
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the power and beneficence amidst which and by which 
we live, not critical, but affirmative. 

All civil mankind have agreed in leaving one day for 
contemplation against six for practice. 1 hope that day 
will keep its honour and its use. A wise man advises 
that we should see to it that we read and speak two or 
three reasonable words, every day, amid the crowd of 
affairs and the noise of trifles. I should say boldly that 
we should astonish every day by a beam out of eternity ; 
retire a moment to the grand secret we carry in our 
bosom, of inspiration from heaven. But certainly on 
this seventh let us be the children of liberty, of reason, 
of hope ; refresh the sentiments ; think as spirits think, 
who belong to the universe, whilst our feet walk in the 
streets of a little town and our hands work in a small 
knot of affairs. We shall find one result, I am sure,— 
a certain originality and a certain haughty liberty 
proceeding out of our retirement and self-communion, 
which streets can never give, infinitely removed from 
all vapouring and bravado, and which yet is more than 
a match for any physical resistance. 

It is true that which they say of our New England 
oestrum, which will never let us stand or sit, but drives 
us like mad through the world. The calmest and most 
protected life cannot save us. We want some inter¬ 
calated days, to bethink us and to derive order to our 
life from the heart. That should be the use of the 
Sabbath,—to check this headlong racing and put us in 
possession of ourselves once more, for love or for shame. 

The Sabbath changes its forms from age to age, but 
the substantial benefit endures. We no longer recite 
the old creeds of Athanasius or Arius, of Calvin or 
Hopkins. The forms arc flexible, but the uses are not 
less real. The old heart remains as ever with its old 
human duties. The old intellect still lives, to pierce the 
shows to the core. Truth is simple, and will not be 
antique ; is ever present, and insists on being of this 
age and of this moment. Here is thought and love and 
truth and duty, new as on the first day of Adam and of 
angels. 

“ There aie two pairs of eyes in man; and it is 



432 


MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 

requisite that the pair which are beneath should be 
closed when the pair that are above them perceive ; 
and that when the pair above arc closed, those which 
are beneath are opened." The lower eyes see only 
surfaces and effects, the upper eyes behold causes and 
the connection of things. And when we go alone, 
or come into the house of thought and worship, we 
come with purpose to be disabused of appearances, to 
see realities, the great lines of our destiny, to see that 
life has no caprice or fortune, is no hopping squib, but 
a growth after immutable laws under bcnehcent in¬ 
fluences the most immense. The Church is 
great and small in all nations ; and how rare and lotty, 
how unattainable, are the aims it labours to set before 
men ' We come to educate, come to isolate, to be 
abstractionists; in fine, to open the upper eyes to the 
deep mystery of cause and effect, to know that though 
ministers of justice and power fail Justice and Power 
fail never. The open secret of the world is the art ot 
subliming a private soul with inspirations from the great 
and public and divine Soul from which we live. 
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T he doctrine of temperance is one of many degrees. 

It is usually taught on a low platform, but one 
of great necessity,—that of meats and drinks, and its 
importance cannot be denied and hardly exaggerated. 
But it is a long way from the Maine Law to the heights 
of absolute self-command which respect the conservatism 
of the entire energies of the body, the mind, and the 
soul. I wish to point at some of its higher functions 
as it enters into mind and character. 

There is a superlative temperament which has no 
medium range, but swiftly oscillates from the freezing 
to the boiling point, and which affects the manners of 
those who share it with a certain desperation. Their 
aspect is grimace. They go tearing, convulsed through 
life,—wailing, praying, exclaiming, swearing. We talk 
sometimes, with people whose conversation would lead 
you to suppose that they had lived in a museum, where 
all the objects were monsters and extremes. Their 
good people are phoenixes ; their naughty are like the 
prophet’s figs. They use the superlative of grammar^: 
'‘most perfect,” “most exquisite,” “most horrible. 
Like the French, they are enchanted, they are desolate, 
because you have got or have not got a shoe - string 
or a wafer you happen to want,—not perceiving 
superlatives are diminutives, and weaken ; that the 
positive is the sinew of speech, the superlative the fat. 
If the talker lose a tooth, he thinks the universal 
thaw and dissolution of things has come. Controvert 
his opinion and he cries “ Persecution ! ” and reckons 
himself with Saint Barnabas, who was sawn in two. 

Especially we note this tendency to extremes in the 
pleasant excitement of horror-mongers. Is tl^re some¬ 
thing so delicious in disasters and pain ? Bad news 
is always exaggerated, and we may challenge Providence 

1 From the Century of February 1882. 

2 B 
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to'^send a fact so tragical that we cannot contrive to 

make it a little worse in our gossip. . u ^ a 

All this comes of poverty. e arc unskilful definers. 

From want of skill to convey quality, we hope 
admiration by quantity. Language ^ 

describe the fact. It is not enough to suggest it and 
maenify it. Sharper sight would indicate the tuie line. 

’Tis very wearisome, this straining talk, these expencnces 
all exquisite, intense, and tremendous— The best 1 
ever saw ; “ I never in my life ! One wishes these 

terms gazetted and forbidden. ^ Every favourite is 
not a cherub, nor every cat a griffin, nor each unplcas- 
ing person a dark, diabolical intriguer ; nor agonies, 
excruciations, nor ecstasies our daily bread. 

' Horace Walpole relates that in the expectation, cur¬ 
rent in London a century ago, of a great earthquake, 
some people provided themselves with dresses for the 
occasion. Hut one would not wear earthquake dresses 
or resurrection robes for a working jacket, nor make a 
codicil to his will whenever he goes out to nde; and 
the secrets of death, judgment and eternity are tedious 
when recurring as minute-guns. Thousands of people 
live iind die who were never, on a single occasion, hun^y 
or thirsty, or furious or terrified. I he books say. It 
made my hair stand on end ! ” Who. in our municipal 
life, ever had such an exjK'rience ? Indeed, I believe 
that much of the rhetoric of terror,—froze ^iny 
blood,”) “(It made my knees knock.” etc.—most men 
have realized only in dreams and nightmares. 

Then there is an inverted superlative, or siqierlative 
contrary, which shivers, like Demophoon, in the sun : 
wants fan and parasol on the cold Friday I is tired by 
sleep; feeds on drugs and poisons; finds the rainbow 
a discoloration; hates birds and flowers. 

The exaggeration of which I complain makes plain 
fact the more welcome and refreshing. It is curious 
that a face magnified in a concave mirror loses its ex¬ 
pression. All this overstatement is needless. A little 
fact is worth a whole limbo of dreams, and 1 can well 
spare the exaggerations which appear to me screens to 
conceal ignorance. Among these glorifiers, the coldest 
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stickler for names and dates and measures cannot 
lament his criticism and coldness of fancy. Think how 
much pains astronomers and opticians have taken to 
procure an achromatic lens. Discovery in the heavens 
has waited for it ; discovery on the face of the earth 
not less. I hear without sympathy the complaint of 
young and ardent persons that they find life no^ region 
of romance, with no enchanter, no giant, no fairies, not 
even muses. I am very much indebted to my eyes, 
and am content that they should see the real world, 
always geometrically finished without blur or halo. The 
more I am engaged with it the more it suffices. 

How impatient we are, in these northern latitudes, 
of looseness and intemperance in speech \ Our measure 
of success is the moderation and low level of an in¬ 
dividual's judgment. Doctor Channing’s piety and 
wisdom had such weight that, in Boston, the popular 
idea of religion was whatever this eminent divine held. 
But I remember that his best friend, a man of guarded 
lips, speaking of him in a circle of his admirers, said : 
“ I have known him long, I have studied his character, 
and T believe him capable of virtue.’* An eminent 
French journalist paid a high compliment to the Duke 
of Wellington, when his documents were published: 
“ Here are twelve volumes of military dispatches, and 

the word glory is not found in them.” 

The English mind is arithmetical, values exactness, 
likes literal statement ; stigmatizes any heat or hyper¬ 
bole as Irish, French, Italian, and infers weakness and 
inconsequence of character in speakers who use it. It 
does not love the superlative but the positive degree. 
Our customary and mechanical existence is not favour¬ 
able to flights ; long nights and frost hold us pretty 
fast to realities. The people of English stock, in aU 
countries, are a solid people, wearing good hats and 
shoes and owners of land whose title-deeds are properly 
recorded. Their houses are of wood, and brick, and 
stone, not designed to reel in earthquakes, nor blmv 
about through the air much in hurricanes, nor to be 
lost under sand-drifts, nor to be made bonfires of by 
wliinisical viziers ; but to stand as cominodious, rentable 
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tcriements for a century or two. All our manner of 
life is on a secure and moderate pattern, such as 
can last. Violence and extravagance are once for all, 
distasteful; competence, quiet, comfort, are the agreed 

welfare. , 

Ever a low style is best. “ I judge by every mans 
truth of his degree of understanding,” said Chesterfield. 
And I do not know any advantage more conspicuous 
wluch a man owes to his experience in markets and the 
Exchange, or ]>olitics, than the caution and accuracy 
he acquires in his report of facts. ” Uncle Joel's news 
is always true,” said a person to me with ob\'ious satis¬ 
faction, and said it justly ; for the old head, after de¬ 
ceiving and being deceived many times, thinks, ” What's 
the use of having to unsay to-day what I said yester¬ 
day ? I will not be responsible ; I will not add an 
epithet. \ I will be as moderate as the fact, and will use 
the same expression, without colour, which I received; 
and rather repeat it several times, word for word, than 
vary it ever so little.’^ 

The first valuable power in a reasonable mind, one 
would say, was the power of plain statement, or the 
j)ower to receive things as they befall, and to transfer 
the ])icture of them to another mind unaltered. Tis a 
good rule of rhetoric which Schlcgel gives,—“ In good 
prose, every word is underscored ; ” which, I suppose, 
means. Never italicize. 

Spartans, stoics, heroes, saints and gods use a short 
and positive speech. They are never off their centres. 
As soon as they swell and ]iaint and find tnith not 
enough for them, softening of the brain has already begun. 

It seems as if intlation were a disease incident to too 
much use of words, and the remedy lay iu recourse to 
things. I am daily struck with the forcible under¬ 
statement of people who have no literary habit. The 
low expression is strong and agreeable. The citizen 
dwells in delusions. His dress and draperies, house and 
stables occupy him. The poor countryman, having no 
circumstance of carpets, coaches, dinners, wine and 
dancing in his head to confuse him, is able to look 
straight at you, without refraction or prismatic glories, 
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and he sees whether you see straight also, or whether 
your head is addled by this mixture of wines. 

The common people diminish : “ a cold snap ; '* “ it 
rains easy“a good ha^dng weather.” When a 
farmer means to tell you that he is doing well with his 
farm, he says, ” I don’t work as hard as I did, and I 
don’t mean to.” When he wishes to condemn any 
treatment of soils or of stock, he says, ” It won’t do 
any good.” Under the Catskill Mountains the boy in 
the steamboat said, ” Come up here, Tony ; it looks 
pretty out-of-doors.” The farmers in the region do not 
call particular summits, as Killington, Camel’s Hump, 
Saddle-back, etc., mountains, but only ” them ’ere 
rises,” and reserve the word mountains for the range. 

I once attended a dinner given to a great state func¬ 
tionary by functionaries,—men of law, state, and trade. 
The guest was a great man in his own country and an 
honoured diplomatist in this. His health was drunk 
with some acknowledgment of his distinguished services 
to both countries, and followed by nine cold hurrahs. 
There was the vicious superlative. Then the great 
official spoke and beat his breast, and declared that he 
should remember this honour to the latest moment of 
his existence. He was answered again by officiMs. 
Pity, thought I, they should lie so about their keen 
sensibility to the nine cold hurrahs and to the common¬ 
place compliment of a dinner. Men of the world value 
truth, in proportion to their ability ; not by its sacred¬ 
ness, but for its convenience. Of such, especially of 
diplomatists, one has a right to expect wit and ingenuity 
to avoid the lie if they must comply with the form. 
Now, I had been present, a little before, in the country 
at a cattle-show dinner, which followed an agricultural 
discourse delivered by a farmer : the discourse, to say 
the truth, was bad ; and one of our village fathers 
gave at the dinner this toast : “ The orator of the day : 
his subject deserves the attention of every farmer.” The 
caution of the toast did honour to our village father. 
I wish great lords and diplomatists had as much respect 

for truth. . 

But whilst thus everything recommends simplicity 
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and temperance of action ; the utmost directness, the 
positive degree, we mean thereby that “ rightly to be 
great is not to stir without great argument." When¬ 
ever the true objects of action appear, they are to be 
heartily sought. Enthusiasm is the height of man; it 
is the passing from the human to the divine. 

The superlative is as good as the positive, if it be 
alive. If man loves the conditioned, he also loves the 
unconditioned. We don’t wish to sin on the other side, 
and to be purists, nor to check the invention of wit or 
the sally of humour. ’Tis very different, this weak 
and wearisome lie, from the stimulus to the fancy which 
is given by a romantic talker who does not mean to be 
exactly taken,—like the g;illant ski])per who complained 
to his owners that he had pumped the Atlantic Ocean 
three times through his ship on the passage, and ’twas 
common to strike seals and porpoises in the hold. Or 
what was similarly asserted of the late Lord Jeffrey, 
at the Scottish bar,—an attentive auditor declaring on 
one occasion after an argument of three hours, that he 
liad spoken the whole English language three times over 
in his speech. 

The objection to unmeasured speech is its lie. All 
men like an impressive fact. The astronomer shows 
you in his telescope the nebula of Orion, that you may 
look on that which is esteemed the farthest-off land in 
visible nature. At the Bank of England they put a 
scrap of ]Kipcr that is worth a million pounds sterling 
into the hands of the visitor to touch. Our travelling 
is a sort of search for the superlatives or summits of art, 
—much more the real wonders of j^ower in the human 
form. The arithmetic of Newton, the memory of 
Magliabecchi or Miraiukda. the versatility of Julius 
Ciesar, the concentration of Bonaparte, the inspiration 
of Shakespeare, are sure of commanding interest and 
awe in every comj^any of men. 

The superlative is the excess of expression. We aie 
a garrulous, demonstrative kind of creatures, and cannot 
live without much outlet for all our sense and nonsense. 
And fit expression is so rare that mankind have a super¬ 
stitious value for it, and it would seem the whole human 
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race agree to value a man precisely in proportion to his 
power of expression ; and to the most expressive rnan 
that has existed, namely, Shakespeare, they have awarded 

the highest place. ^ ^ xi_ 

The expressors are the gods of the world, but the 

whom these expressors revere are the solid, balanced, 
undemonstrative citizens who make the reserved guard, 
the central sense, of the world. For the luminous 
object wastes itself by its shining,—is luminous because 
it is burning up; and if the powers are disposed for 
display, there is all the less left for use and creation. 
The talent sucks the substance of the man. Superlatives 
must be bought by too many positives Gardens ol 
roses must be stripped to make a few drops of otto. 
And these raptures of fire and frost, which indeed 
cleanse pedantry out of conversation and make the 
speech salt and biting, would cost me the days of y, ell- 
being which are now so cheap to me, yet so valued, 
like no deep stakes. I am a coward at gambling. 1 wiU 

bask in the common sun a while longer 

Children and thoughtless people like exaggerated 

event and activity ; like to run to a house on fire, to a 
fight to an execution ; like to talk of a marriage, of a 
binkruptcy, of a debt, of a crime. The wise man shuns 
all this! I knew a grave man who, being urged to g 
to a church where a clergyman was newly ordained 
said “ he liked him very well, but he would go when the 

interesting Sundays were oyer. mature or real 

AU rests at last on the simplicity of 
being. Nothing is for the most part less esteenied. 
We are fond of dress, of ornament, of accomplishments, 
of t^ents but distrustful of health, of soundness, of 

pure innocence. Yet nature measures her 
what she can spare, by what remains when aU super¬ 
fluity and accessories are shorn off. 

Nor is there in nature itself any swell, 
strain or shock but a firm common sense through aU ner 
elephants and lions, through aU ^er dmiks a"d ^ 

i.r 

any anomahes, nor swaggering into any monsters. 
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all the years that I have sat in town and forest, I never 
saw a winded dragon, a flying man, or a talking fish, 
but ever the strictest regard to rule, and an absence 
ot all siiri>riscs. No ; nature encourages no looseness, 
pardons no errors; freezes punctually at 32°, boils 
piinctiKilly at 212° ; crystallizes in water at one in¬ 
variable angle, in diamond at one, in granite at one ; 
and if you omit the snndlest condition the experiment 
will not succeed. Her communication obeys the gospel 
rule, yea or nay. She never expatiates, never goes 
into the reasons. Plant beech-mast and it comes up, 
or it does not come uj). Sow grain, and it docs not come 
u]) : jmt lime into the soil and try again, and this time 
she says yea. To every question an abstemious but 
absolute rei>ly. The like staidness is in her dealings 
with us. Nature is always serious.—does not jest with 
us. Where we have begun in folly, we are brought 
quickly to plain dealing. Life could not be carried on 
exccj)t by fidelity and good earnest : and she brings the 
most heartless triller to determined ]>urpose presently. 
The men whom she admits to her confidence, the simple 
and great characters, are uniformly marked by absence 
of pretension and by understatement. The old and the 
modern sages of clearest insight are plain men, who 
have held themselves hard to tlic ])0verty of nature. 

The firmest and noblest ground on which people can 
live is truth ; the real with the re^il; a ground on which 
nothing is assumed, but where they speak and think 
and do what they must, because they are so and not 
otherwise. 

But whilst the basis of character must be simplicity, 
the expression of character, it must be remembered, is, 
in great degree, a matter of climate. In the temperate 
climates there is a temperate speech, in torrid climates 
an ardent one. Whilst in Western nations the super¬ 
lative in conversation is tedious and weak, and in 
character is a capital defect, nature delights in showing 
us that in the East it is animated, it is ]X‘rtinent, pleas¬ 
ing, poetic. Whilst she appoints us to keep within the 
sharp boundaries of form as the condition of our strength, 
she creates in the East the unconlrollable yearning to 
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escape from limitation into the vast and boundless ; to 
use a freedom of fancy which plays with all the works 
of nature, great or minute, galaxy or grain of dust, as 
toys and words of the mind ; inculcates the tenet of a 
beatitude to be found in escape from all organization 
and all personality, and makes ecstasy an institution. 

Religion and poetry are all the civilization of the 
Arab. Tl^ ground of Paradise,” said Mohammed, 
” is extensive, and the plants of it are hallelujahs.^) 
Religion and poetry : the religion teaches an inexorabfe 
destiny ; it distinguishes only two days in each man’s 
history, the day of his lot, and the day of judgment. 
The religion runs into asceticism and fate. The costume, 
the articles in which wealth is displayed, are in the same 
extremes. Thus the diamond and the pearl, which are 
only accidental and secondary in their use and value to 
us, are proper to the oriental world. The diver dives 
a beggar and rises with the price of a kingdom in his 
hand. A bag of sequins, a jewel, a balsam, a single 
horse, constitute an estate in countries where insecure 
institutions make every one desirous of concealable and 
convertible property. Shall I say, further, that the 
orientals excel in costly arts, in the cutting of precious 
stones, in working in gold, in weaving on hand-looms 
costly stuffs from silk and wool, in spices, in dyes and 
drugs, henna, otto, and camphor, and in the training of 
slaves, elephants and camels,—things which are the 
poetry and superlative of commerce. 

On the other hand,—and it is a good illustration of 
the difference of genius,—the European nations, and, 
in general, all nations in proportion to their civilization, 
understand the manufacture of iron. One of the meters 
of the height to which any civility rose is the skill in 
the fabric of iron. Universally, the better gold, the 
worse man. The political economist defies us to show 
any gold-mine country that is traversed by good roads : 
or a shore where pearls are found on which good schools 
are erected. The European civility, or that of the 
positive degree, is established by coal-mines, by ventila¬ 
tion, by irrigation and every skill—in having water cheap 
and pure, by iron, by agriculture for bread-stuffs, and 
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manufacture of coarse and family cloths. Our modern 
improvements have been in the invention of friction 
matches; of indiaruhher shoes; of the famous two 
parallel bars of iron ; then of the air-chamber of Watt, 
and of the judicious tubing of the engine, by Stephenson, 
in order to the construction of locomotives. 

Meantime, Nature, who loves crosses and mixtures, 
makes tliese two tendencies necessary each to the other, 
and delights to re-enforce each peculiarity by im]>arting 
the other. 'I he Nortliern genius finds itself singularly 
refreshed and stimulated by the breadth and luxuriance 
of Eastern imagery and modes of thinking, which go 
to check tlie pedantiy of our inventions and the excess 
of our detail. Tliere is no writing which has more 
electric power to unbind and animate the torpid intellect 
than the bold Eastern muse. 

If it come back however to the question of final 
superiority, it is too plain that there is no question that 
the star of empire rolls West: that the wann sons of 
the South-east have bent the neck under the yoke of the 
cold temperament and the exact understanding of the 
North-western races. 
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“ Oh, how fair fruit may you to mortal man 
From Wisdom’s garden give !”— Gascoigne* 


Preface, 

T his volume took its origin from an old habit of 
copying any poem or lines that interested me 
into a blank book. In many years, my selections filled 
the volume, and required another ; and still the con¬ 
venience of commanding all my favourites in one album, 
instead of searching my own and other libraries for a 
desired song or verse, and the belief that what charmed 
me probably might charm others, suggested the printing 
of my enlarged selection. I know the convenience and 
merits of the existing anthologies, and the necessity of 
printing in every collection many masterpieces which 
all English-speaking men have agreed in admiring. 
Each has its merits ; but I have found that the best of 
these collections do not contain certain gems of jjure 
lustre, whilst they admit many of questionable claim. 
The voluminous octavos of Anderson and Chalmers 
have the same fault of too much mass and too little 
genius ; and even the more select “ Golden Treasury 
of Mr. Palgrave omits too much that I cannot spare. 
I am aware that no two readers would make the same 
selection. Of course, I shall gladly hail with the public 
a better collection than mine. 

Poetry teaches the enormous force of a few words, 
and, in proportion to the inspiration, checks loquacity. 
It requires that splendour of expression which carries 
with it the proof of great thoughts. Great thoughts 

^ This is the title of a large volume of selections from the English 
and American poets published by Emerson in 1875. The Preface here 
reprinted is the only original matter in the volume, but in combination 
with the list of extracts, which is given with somewhat more detail than 
in the book, it will liave considerable interest as illustrating his literary 

taste. —Ed. 
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ensure musical expressions. Every word should be 
the right word. The poets are they who see that 
spiritual is greater than any material force, that thoughts 
rule tlie world. The great poets are judged by the 
frame of mind they induce ; and to them, of all men, 
the severest criticism is due. 

Some poems I have inserted for their historical im¬ 
portance ; some, for their weight of sense ; some, for 
single cou]>lets or lines, perhaps even for a word ; some 
for magic of style ; and I have admitted verses, which, 
in their structure, betray a defect of poetic ear, hut have 
a wealth of truth which ought to have created melody. 
I know the peril of didactics to kill poetry, and that 
Wordsworth runs fearful risks to save his mental ex¬ 
periences. Some poems are external, like Moore’s, and 
have only a superficial melody : others, like Chaucer’s, 
have such internal music as to forgive a roughness to 
the modern car, which, in the mouth of the bard, his 
contemporaries probably did not detect. To Chaucer 
may be well ap]>lied the word of Heraclitus, that “ Har¬ 
mony latent is of greater value than that which is 
]jatcnt.” 

There are t\yo classes of poets,—tlic i>oets by educa¬ 
tion and practice ; these we respect: and the poets by 
nature ; these we love. Pope is the best type of the 
one class: he had all the advantage that taste and wit 
could give him, but never rose to grandeur or to pathos, 
Milton had all its advantages, but was also poet born. 
( haucer, Shakespeare, Jonson (despite all the pedantic 
lumber he dragged with him), Herbert, Herrick, Collins, 
Hums,—of the other. Then there are poets who rose 
slowly, and wrote badl\\ and had yet a true calling, 
and, after a hundred failures, arrived at pure jiower; 
as W’ordsworth, encumbered for years with childish 
whims, but at last, by his religious insight, lifted to 
genius. 


Scott was a man of genius, but only an accomplished 
rhymer (]>oet on the same terms as the Norse bards and 
minstrels), admirable chronicler, and master of the 
ballad, but never crossing the threshold of the epic, 
where Homer, Dante, Shakespeare, mid Milton dwell. 
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The task of selection is easiest in poetry. What a 
signal convenience is fame ! Do we read all authors 
to grope our way to the best ? No ; but the world 
selects for us the best, and we select from these our best. 

Chaucer fulfils the part of the poet, possesses the 
advantage of being the most cultivated man of his time, 
and so speaks always sovereignly and cheerfully. Often 
the poetic nature, being too susceptible, is over-acted 
on by others. The religious sentiment teaching the 
immensity of every moment, the indifference of magni¬ 
tude, the present is all, the soul is God ;—this lesson is 
^eat and greatest. Yet this, also, has limits for human¬ 
ity. One must not seek to dwell in ethereal contem¬ 
plation : so should the man decline into a monk, and 
stop short of his possible enlargement. The intellect 
is cheerful. 

Chaucer's antiquity ought not to take him out of the 
hands of intelligent readers. No lover of poetry can 
spare him, or should grudge the short study required to 
command the archaisms of his English, and the skill to 
read the melody of his verse. His matter is excellent, 
his story told with vivacity, and with equal skill in the 
pathos and in triumph. I think he has lines of more 
force than any English writer, except Shakespeare. If 
delivered by an experienced reader, the verses will be 
found musical as well as wise, and fertile in invention. 
He is always strong, facile, and pertinent, and with what 
vivacity of style through all the range of his pictures, 
comic or tragic ! He knows the language of joy and of 
despair. 

Of Shakespeare what can we say, but that he is and 
remains an exceptional mind in the world; that a 
universal poetry began and ended with him ; and that 
mankind have required the three hundred and ten years 
since his birth to familiarize themselves with his supreme 
genius ? I should like to have the Academy of Letters 
propose a prize for an essay on Shakespeare’s poem, 
“ Let the bird of loudest lay,” and the “ Threnos,” with 
which it closes ; ‘ the aim of the essay being to explain. 


1 “The Phoenix and Turtle,*’ in Shakespeare’s Poems.—E d. 
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by ail historical research into the poetic myths and 
tendencies of the age in which it was written, the frame 
and allusions of tlie poem. I have not seen Chester's 
“ Love’s Martyr,” and the “ Additional Poems” (1601) 
in wliich it appeared. Perhaps that book will suggest 
all tlie explanation this poem requires. To unassisted 
readers, it would appear to be a lament on the death of 
a poet, and of his poetic mistress. But the poem is 
so quaint, and charming in diction, tone, and allusions, 
and in its perfect metre and harmony, that I Nvould 
gladly have the fullest illustration yet attainable. I 
consider this piece a good example of the rule, that 
there is a poetry for bards jiroper, as \vell as a poetry 
for the world of readers. This poem, if jniblished for 
the first time, and without a known author’s name, 
would find no general reception. Only the poets would 
save it. 

To the modern reader, Ben Jonson’s plays have lost 
their old attraction : but his occasional poems arc full 
of heroic thought, and his songs are among the best in 
the language. His life interests us from the wonderful 
circle of comjianions with whom he lived,—with Camden, 
Shakespeare, Beaumont, Fletcher, Bacon, Chapman, 
Herbert, Herrick, Cowley, Suckling, Drayton, Donne, 
Carew’, Selden,—and by whom he was honoured. Cowley 
tells us, ” I must not forget Ben’s reading: it was 
delicious : never was poetry married to more exquisite 
music; ” and the Duchess of Newcastle relates that her 
husband, himself a good reader, said he ” never heard 
any man read well but Bon Jonson.” 

Spence reports, that Pope said to him. ” Crashaw is a 
worse sort of Cowley ; Herbert is lower than Crashaw,” 
an opinion that no reader of their books at this time will 
justify. Crashaw, if he be the translator of the ” Sospetto 
d’Hcrode,” has WTitten masterly verses never learned 
from Cowley, some of which I have transcribed : and 
Herbert is the psalmist dear to all who love religious 
poetry with exquisite refinement of thought. So much 
piety was never married to so much wit. Herbert 
identifies himself with Jewish genius, as Michelangelo 
did when carving or painting prophets and patriarchs. 
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aot merely old men in robes and beards, but with the 
sanctity and the character of the Pentateuch and the 
prophecy conspicuous in them. His wit and his piety 
are genuine, and are sure to make a life-long friend of 
a good reader. 

Herrick is the lyric poet, ostentatiously choosing 
petty subjects, petty names for each piece, and disposing 
of his theme in a few lines, or in a couplet ; is never 
dull, and is the master of miniature painting. On 
graver themes, in his “Sacred Numbers,*' he is equally 
successful. ^ ^ 


Miltons “Paradise Lost” goes so surely with the 
Bible on to every book-shelf, that I have not cited a 
line ; but I could not resist the insertion of the “ Comus ” 
and the Lycidas,” which are made of pure poetry and 
have contented myself with extracts from the grander 
scenes of Samson Agonistes.” 

The public sentiment of the reading world was long 
divided on the merits of Wordsworth. His early poems 
were written on a false theory of poetry ; and the critics 
denounced them as childish. He persisted long to write 
after his own whim ; and, though he arrived at un- 

his readers were never safe from a 
childish return upon himself, and an unskilful putting- 
forward of It How different from the absolute con¬ 
cealment of Shakespeare in all his miraculous dramas, 
and even m his love-poems, in which, of course the 

perpetuaUy present, but always by 
thought, and never by his buttons or pitifulness' 
Montaigne IS delightful in his egotism. Byron is always 

Inius of through the taste and 

genius of his confession or his defiance. 

Wordsworth has the merit of just moral perception 

Afibon”* execution. How would 

ilton curl his lip at such slipshod newspaper style ' 

Many of his poems, as. for example. “ The^Ryls^ne 

Doe, might be ^ improvised; nothing of Milton 

nothing of Marvell, of Herbert, of Dryden, could be 

There are \erses such as many country gentlemen could 

write; but few would think of claiming the poet’s hiurel 

on their merit. Pindar, Dante, ShlkespLre, whilst 
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they have the just and open soul, have also the eye to 
see the dimmest star, the serratures of every leaf, the 
test objects of the microscope, and then the tongue to 
utter the same things in words that engrave them on 
the cars of all mankind. 

The poet demands all gifts, and not one or two only. 
Like the electric rod he must reach from a point nearer 
to the sky than all surrounding objects, down to the 
earth, and into the wet soil, or neither is of use. The 
poet must not only converse with pure thought, but he 
must demonstrate it almost to the senses. His words 
must be ])icturcs : liis verses must be spheres and cubes, 
to be seen and handled. His fable must be a good 
story, and its meaning must hold as pure truth. In 
the debates on the Copyright Bill, in the English parlia¬ 
ment, Mr. Sergeant Waklcy, the coroner, quoted Words¬ 
worth’s poetry in derision, and asked the roaring House 
of Commons. “ what that meant, and whether a man 
should have a public reward for writing such stuff ? ”— 
Homer. Horace, Milton, and Chaucer would defy the 
coroner. Whilst they have wisdom to the wise, he 
would see that to the external they have external 
meaning. Coleridge rightly said that “ poetry must 
first be good sense, as a palace might well be magnifi¬ 
cent, but first it must be a house.” Wordsworth is 
open to ridicule of this kind ; and yet, though satisfied 
if he can suggest to a sympathetic mind his own mood, 
and though setting a juivate and exaggerated value on 
his compositions, and taking the ]niblic to task for not 
admiring his poetry, he is really a master of the English 
language ; and his best poems evince a power of diction 
that is no more rivalled by his contemporaries than is 
his poetic insight. But his capital merit is, that he has 
done more for the sanity of his generation than any 
other writer. 

Laodamia ” is almost entitled to that eminence in 
his literary performance which Landor gave it when he 
said that Wordsworth had now written a ]'>oem which 
might be fitly read in Klvsium, and the gods and heroes 
might gather round to listen.” I count that and the 
“ Ode on Immortality ” as the best. 
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Wordsworth has a religious value for his thoughts ; 
but his inspirations are casual and insufficient, and he 
persists in writing after they are gone. No great poet 
needs so much a severely critical selection of the noble 
numbers, from the puerile into which he often falls. 
Leigh Hunt said of him that “ he was a fine lettuce with 
too many outer leav^es.” 

Byron’s rare talent is conspicuously partial. He has 
not sweetness, nor solid knowledge, nor lofty aim. He 
had a rare skill for rhythm, unmatched facility of 
expression, a firm ductile thread of gold. His rhymes 
do not suggest any restraint, but the utmost freedom, 
as the rules of the dance do not fetter the good dancer, 
but exhibit his natural grace. In his isolation he is 
starved for a purpose ; and finding no material except 
of romance,—first of corsairs, and Oriental robbers and 
harems, and, lastly, of satire,—he revenges himself on 
society for its supposed distrust of him, by cursing it. 
and throwing himself on the side of its destroyers. His 
life was wasted ; and its only result was this brilliant 
gift of song with which he soothed his chosen exile. I 
do not know that it can retain for another generation 
the charm it had for his contemporaries; but the 
security with which he pours these perfectly modulated 
verses to any extent, without any sacrifice of sense for 
the sake of metre, surprises the reader. 

Tennyson has incomparable felicity in all poetic forms, 
surpassing in melody also, and is a brave, thoughtful 
Englishman, unmatched in rhythmic power and variety. 
The thoroughness with which the fable has been thought 
out, as in the account of the supreme influence of Arthur 
on his knights, is only one of his triumphs. The passion 
of love in his “ Maud ” found a new celebration, which 
woke delight wherever the English language is known ; 
the “ Dirge of Wellington ” was a more magnificent 
monument than any or all of the histories that record 
that commander’s life. Then the variety of his poems 
discloses the wealth and the health of his mind. Nay, 
some of his words are poems. 

The selections from American writers are necessarily 
confined to the present century ; but some of them 
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hav'c secured a wide fame. Some of them are recent, 
and have yet to earn their laurels. I have inserted only 
one of the remarkable j)oems of Forceythe Willson, a 
young Wisconsin poet of extraordinary promise, who 
died very soon after this was written. The poems of 
a lady who contents herself with the initials H. H. in 
her book j)ublished in Boston (1S74) have rare merit of 
tliought and exjircssion, and will reward the reader 
for the careful attention which they re(|uire. The poem 
of “ Sir Pavon and Saint Pavon,” by another hand, has 
a dangerous freedom of style, but carries in it rare power 
and j)athos. 

The imagination wakem-d brings its own language, 
and that is always musical. It may or may not have 
rhyme or a fixed metre ; but it will always have its 
special music or tone. Whatever language the bard 
uses, the secret of tone is at the heart of the poem. 
ICvery great master is such by tliis power.—Chaucer 
and Shakespeare and Raleigh and Milton and Collins 
and Burns and Byron and Tennyson and Wolfe. Tlie 
true inspiration always l>rings it. rerhajis it cannot be 
analv/ed : but we all yield to it. It is tlie life of the 


good ballads ; it is in the (icrman hymns which Wesley 
translated ; it is in the ‘‘ Marseillaise ” of Kouget de 
Lisle ; it gave their value to the chants of the old Romish 
and of the I-.ngli>h ( hurcli ; and it is the only account 
we can give of their wonderful power on the people. 
Poems may please by tlieir talent and ingenuity ; but 
wlien tliey charm us. it is because they haye this quality, 
for this is the union of nature with thought. 


[ 77 a- joUounng Sdcctions, $0 classified, form ihc Contents 
cf the Wdume.] 
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NATUKL. 


La n I ). — S K A.—Sky. 


“ Nature the \ icar of the Aliniuhtie Lord."— Chaucer. 


Argument of his Book . Jh rrick 
At Sea . , J. T. Trowbridge 

]^arberry- 13 ush, The .Joins Very 
Ihrd, '1 he . . . ll'. AHingham. 

JhreJs of Killingworth, The 

Lou^/cllOiU 

Blossoms, To ... . Jlcrrick 

Bothie of Toher na \’uolich, From 

tlie. Clough 

Boy Poet, The . . Wordrwortk 
Breeding Lark . . Arthur Boar 
Cave of SiafTa . . Wordsworth 

Cloud, 'I'he. Shiilty 

Coral Grove, The .J. G. Percival 
Corinna’sgoinga-Maying Jfcrrick 
Country Life, The. . . Herrick 
Dawn {Pouno ^ Juliet, iii. 5) 

bthukts/'inre 
Daffodils, To ... . Herrick 

Daffodils. . . . Wordsworth 

Death of the Flowers. . Bryant 
Death of the Old Year Tennyson 
Diamond, The 

/. J. G. Wilkinson 
Dover Cliffs {k'iu}^ Lear, iv. 6) 

Shakespeare 
Drop of Dew, A . . A. Marrell 
luagle, The .... Tennyson 
Karth-Spirit, The 

ll'. B. Channini' 
Fvening, Ode to . . . Collins 

livening Star, To the 

Wordsworth 
I'irst of May . . Wordsxoorth 

Might of the Wild Geese 

Channing 

Flowers {Winters Talc, iv. 3) 

Shakespeare 

Flowers at Cave of .Staffa 

WordsTvorth 
Fox and Cock .... Chaucer 
Fringed Gentian, To the Bryant 
Garden, The .... Marvell 
Grasshopper, The 

Richard Lovelace 


Haze . . . . H, D. Taoreau 

Herb Rosemary, To the 



H. K. White 

Hillside Cot, The . 

. Channhi}^ 

Hope. 

. Campbell 

Jtjanna, To . . 

Wordsworth 

IlPenseroso. 

. . Milton 

Lachin y Gair . 

. . Byron 

L’Allegro . . . 

. . Milton 

Land.^cape . 

. Tennyson 

Liberty .... 

IVords^i'orth 

Lost in the Snow . 

. Thomson 

May. 

Ben Jonson 

Milky Way, The . 

. . Chaucer 

Mist. 


Moonlight {Merchant of Venice, 


V. I ) Shakespeare 

Morning {Macbeth, i. 6) 


Shakespeare 

Morning in the Mountains 

ll'ordsworth 
Mountain, The. . . Channing 

Nature. Ben Jonson 

Nature .... .Jas. Beattie 
Night and Death 

J. Blanco White 

Night. Beattie 

Wv^hi{Macbeth, iii, 2) Shakespeare 
Nightingale, The .... A'eats 
Nightingale .... Thomson 
Nightingale, The . R. Barnefield 
Nightingale’s Death Song, The 

Hemans 

Nightingale’s Song, The 

T. //. Bayley 

Ocean. Chas. Spraj^uc 

Ocean. Pollok 

Osmunda Regalis, The 

Words'worth 
Out and Inward Bound {Merchant 
0/Venice, ii. 6) . Shakespeare 
Pass of Kirkstone, The 

IVordszvorth 
Primrose, The .... Herrick 
Rainbow, To the . . Campbell 
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CELLANEOUS PIECES. 



I<ainT>o\v, The .... Byron 
Rivulet, rhe .... Bryant 

Sea. Byron 

Sea-Sliell, Inscription on a Lautlor 
Sea Son;4 .... Channing 
Sea Son;^ . . . A. Cunningham 

Septcml)er, 1S19 . Wordsworth 
Skating .... Wordsworth 
Skyl.irk, To a . . . . Sholhy 

Skylark, To the . lf'ords7vorth 

Smoke. Thorcatt 

Snow. Wordsworth 

Solitude. Byron 

Song of the Emigrants in Hurmuda 

Marvell 


Song of the Stars . . . Bryant 

Sonnet (33): “ Full many a 


glorious morning” 

Shakespeare 

Storm, The . 

. . Byron 

•Sunflower, I hc. 

. W. Blake 

Sunset .... 

. . Byron 

Swimming . . 

. . Byron 

Tackmg Ship off Shore 

11 

■'alter Mitchel 

Tinlern Abl)cy . . 

li'ordsivorth 

Trees. 

. . Spenser 

Waterfowl, To a . 

. . Bryant 

Winter: A Dirge. 

. . Burns 

Winter Night, A . 

. . Burns 

Yew-trees . . . 

Hordsiojrth 


HU.MAN LIFE. 

lIoMR.—W oman.—Love—Frienushii*.—Manners.—Beauty. 

The privates of man’s heart— 

They speken and sound in his car 
As tQOugh they loud winds were/’—G owkh* 


Anathemata . . . F. B. Sanborn 

Apol<»gy for having Loved before 

E, Waller 

Ariadne. Chaucer 

Atludf and Kthilda Ifenry Taylor 
Babe, The 

Sir Wm. Jones {Trans.') 

Beauty. Sfiensor 

liridc, The. S/<ens(r 

Bride, The. Suehling 

Charmer, Mv .... Waller 
Child, To a'. . . M. P. Willis 

Children's Hour, The LongfelUno 
Common Sense {Sonnet 1 ^o) 

Shakespeare 
Corinne, To . . • Mrs. lit mans 

Cotter’s Saturday Night, Tlie 

Burns 

Divided .... Jean Ingehno 
Duchessc Blanche . . . Chaucer 

I'^'stasy, The . , John Donne 

lOlizabelh of Bohemia . JTotton 
Freedom in Dress . Ben Jonson 
Genevieve .... Coleridce 

o 

Gentility. Chaucer 

Girdle, On a . . . . Waller 

Give me the Old K. II. Messinger 


Home .... Wordsworth 
llonoria . . . Coventry Patmore 

Ilyntn to the Graces . . Herrick 

If thou wert by my Side, my I^)ve 

Heber 

I'll never love thee more Montrose 
Inborn Royally {CymbetinCy iv, 2) 

Shakespeare 
Eady’s Yes, The E. B, Bnnvning 
Last Farewell, The . E. B. E. 
Liidy of Nilhsdale, The 

A. Cunningham 
Lines on Leaving Europe 

N. P. Willis 

I.a>ve. Donne 

Ix)ve against Love D. A. JTasson 
Love at First Sight {Phtlasler) 

Beaumont and Fletcher 
Lucasta, To .... Dn'clacc 

Lucy. Wordrworth 

Maud. Tennyson 

My Mother's Picture . . Ctnvper 
Othello’s Defence . . Shakespeare 
Outgrown . . Julia A’. C. Dorr 
Peasant's Return, The Wm. Barnes 
Playmate, The . • . Whit/ier 
Pilot’s Daughter, The Allin^haru 
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Poetry of Dress, The . . Ht rrick 

Portrait, The . . . Hiywood 

Qua Cursum Ventus . . Cloii^k 

Queen, The. Patmore 

Kosaline. T. Lodge 

Rose of the World, The . Patmore 

Sentences. Patmore 

She Walks in Beauty . . Byron 

Sylvia, To. Herrick 

Song : “ See the Chariot at Hand 

Ben Jonson 

Song : “ How near to Good is what 
is Pair ” . . . . Ben Jonson 

Sonnet {128): ** IIow oft when 

thou ”. Shakespeare 

Sonnet (116): “ Let me not to the 
Marriage” . . .Shakespeare 

Sonnet (52): “So am I as the 
rich ”. Shakespeare 


Sonnet (104): “To me, Fair 
Friend” . . . .Shakespeare 

Sundered. . • Sidney H. Morse 

Sympathy ..... Thorcau 
Thou hast sworn by thy God, my 
Jeanie ... A. Cunningham 
Tribute, The Coventry Patmore 
True Love {.Alt's Welly i. 1) 

Shakespeare 
Una and the Lion . • . Spenser 
Venus, To Beaumont Fletcher 
Viola disguised, and the Duke 
( Twelfth Night, ii. 4) Shakespeare 
^’irginia ...••* Chaucer 
When I do count the Clock 

{Sonnet 12) . . .Shakespeare 

Woman . Prof. Wilson {Trans.) 
Wood-Fire, The . . . E. S. H. 


INTELLECTUAL. 


Memory.—Inspiration.—Imagination.—Fancy.— Music.— 

Art.—Moods. 


' Quotque aderant vates, rebar adesse Deos..’*— Ovid. 

*' By pain of heart, now checked, and now impelled, 
Tne intellectual power from words to things 
Went sounding on,—a dim and perilous wa 


yEolian Harp . . . Allingham 
Ale-sander’s Feast . , . Dryden 

Art and Nature {Winter's Tale, 

iv. 3). Shakespeare 

Cathedral .... Congreve 
Compliment to Queen Elizabeth 
{Midsummer Nigiit's Dream, ii. 2) 

Shakespeare 
Comus; a Mask « • . Milton 

Critic, To the . . . Tennyson 

Cuckow and the Nightingale 

Chaucer 

D.-edalus. Sterling 

Dreams. Scott 

Fantasy. Ben Jonson 

Fairies. Warton 

Fame. Ben Jonson 

Flower, The . . George Herbert 
Foresight {Troilus, iii. 3) 

Shakespeare 

Harp, To the ... . Drayton 


Hurts of Time 
Inspiration . 
Inspiration . 
Kilmeny . . 

King Lear(/^^^/i 
Kubia Khan. 
Lockslev Hall 
Memorv . . 

Memorv . • 

Moods . . 
Morning . . 
Muse, The . 
Music, To . 
Music . . . 

Music . . 

Mythology . 
Not Every Day 

Ode to Himsel 


—Wo R DS wo k T H. 


. . . Byron 

. . , Burns 

, , . Thorcau 

. .James Hogg 
.sc.2)Shakespeare 
. . Coleridge 

. . Tennyson 
. . Tennyson 

. . Channing 

Sir J. Suckling 
. Allingham 
George Wither 
A/rs. Hemans 
. . Keats 

. W. Strode 
, Coleridge 


I'it for Verse 

Herrick 
. . Ben Jonson 
Orpheus with his Lute {Henry 
VIII., iii. i) . • Shakespeare 
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MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 


f)utlitif .... \\’''r(ls7oorth 
r i' i' itis, 1 he : .in Ode for Music 

Collins 

rhteniv ."iiKi 'l urtle I)ove 

Shaht'spenre 
I'le.\s^lre^ of Iiiia^in;ition Alrnsiilo 
i'oel, Tlic , .' . . . C. .S'. 7: 

^ 1 Ilf. Chain , r 

I’oet's .Mood 

11' a union I tind Fletcher 
rr.ii->e of Iloiner, Tlie 

Geor^^t- Chapman 
I’rayiT to Apollo . . . Chaucer 

<JiJeen M.il) ( h'onuo and Juliet, i. 4) 

Shakespeare 
Questionings . . //. //,v/;v 

Konieo’s rrcs.i^e . .Shakespeare 
Sc.de of Mitul'. . . ly^orilsruu'rlh 
.Ships at Se.-i. . . R. F. Cojlrt 

Socr.iles. yi'uii' 


Son^ from Gip.sies' Mctam<’)rpIioscs 

/><■;/ Joiison 

Song of Fionnuala, The . A/oore 
Sonnet (54): “() liow much more 

. Shakespciire 

Sonnet (98): “From vou have I 

l»ffn ’. Shakespeare 

Sonnet on First Looking into 

Chapman’s Homer. . A'eats 
Souls I->rand, The . . Raleigh 
St. Cecilia'.s D.iy . . . Dry,ten 
SteamlHiats, Viaducts, and Rail- 
ways « • • • Wordsioorth 

Supplication, A . . . Ccnoley 

'I'li‘»«^ht.//.//. 

Ulys'.es ..... Tennyson 

Under the Portrait of Milton 

Dryden 

WnWte Island, The . . Herrick 
Writing Verses. . . . Burns 


tONTi'.MPLA'ini:.—MORAL.—RKLIGIOUS. 

Man. — \ iKnir._IioNOfK.— Timk.— Chanck —F.vn:.—S i kf.i- — 
Lit K. - OkaIH. —iMMOkTAI.lI Y. ——IIOLYIIAYS. 


" Ky €9 which th-: beam celc.tial view, 

W h ch evermore makes all things new.—K hilk. 


AIkui P>en Ailhetii . l.eij^h Hunt 

-\dlicti..n.' Herbert 

Angels, Ihe. . . . Drummond 

An Honest .^Iaf^s f ortune 

John Fletcher 
Pefore Sleep . . .S/> R. AVer.-wc 

Ihirnlng Hahe, The . South'oell 
( eliiida .... Lord Herbert 
(h.iracter .... Colerid-^e 
(dmrdi Porch, The . . Herbert 

C lirisimas .... Iennyson 
( liristmas ( arol, 1 lu' W ords'i'orth 
Cliristm.is Hymn . . . Milton 

(Mine .Morir. . . . R, C. If. 

Confession. Herbert 

Consolers. 'I he . . . S. G. IV, 
Death’s Final Conquest 


Dependence. 
Destiny . 
Divine I.o\e. 
Duty, Ode to 


James Shirley 

• • . Ciniper 

• • . Chaucer 

Wesley ( I'rans.) 

. Words:i'orth 


Faster. Herbert 

Llegy Written in a Country 

Churchyard. 

Klixir, The. Herbert 

I'.nglish Channel . Ifordnoorth 

F-ton College. Gray 

I.uthanasia . . . Jlcnry More 

I'^'ff’cast. Chaucer 

Forecast. Bailey 

Good Omens {Sonnet 107) 

Shakespeare 

Oratcfulness. Herbert 

Hamlet's Soliloquy Shakespeare 
Happy Life, The . . . Wotton 
Honest Poverty . . . Fiurns 

Homntr .... Wordnoorth 
Humility ... . R. M. Milnes 

Ilymti to Christ, A . . Donne 

Ilyinn to Genl, My God, in my 

Sickness. Donne 

Hymn: “Lord, when I quit this 
Farlhly Stage” . . . Watts 
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Hyperion : “ As Heaven and Earth 

are Fairer. Keats 

Immortality . , . Wordsworth 

Immortal Mind, The. . Byron 
Inscription on Melrose Abbey 

Anonymous 

Inscription on a Wall in St Ed- I 
mund's Church, in Lomlxird 
Street, London . . Anonymous 

Inscription in Marble in the Parish 
Church of Feversham, in A^ro 
Cantiano .... Anonymous 

I oy ....... dd• dd^ 

Knowing the Heart of Man is set 

to be. Daniel 

Laodamia . . . Words-ioorth 

Life. dderbert 

Life . . . . Mrs. Bar ban!J 

Life. Longfell<no 

Life and Death {Measure for 
Mtasurey iii. 1). . Shakespeare 

Litany to the Holy Spirit dderrick 
Love and Humility ddenry More 

Man. Herbert 

Matins. Herrick 

Moravian Hymn . John Wesley 

My Legacy. H. H. 

My Mind to me a Kingdom is 

Sir Edward Dyer 
Naraycna \ Spirit of God 

Sir Wm, Jones {Trans.) 
New Prince, New Pomp Southwell 
Old Man’s Funeral, The Bryant 
Orthodoxy .... W. Blake 

Peace. dderbert 

Penitence. Youny 

Pilgrimage . . Sir W. dlaleigh 

Poet’s Hope, A W. E. Channin^ 
Praise to God . Mrs. Barbauld 
Prayers {Measure for Measure^ 
ii. 2) . . . . Shakespeare 

Providence. Herbert 

Pro\ndence. Coavper 


Psalm XCIII. Sir Philip Sidney 
Psahn X\TH. . . . Sternhold 

Psalm CXXXIX. 

Sir Philip Sidney 

Pulley, The. Herbert 

Quip, The. Herbert 

Retreat, The . ddenry Vaughan 
Revolutions {Sonnet 6o) 

Shakespeare 
Satan . . . Richard Crashaxe 

Sceptic, The . . Wordsworth 

Seven Ages, The {As You dJke dt, 

ii. 7). Shakespeare 

Shepherds, The . . dJturnmond 

Shield, The. . . . S. G. If'. 

Sin. Herbert 

Sing unto the Lord 

Sir Philip Sidney 

Skull, The. Byron 

Sleep (2 ddenry dV.y iii. i) 

Shakespeare 

Sleep. Youn^ 

Stanzas written in the Churchyard 
of Richmond, Yorkshire 

Herbert Kncnvles 
Star-song, The .... Herrick 
Strangers, The . . . Jones Very 

Sun-dial .... Monlgome/y 

Thanatopsis. Bryant 

That Each Thing is hurt of Itself 

Anonymeus 
The Spacious Firmament on High 

Addisen 

Tithonus . . . . Tennyson 

To Be no More . . . Milton 

Touchstone, The . . Allingham 

Two went up into the Temple to 


Pray . . Richard Crashaw 

Undertaking, The. . . Donne 

Virtue. dderbert 

^Vayfarers . ... E. Hooper 

Wisdom . . Coventry Patmore 
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MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 


HEROIC. 

Patriotic.—Historic.—Poi.itical. 


“ Pali.as.—S ee yonder souls set far within the shade, 

Who in ElyMan bowers the blessed seats do keep, 
lhal for their living good nowscmi-gods are mader 
And went away from c.arlh. .as if but tamed with sleep 

These we must join to wake; for these are ofthe strain 

lh.-»t Justice dare defend, and will the Age sustain.” 

Bbn Jonson : Ccld€n Age Rttiored. 


Shakespeare 
JL IP. 
Burns 
. Cray 


Abraham Lincoln . Tom Taylor 
Antony over the Dead liody of 
C.csar . . . . • 

.\riadne’s Earcwcll 
Bannockburn , . 

Bard, The. 

Battle Hymn of the Republic 

Julia H'ard I/<ywe 
Battle of the Baltic . Campbell 
B.illle on St, Crispin’s X>^y{Ileury 
Im iv. 3) . . . Shakespeare 
Bay 1 -i^ht, The //. //. Brenvuetl 

. Co7oper 

Bonduca Beaumont and Tletcher 
Bunker Hill. . . . C. A/e/len 

Cassius {Julius Cusai\ i. 2) 

. Shakespeare 

. Bret Plane 

Chivalry ..... Ben Jonson 
Christian Militant . . . PPerrick 
Commemoration Ode. . P.mvetl 

. PPerbert 

V <»ronalion.//^ 

Cromwell and King Charles 
Cuml,erland, The . . tJ-Mhl 

. U 

l.nlrance of Columbus into Barcc- 

. Mellen 

Ep>:^tle to a hriend to persuade 
him to ihe Wars . PienJonson 
Haj'. I ho . Julia HardPPowe 
Ccorj^H- Washington. Anonymous 
Grooting ,0 “The George Gris* 

: • • • Punch" 

J hippy \\ arrior, The 11 ordsivorth 


Henry \. s Audience of French 
Ambassadors . . lihakespeare 

Heroism . . Co/eridj^e (Trans.) 

Hohcnlinden . . .' Campbell 
Hotspurs (parrel with Hemy IV. 

Shakespeare 

Hotspur (l PPenryPr., i. 3) 

- , , , Shakespeare 

jehubod. Whittier 

Indians . . . Charles Spracue 
In State . . P'oreeythe Willson 
In the Fight . . . Tennyson 

Jophtbali’s Daughter . . Byron 

John Brown of Osawatomie 

i'. r.. , Btedman 

King Richard’s Solihxpiy 

(KichardPPP.J.i) Shakespeate 

l^anding of the Pilgrim Fathers, 

• Mrs. PPemans 
J.ochiels Warning . Campbell 
Lost Leader, The 

Robert Brownine 
Loyal W Oman’s No, A 

., , , W nonymous 

Maryland . . . / A*. Randall 

M.ason and Slidell. . . Zaivell 
Master Spirit, The. 

-, Ceor^ Chapman 

. Byron 

Never or Now . . a //: PPolmes 

Udeon Decorating the Graves of 
the Confederate Soldiers 

ntA T ■ 1 //-r-wry Timrod 

Old Ironsides . > O. W. Holmes 

On the late Massacre in Piedmont 

Milton 
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Port Royal, At . . . Whither 

Prayer, The.... Tennyson 
Re([uiem .... George Ltmt 
Royalty . . . . D. A. H'asson 

Samson Agonistes. . . Milton 

Schill. Wordsivorth 

Scotland. Burns 

Song of Saul before his La.st 

Battle. Byron 

Sonnet; “Alas! what boots the 
long” .... Wordsivorth 
Sonnet: “ It is not to be thought 
of that” . . • Wordsivorth 

Speech of the Dauphin {A 7 «f 
Johuy V. 2 ) . . Shakespeare 


Sunthin in a Pastoral Line 

Lowfll 

Thought of a Briton on the Subju¬ 
gation of Switzerland 

/ / 'ordsworlh 
Vision, The .... Burns 
Warden of the Cinque Ports. The 

Longfellovj 

Washers of the Shroud, The 

Lowell 

Waterloo. Byron 

Westward the Course of Empire 

G, Berkeley 
What the Birds said . . Whittier 

Ye .Mariners of England Campbell 


PORTRAITS.—PERSONAL.—PICTURES. 


“ Who will not honour noble numbers, wh*n 

Ver-.es outlive the bravest deeds of men?”—HHSRtcK. 


Addison, Portrait of . . . Pope 

Agassiz, Fiftieth Birlh<lay of 

Longfellow 

A King . . . Robert Browning 

Alexander Pope, Lines to 

David Lewis 
Ben Jonson, Ode to . . Herrick 

Black Prince, The {Henry K, ii. 

4). Shakespeare 

Burial of Moses Mrs. Alexander 
Campbell, To .... Moore 
Caliph’s Encampment, The 

Moore 

Cleopatra .... Shakespeare 
Coriolanus ...» Shakespeare ^ 
Coriolanus at Antium Shakespeare \ 
Countess of Rutland, To the 

Ben Jonson 

Cowley's Epigram on Sir Francis 
Drake . Ben Jonson ( Trans. ) 
Destruction of Sennacherib, The 

Byron 

Ele"v on Mistress Elizabeth Drury 

Donne 

Entrance of Bolingbroke into 
{RichardILy v. 2) 

Shakespeare 
Epigram .... Ben Jonson 
Epitaph on Shakespeare Milton 


Epitaph; “ Underneath this sable 
hearse ” . . . . Ben Jonson 

Epitaph ; “ Underneath this stone 
doth lye” . . . Ben Jonson 

Execution, The . . . Byron 

Fare thee Well .... Byron 
Fop, The (i Henry/V., i. 3) 

Shakespeare 

Forging of the .Anchor 

•S’. Ferguson 

George Peabody, To 

0 . IV, Holmes 
Gladiator, The . , . Byron 

Henry . Shakespeare 

Ice Palace, The . . . Cowper 

Lines in a Lady's Album 

Daniel ITebster 
Love of England . . . Byron 

Lucy, Countess of Bedford, On 

Ben Jonson 

Man of Ross, The . . . Pope 

Milton, '1*0 . . . Wordsworth 

Mountain Daisy, To a . Burns 
Mouse, To a . . • . Burns 

Nebuchadnezzar . . . Gower 

Nestor to Hector {Troilus cr* C., 

iv. 5). 'Shakespeare 

No more. Byron 

On his Blindness . . . Milton 
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Oulwnrfl HouncJ . . . Byron 

r.-ilm ;iik1 i'inc . . . Milncs 

I’raycr to Ucn Jooson . Herrick 
J’risoner of Chi'llon, The Byron 
Koh l-lov’s Grave. . W'ordsworlh 
Santa h ilomena . , Loni^fel/cm' 

of Corinth . . . B) •rofi 

Sir Henry Vane, To . . Milion 

Sir Philip Sidney Afalthcw Royden 
Soldier’s Dream, The . Camphcll 
Sonnet (m): “ O for my sake, 
do you with fortune cliide ! ” 

Shakespeare 


Sonnet, on his being arrived at 
the age of twenty-three Milton 
Spenser at Court . . . Spenser 

Stan/as; “ Thougli the clay of niy 
destiny’s over ” . . Byron 

To live Merrily and to Trust to 
Good Verses . . . Herrick 

V ants of Man, The /. (?. Adams 
NMien the Assault was intended to 

.l^^eCity. Milton 

... ^ on his Birthday, 

^ o. Ben Jonson 


nakrativk poems and ballads. 

“ Fragments of the lofty strain 
Float down the tide ofyears, 

As buoyant on the stormy main 
A parted,wreck appears.”— Scott. 


i 1» , ^ Harper . . Sterlins: 

A ICC Brand. Scott 

Allen-a-Dale. Seoil 

Amy Wentworth . . .Whittier 
Add Robin Gray 

f-fMy Anne Lindsay 
.attic of Harlaw .... CicoU 
Jh.yof I-.sjremond, The Wordsworth 
Braes of Yarrow, The 

,, . ff'. Hamilton 

Bristowe Tragedy T. Chatterton 
Bruce and the Abbot . . Scott 

Child Dying. Scott 

Children m the W^ood Anonymous 
Chimney-Sweep, The . E, S. //. 
Crowning of Arthur, The 

II Tennyson j 

Drowned Lovers, 'J he 

,, , Anonymous 

Duchess May, Rhyme of 

, , -/-• T. Brownin' 

Earl o (,)uarlerdcck. The 

. . C.eorse MacDonald 

i'":"'-'. . 

air Ik'lcn .... Anonymous 

• . . . Wordnuorth 
Pit/iravers Song .... Scott 
H.ar oOrdersGray . . Scott 

Caret I crez de Vargas . Lockhart 


Gale of Camelot, The Tennyson 
Gay Goss-hawk, The . . Seott 
George Nidiver . . Anonymous 

Glenara. Campbell 

Glenlogie . , Smith's*^Scottish 

_ Minstrer 

Gr.xme and Bewick . . . Scott 

(ifisehl^a. Chaucer 

Ilcir of Linne, The 

Percys ^^Rcliaues'' 

Jlclvellyn. Scotl 

High Tide on the Coast of Lin¬ 
colnshire ,'1 he Jean Jnf^lcno 
House of Busyrane . . Spenser 
1 low they brought the Good News 
from Ghent to Aix 

Robert Browniust 

Island, The. Byron 

King John and the Abbot of 
Canterbury 

Percys •^Reliques*' 
Kinmont Willie .... Scott 
Lady Clara Vere de Vcrc 

Tennyson 

Dady Clare .... Tentfyson 
Lady Geraldine’s Courtship 

E. B, Brenvntn^ 
Lake of the Dismal Swamp, The 

Moore 
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Lochinvar . Scolt 

Mass, The. Scott 

QCnone ; or, the Choice of Paris 

Ti uuysoti 

Relief of Lucknow Kohcrl Lorivcll 
Rholruda .... Tuckerman 

Rosabelle. Scott 

Sally from Coventry, The 

Anonymous 
Sea*Cave, The. . . . Byron 

Skipper Ireson’s Ride Whittier 
Siege and Conquest of Albania 

Byron 

Sir Andrew Barton Anonymous 
Sir P.atrick Spens . . Anonymous 


Sir Pavun ami St. Pavon 

Stifu xh If. Palfrey 
Song of the Tonga-Klanders 

Anonymous 

.Svend Vonved 


Oeori^e Borroxv { Trans.) 
Telling the Pecs . . Whittier 

Vision of Belshazzar . . Byron 

Waly, Willy, but love he Bonny 

Anonymous 
Wild Huntsman . Scott { Trans.) 
William of Cloudeslc Anotiymous 
Winstanlcy . . . Jean In^elcno 

Wreck of “The Grace of Sunder¬ 
land ’ . . . . Jean In^eh/iv 


SONGS. 


Althea, To. Lovelace 

Araby’s Daughter . . . Moore 

Ariel’s Song {Temfesly v. i) 

Shakespeare 
Auld Lang Syne . . . Burns 

A Weary Lot is 'I hine . . Scott 
Banks of Doon, The . . Burns 

Blow, Blow, thou Winter Wind 
(As youLike/t,n. y)Shakespeare 
Boalie Rows, The. Anonymous 

Bonny Dundee. Scott 

Bridal of Andalla . . Lockhart 

Brignall Banks. Scott 

Bugle-Song, The . . Tennyson 

Canadian Boat-Song . . Moore 

Celia, To .... Ben Jonson 
Ceres, Song to . . Leigh Hitnt 

Clan-Alpine, Song of. . . Scott 

Come Away, Come Away, Death 
( Twelfth Xightfxx. 4) Shakespeare 

County Guy. Scott 

Disdain Returned . Thomas Caresv 
Dying Bard, The .... Scott 
Full Fathom Five thy Father lies 
(Tempesty i. 2) . Shakespeare 
Garden Song . . . Temiyson 

GolJilocks . . . Jean Ingeloiu 

Go, Lovely Ro.-e . . . Waller 

Hark, Hark, the Lark ! (Crw- 
heline., ii. 3) . . .Shakespeare 

Hero to Leander . . Tennyson 


« 

1 


Jeanie Morrison . . Motherwell 
John Anderson, my Jo . Burns 
Love ..... Samuel Daniel 
Love’s Young Dre:un . . Moore 

Manly Heart, The . C. Wither 
Mary Donnelly. . . Allin^hani 

Masque of Pleasure and \ irtue 

Ben Jonson 
Night Piece : To Jolia . Herrick 
Night-Sea, The Harriet Prescott 
Of A’ the Airis . . . Burns 

Oft in the Stilly Night . Moore 
O my Love’s like a Red, Red 

Rose.. Burns 

Pibroch of Donuil Dhu . . Scott 
River Song . . F. B. Sanborn 

Rose, To the .... Herrick 
Sailor, The .... Allingha/n 
Song of Echo . . . Ben Jonson 

Song ... ... Milton 

Song from Jason . Wm. Morris 
Song from Neptune’s Triumph 

Ben Jonson 
Song: “Shake off your Heavy 
Trance ” Beaumont css* Fletcher 
.Song: “ When Daisies Pied “ 
(Love’s Labour’s Lost^ v. 2 ) 

Shakespeare 

Take, O Take those Lips away 
(Measurefor Measure^ iv. i) 

Shakespeare 
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Tell me where is Fancy Bred There’s Xae Luck about the House 

{M,r<h(iitl <'/ /’»;//<>•, iii. 2) ^L.y. Mickle 

Shakes/'care Under the Greenwcjod-Trce 
Ttif'kla’s Son^' . . J. /'. (SUirke (^s ih/r /.ike ily ii.5) 

( 7 'rtins.) Shakes/'can' 

The (I.irp that once througli 
Tara’s 1 bills. Moore 


DIRGLS AND PATHETIC POEMS. 

“ For when sad thoughls possess the mind of man, 
There is a plummet in Inc heart that wei ghs 
And pulls us living 10 the dust we came from. 

Beaumont ani> Fi-ktcher. 


Braes of ^’arro\v, The /. Logan 

I’.urial of Sir I«jlin Moore at 

Corunna . . . Charles U'olfe 

Coronacli. Scoll 

Departed . . . Worilsworih 

Dc'.ertcd House, The J'cmi'son 

Dion . ll'ariis'.vorlh 

Dirge for Dorcas . . . Herrick 

Dirge : “ 1 ie is gone—is dust ” 

Coleridge ( Jransl) 

Dirge In Cymbeline . . Collins 

Epitajih from Simonides 

AnonYtnous 

Eear no more the Heat o’ th’ Sun 

{Cy>nl>elin(\ iv. 2 ) Shakespeare 

I-'or Thou hast Past all Cliange of 

Human J.ife . . .A. S. (Arfc 

He's Gane .... /lurns 

ilosea Ihglow's Eament . Lowell 

Laliotirer, The . . . John Clare 

Etcluim.e ; or Mirlli turned to 

Mourning. Jlerrick 

I.amcnt for James, I-'.arl of (llen- 

cairn. Jiurns 

I,ament o( Marv < hiecn of Scots on 

\ 

tile Approaeli t)f Spring. JUtrns 


Lines Written at Grasmere, on 
'ridings i«f the Approaching 
Death of Charles James l ox 

ll’ords'i’orth 

Lycidas. Millon 

Lykewakc Dirge . .Anonymous 
Murdered Traveller, The Jlryanl 
Nymph Mourning her Fawn, The 

Mari'ell 

Ode : “ How sleep the brave, who 
sink to rest ” . . Collins 

0 <le on tlic Death of the Duke of 
Wellington . . . Tennyson 

Ode on tlie Death of 1 liomson 

Collins 

Ode on the Consecration of Sleepy- 
Hollow Cemetery 

/•’. y>. Sanborn 
On Sir Philip Sidney 

Titlke GrtadlUy Lord Brooke 
On the loss of the “ Royal 

(ieorge”. Coatper 

Othello's Last Words Shakespeare 
Sleepy-Hollow . . . Channing 

Thyrsis . . . Matthe^v Arnold 

Winding-Sheet, To his . Jlerrick 


COMIC AND HUMOROUS.—S.VriKICAL, 

Atheism. Clough His Answer to “ I ler Letter ” 

Clii<iuiia. Jlret JIarle Bret JIarte 

Collusion between a Alegailcr Holy Willie's Prayer . . Bums 

and a Waler-Snaik love and the Souls . , . S'cift 

iieorge H. Derby Mignonette. Barilett 

Contentment . .(>.//'. Holmes Old Cove, The. H. H. Briyivnell 
Dorothy (). . . . (). //’. Holmes Origin of Didactic Poetry, The 

l ight over the Body of Kcitt, I.envell 

rhe. "■ J'unclC' Plain Language from Truthful 

Her Letter .... B>el JIarte Lmes . Brel JIarte 





PARXASSUS. 


46 X 


Puritans .... » ButUr 

Rudolph the Headsman . Holmes 
Tam o’ Shanter . . . Burns 

The Courtin’ .... Lovjcll 
The Deacon’s Masterpiece : or 
The Wonderful One-Hoss- 
Shay . . . . 0 . ly. Holmes 


The Friend of Humanity and iIk- 
Knife-Grinder . . Canning 

To the Devil .... Burns 
To the Unco-Guid ; or, the 

Rigidly Righteous . . Burns 

Witch of Fife, The . . . Ho};^ 


POETRY OF TERROR. 

There are points from which we can command our life, 
When the so j1 sweeps the Future like a glass, 

And coming things full freighted with our fate 
Jut out dai k on the offing of the mind." 

Bailey—/V r/Mx. 


Apparition, The . . . Byron 
Clarence’s Dream 

{Richard IJI.y i. 4) Shakespeare 
Corsair, The .... Byron 
Crime 

{fulius Casar, ii. i) Shakespeare 
Hesitation 

{Machethy i. 5) Shakespeare 
Incantation from Manfred Byrcn 
I see Men’s Judgments are 

{Antony a/id Cleopatray iii. ii) 

Shakespeare 

Macbeth is ripe for shaking 

{Machethy iv. 3) Shakespeare 

Manfred. Byron 

Merciful Heaven 

{Measure for MeasurCy ii. 2) 

Shakespeare 


Remorse 

{Machethy ii. 2) Shakespeare 
Song of the I’urc.e 

Goethe ( Trans, hy B'rolhingham') 

'i'hea. Keats 

The Gods are Just 

{King Leary v. 3) Shakespeare 
This .\rmy led by a Delicate and 
Tender Prince 

{Hamlety iv. 4) Shakespeare 
Tiger, The . . William Blake 

To beguile the time 

{Machethy i. 5) Shakespeare 
Turner . , J. J. G. Wilkinson 

When we in our viciousness grow 
hard 

{Antony and Cleopatray iii. il) 

Shakespeare 


ORACLES AND COUNSELS. 

Good Counsel.—Supreme Hours. 

*' For words must sparks te of those fires they strike.” 

Lord Brooks. 


Antony and the Soothsayer 

{Antony and Cleopatray ii. 3) 

Shakespeare 

Beware. Scott 

Cleopatra’s Resolution Shakespeare 
Courage 

{Antony and CUopalra, iii. Il) 

Shakespeare 


Each and all 

{Measure for Measurey i. l) 

Shakespeare 

Faith. Mrs Kemble 

Firmness 

{Henry F///., i. 2) Shakespeare 
Good Heart. Burns 
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Guidance 

{.ffiimkly V. 2) Shakespeare 
Human Life 

{ I'i-mpesty iv. \) Shakesf'care 
If men I>o u orld-s . . . Dovne 

Knowing the heart of man Daniel 
Mine honesty and I bcjjin to square 
{^lulony and C/copa(ra,\V\. ri) 

Shakespeare 

Mother’s Kiessing 

{All's If ell, i. l) Shakespeare 
C) hf)w feei»le is man’s power Donne 
t )pporlunity 

{Julius Ctesar, iv. 3) .SV/zr/rz/^mre 


Saturn. A'eals 

The fligluy purpose never is o’er- 
took {Maeheth, iv. i) Shakespeare 
The Nobly liorn . . E. S, If. 

Ihe Uecluse Ilcrniit . . Donne 

There is a liistory 

{2 Henry If'., iii. \) Shskespeare 
Tliere is a mystery 

( 'TroilusSr* C., iii. 3) Shakespeare 
True Dignity . . Wordsworth 
Trust ..... Il'ords 7 vorth 
Ulysses and Achilles 

( 7 'roilus 6^ C., iii. 3) Shakespeare 


END OF VOL. IV. 


PUINTF.D nv M’l.AKEN 


AND CO., LTD., EDINnURGlI 


AN 


ALPHABETICAL LIST 

OK HOOKi CONl'AINED IN 

BOHN’S LIBRARIES. 

Deiaiied CcitaloguCy arranged according to the varioia 
Libraries^ will he sent on application. 


ADDISON S Works. With the 
Notes of Bishop Hurd, Portrait, 
and 8 Plates of Me«lals and Coins. 
Edited by II. G. Bohn. 6 vols. 
3r. (id. each. 

.£SCHYLUS, The Dramas of. 
Translated into English Verse by 
Anna Swanwick. 4th Edition, 
revised. 5^* 

_ The Tragedies of. Trans¬ 
lated into Prose by T. A. Buckley, 
La. 35. (yd. 

AGASSIZ and GOULD'S Out¬ 
line of Comparative Physi¬ 
ology. Enlarged by Dr. Wright. 
With 390 Woodcuts. 5 ^- 

ALFIERI’S Tragedies. Tran'^- 
lated into English Verse by Edg.*^ 
A. Bowring, C.B. 2 vols. y.ba. 
each. 

ALLEN’S (Joseph, R. N.) Battles 
of the British Navy. Revised 
Edition, with 57 Steel Engravings. 
2 vols. each. 

AMMIANUS MAROELLINUS. 
History of Rome during the 
Reigns of Constantius, Julian, 
Jovianus, Valentinian, and Valens. 


Translated by Prof. C. D. N’ongc, 
M.A. Ts.td. 

ANDERSEN'S Danish Legends 
and Fairy Tales. 'I'ranslaicd 
by Caroline Peaehcy. With 120 
Wood Engravings. 5;. 

ANTONINUS (M. Aurelius). Tho 
Thoughts of. Trans, literally, 
with Notes and Introduction by 
George Long, M.A. 3J. 6 (i. 

APOLLONIUS RHODIUS, 
■ The Argonautloa.’ Translated 
by E. P. Coleridge, B.A. 

APPIAN S Roman History 
Translated by Horace While, 
M.A., LL.D. With Maps and 
Illustrations. 2 vols. 6 s. each. 

APULEIUS, The Works 0/ 
Comprising the Golden Ass, God 
of Socrates, Florida, and Dis¬ 
course of Magic. 

ARIOSTO’S Orlando Furloso. 
Translated into English Verse by 
W. S. Rose. With Portrait, and 2 \ 
Steel Engravings. 2 vols. 55. each 

ARISTOPHANES' Comedies. 
Translated by W. J. Hickie. 2 
vols. 5^. each. 




.Ih- Alphtihclical Lis/ of Books 


> 


ARISTOTLE'S Nloomaohean i 
Ethics. Transl.ilcd, with Intro- ' 
Auction and Notes;, by the Vener¬ 
able Archdeacon Ih'-wnc. 

.. _ Politics and Economics. 
Translated by E. Walford, M.A., 
with Introduction by Dr. Ciillies. i 

-Metaphysics. Tr.inslaled by 

the Rev. John II. M'Mahon, 
M.A. 5 r. 

-History ol Ajilmals. Trans. 

by Richard Crcsswcll, M.A. 5;. 

-Organon: nr, Logical Trc.a- 

lifiOfi, and the Inlroiluction of 
Torpliyry. Translated by the 
Rev. O. F. Owen, M.A. 2 vols. 
jf. 6 >/. each. 

-Rhetoric and Poetics. 

Trans, by T. Buckley, B.A. 5.<. 

ARRIAN'S Anabasis of Alex¬ 
ander, toj;ether with the Indlca. 
'Pranshtfed by 1 ‘’.. J. Chinnock, 
M.A., LL.l). With Maps and 
Plans. 5r. 

ATHEN.ffiUS. The Delpnoso- 
phl.sts; or, the Banquet of (he 
I earned. Trans, by Prof. C. 1 ). 
Vont^o, M..‘\. 3 vols. 5«. each. 

BACON’S Moral and Historical 
Works, iiicliidinj^ the Essays, 
•Apophlhej^ms, Wisdom of the 
Ancients, New Atlantis, Henry 
VII., Henry VIH., Eli7.al>cth, 
Heniy Prince of Wales, Hi.slory 
of (ircat Britain, Julius C.xsar, 
and Augustus Caisar. EdittV. by 
]. Devey, M.A. jr. 6</. 

- Novum Organum and Ad¬ 
vancement of Learning. Edited 
by J. l)«vey, M.A. $.(. 

BASS'S Lexicon to the Greek 
Testament. 2 j. 


BAX’S Manual of the History 
of Philosophy, for the use of 
Students. By E. Pelforl Bax. 55. 

BEAUMONT and FLETCHER, 
their finest Scenes, Lyrics, and 
other Beauties, selecteil from the 
whole of their works, and edited 
by Leigh Hunt. 3r. 6 ^. 

BECHSTEINS Cage and 
Chamber Birds, their Natural 
History, Habits, Food, Diseases, 
and ModesofCapture. Translated, 
with considerable additions on 
Structure, Migration, and Eco¬ 
nomy, by H. (i. Adams. Together 
with SwKRT British Warblers. 
With 43 coloured Plates and 
Woodcut Illustrations. 5^. 

BEDE’S (Venerable) Ecoleslas- 
tloal History of England. To¬ 
gether with the Anglo-Saxon 
Chronicle. Edited by J. A. 
Giles, D.C.L. With Map. 5J. 

BELL (Sir Charles). The Ana¬ 
tomy and Philosophy of Ex¬ 
pression, as connected with 
the Fine Arts. By Sir Charles 
Bell, K.H. 7lh eduion, revised. 

5 ^- 

BERKELEY (George), Bishop 
of Cloyne, The Works of. 
Edited by George Sampson. With 
Biographical Introduction by the 
Right Hon. A. J. D.dlour, M.P. 

3 vols. 5r. each. 

BION. Thkocru US. 

BJORNSON’S Arne and the 
Fisher Lassie. Translated by 
W. H. Low, M.A. 3 j. 6rtf. 

BLAIR’S Chronological Tables 
Revised and Enlarged. Compre¬ 
hending the Chronology and His- 
toryofth«World,from the Earliest 
Times to the Russian Treaty of 
Peace, 1856. By J. Wil¬ 

loughby Kosse. Double vol. lOJ. 




Coutoincd hi Indm's Liln tines. 




BLAIR’S Index of Dates. Com¬ 
prehending the principal Fads in 
the Chronology and History of 
the World, alphabetically ar¬ 
ranged ; being a complete Index 
to Blair’s Chronological Tables. 

By J. W. Rosse. 2 vols. 5 j. each. 

BLEEK, Introduction to the 
Old Testament. By Friedrich 
Bleek. Edited by Johann Bleek 
and Adolf Kamphausen. Trans¬ 
lated by G. H. Venables, under 
the supervision of the Rev. Canon 
Venables. 2 vols. Ss. each. 

BOETHIUSS Consolation of 
Philosophy. King Alfred’s Anglo- 
Saxon Version of. With a literal | 
English Translation on opposite 
pages, Notes, Introduction, and 
Glossary, by Rev. S. Fox, M.A. 

5 ^- 

I 

BOHN’S Dictionary of Poetical 
Quotations. 4ih edilicn. 6 s. 

_Handbooks of Athletic ^ 

Sports. In 8 vols., each con¬ 
taining numerous Illustrations. 
3^. 6 d. each. 

I.—Cricket, Lawn Tennis, 
Tennis, Rackets, Fives, . 
Golf. I 

II.—Rowing and Sculling, ^ 
Sailing, Swimming. 

III, —Boxing, Broadsword, 

Single Stick,&c., Wrest¬ 
ling, Fencing. 

IV. —Rugby Football, Associa- 

tion Football, Baseball, 
Rounders, Fieldball, 
Quoits, Skittles, Bowls, 
Curling. 

V.—Cycling, Athletics, Skat¬ 
ing. 

VI.—Practical Horsemanship, 
including Riding for 
Ladies. 

Vll. -Camping Out, Canoeing. 

VIIL— Gymnastics, IndianClubs. 


BOHN’S Handbooks of Games. 
New edition. In 2 vols., with 
numerous Illustrations 3^- 
each. 

Vol. I.— Table Games:— Bil¬ 
liards, Chess, Draughts, Back¬ 
gammon, Dominoes, Solitaire, 
Reversi, Go-Bang, Rouge et Noir, 
Roulette, E.O., Hazard, Faro. 

Vol. II. — Card Games : — 
Whist, Solo Whist, Poker, Piquet, 
Ecarle, Euchre, Bezique, Crib- 
bage, Ix)o, Vingt-et-un, Napoleon, 
Newmarket, Pope Joan, ’Specula¬ 
tion, &c., &c. 

BOND’S A Handy Boek of Rules 
and Tables for veri^’ing Dates 
with the Christian Era, &c. Giving 
an account of the Chief Eras and 
Systems used by various Nations; 
with the easy Methods for deter¬ 
mining the Corresponding Dates. 
By J. J. Bond. 5 r. 

BONOMI’S Nineveh and its 
Palaces. 7 Plates and 294 Woud- 
cut Illustrations. 5.^* 

BOSWELL’S Life of Johnson, 
with the Tour in the IIebuiues 

and JOHNSONIANA. Edited by 
the Rev. A. Napier, M.A. With 
Frontispiece to each vol. 6 vols. 
3i. 6 ci. each. 

BRAND’S Popular Antiquities 
of England, Scotland, and Ire¬ 
land. Arranged, revised, and 
greatly enlarged, by Sir Henry 
Ellis, K.H., F.R.S., &c., icc. 3 
vols. 5 ^. each. 

BREMER’S (Frederlka) Works. 

, Translated by Mary Howitt. 4 
i vols. 3J. 6d. each. 

BRIDGWATER TREATISES. 
Bell (Sir Charles) on the Hand. 
With numerous Woodcuts. 5^- 

Kirby on the History, Habits, 
and Instincts of Animals. 
Edited by T. Rymer Jones. 
Wiih upwards of 100 Woodcuts. 

i 2 vols. 5 ^- 
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Kidd on the Adaptation of Ex¬ 
ternal Nature to the Physical 
Condition of Man. is. 6./. 

Chalmers on the AdaptaUon 
of External Nature to the 
Moral and Intellectual Con¬ 
stitution of Man. 5.<. 

BRINK (B, ten) Early English 
Literature. Hy Bernhard ten 
Brink. \ ol, I. li)\V)'clif. Trans- i 
latcd hy Ih)racc M. Kennedy- 

.V- 6,/. 

V'^ol. II, \\ yclif, Ch.iiicer, Ear¬ 
liest Drama Renaissance. Trans¬ 
lated hy \\, Llarkc Rohinson, 

rh.l). 3,f, Oit. 

\ nl. MI. !• mm the Ki)virteenlh 
Century to the Death of Surrey. 
I'dited hy Di. Alois -Brandi. 
Tiuns. l.y L. Dora Schmitz. 
3 f- (>•/. 

- Five Lectures on Shake¬ 
speare. I rans. h)' Julio hranklin. 
3f. G </. 

BROWNE'S (Sir Thomas)Works 

KdUcl hy .Simon Wilkin. 3 vol.s. 

3.»- Cit. c.ach, 

BURKE’S Works. S vols. p. 6 .t. 

each. 

I- \ indicatioti of Natural So¬ 
ciety—Ks&iy on the Suh- 
lime and Beautiful, ami 
varitius Political Miscel- 
l.anies. 

II.~-Rellections on the Kiench 
Revolution — Letters re¬ 
lating to the Itrislol Elec¬ 
tion—Speech on 
Last Indi.a Bill, &c. 

Ml. -Appe.il from the New to the 
Olil Whigs- On the Na- 
hoh of Arcot's Debts — 
The Catholic Cl.aims, &c. 


Bitrkr’s Works continued . 

IV.—Report on the Affairs of 
India, and Articles ot 
Charge against Warren 
Hastings, 

V.—Conclusion of the Articles ot 
Charge against Warren 
Hastings—Political Let¬ 
ters on the American War, 
on Regicide Peace, to 
the Empress of Russia. 
VL—Miscellaneous Speeches — 
Letters and Fragments— 
Abridgments of English 
History, &c. With a 
General Index. 

\ 11. t'v VIIL—S|>eeches on the Im- 
|>eachmeni of Warren 
Ila-stings; and Letter.^. 
With Inde.x. 2 vuls. 
yt. Od. each. 

- Life. By Sir J. Prior. 3... A/. 

BURNEY’S Evelina. By Frances 
Burney (Mine. D’Aiblay). With 
an Introduction and Notes by 
A. R. Ellis. 3r. 6./. 

Cecilia. With an Introduc¬ 
tion and Notes by A. R. Ellis. 
2 vols. 3.C. 6/. each. 

BURN (R) Ancient Rome and 
Its Neighbourhood. An Illus¬ 
trated Handbook to the Rvtinsin 
the City and the Campagna, for 
the use of Travellers. By Robert 
Burn, M.A. With niimerous 
Illustrations, Majes, and Hams, 
7s. 

BURNS (Robert). Life of. By 
J. G. L«Kkharl, D.C.L, A 
new and enlarged Edition. Re¬ 
vised by William Scon Douglas. 
3 ^- 6 ./. 

BURTON’S (Robert) Anatomy of 
Melanoholy. Editetl by the Rev. 
A. R. Shilleto, M.A. With In¬ 
troduction by A. 11 . Bullen, and 
full Index. 3 vols. 3^. 6./. each. 



Contained in Bohn's Libraries. 
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BURTON (Sir R. P.) Personal j 
Narrative of a Pilgrimage to 
Al-Madlnali and Mecoali. By 
Captain Sir Richard F. Burton, 
K.C.M.G. With an Introduction 
by Stanley Lane-Poole, and all 
the original Illustrations. 2 vols. 
3;. (id. each. 

^^ This is the copyright edi- 1 
tion, containing the author’s latest 
notes. 

BUTLER’S (Bishop) Analogy of 
Religion, Natural and Revealed, 
to the Constitution and Course of 
Nature; together with two Dis¬ 
sertations on Personal Identity and 
on the Nature of Virtue, and 
Fifteen Sermons. 3r. (id, 

BUTLER’S (Samuel) Hudlbras. i 
With Variorum Notes, a Bio- i 
graphy, Portrait, and 28 Illus¬ 
trations. 5r. 

- or, further Illustrated with 60 

Outline Portraits. 2 vols. 5r. each. 

CiBSAR. Commentates on the 
Q-allic and Civil Wars, Trans¬ 
lated by W. A. McDevitte, B.A. 
5r. 

CAMOENS’ Luslad; or, the Dis* 
covery of India. An Epic Poem. 
Translated by W. J. Mickle. 5th 
Edition, revised by E. R. Hodges, 
M.C.P. 3x. (id. 

CARAFAS (The) of Maddaloni. 
Naples under Spanish Dominion. 
Translated from the German of 
Alfred de Reumont. 3J, (id, 

CARLYLE’S French Revolution. 
Edited by J. Holland Rose. 
Litt.D. Ulus. 3 vols. SJ. each. 

-Sartor Resartus. With 75 

Illustrations by Edmund J. Sul¬ 
livan. 5^. 

CARPENTER’S (Dr. W. B.) 
Zoology. Revised Edition, by 
W. S. Dallas, P'.L.S. With very 
numerous Woodcuts. Vol. I. 6 s. 

[ P ' ot . //. Old of print, I 


CARPENTER’S Meohanloal 
Philosophy, Astronomy, and 
Horology. 181 Woodcuts. Sr. 

- Vegetable Physiology and 

Systematic Botany. Revised 
Edition, by E. Lankester, M.l)., 
&c. With very numerous Wood¬ 
cuts. 6r. 

- Animal Physiology. Revised 

Edition. With upwards of 300 
Woodcuts. 6r. 

CASTLE (E.) Schools and 
Masters of Fence, from the 
Middle Ages to the End of the 
Eighteenth Century. ByEgerton 
Castle, M.A., F.S.A. With a 
Complete Bibliography. Illus¬ 
trated with 140 Reproductions ol 
Old Engravings and 6 Plates of 
Swords, showing 114 Examples. 
6r. 

CATTERMOLE’S Evenings at 
Haddon Hall. With 24 En¬ 
gravings on Steel from designs by 
Cattermole, the Letterpress by the 
Baroness de Carabella. 5r. 

CATULLUS, Tibullus, and the 
Vigil of Venus. A Literal Prose 
Translation, 5r. 

CELLINI (Benvenuto). Me¬ 
moirs of, written by Himself. 
Translated by Thomas Roscoe. 
3r. 6 d. 

CERVANTES’ Don Quixote de 
la Mancha. Motteaux’s Trans¬ 
lation revised. 2 vols. 3^. 6 d. 
each. 

- Galatea. A Pastoral Ro¬ 
mance. Translated by G. W. J. 
Gyll. 3^. 6 d, 

-Exemplary Novels. Trans¬ 
lated by Walter K. Kelly, ^s. 6 d. 

CHAUCER’S PoeUcal Works. 
Edited by Robert Bell. Revised 
Edition, wilh a Preliminary Essay 
by Prof. W, W. Skeat, Al.A, 4 
vols. 3r. 6 d. each. 
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CHESS CONGRESS of 1862 . 
A Collection of the Games played. 
Edited by J. Lowenthal. 5f. 

CHEVREUL on Colour. Trans¬ 
lated from the French by Charles 
Martel. Third Edition, with 
f’lates, 5r.; or with an additional 
series of 16 Plates in Colours, 
7r. 6fr. 

CHILLINGWORTH’S ReUglon 
of ProtestanU. A Safe Way to 
Salvation. 3^. 6/f. 

CHINA, Plotorlal, Desorlptlvo, 
and Hlatorloal. With Map and 
nearly loo Illustrations. 5r. 

CHRONICLES OF THE CRU¬ 
SADES. Contemporary Narra¬ 
tives of the Crusacle of Richard 
Cceur de Lion, by Richard of 
Devizes and Geoffrey de Vinsauf; 
and of the Crusade at St. Ia>uis, 
liy Lord John de Joinville. 5^. 

CICERO’S Orations. Translated 
by Prof. C. D. Yongo, M.A. 4 
vols. 5^. each. 

-Letters. Translated by Evelyn 

S. Shuckburgh. 4 vols. 5^. each. 

- On Oratory and Orators. 

With IvCtters to Quintus an<l 
Brutus. Translated by the Rev. 
J. S. Watson, M.A. 5J. 

- On the Nature of the Gods, 

Divination, Fate, Laws, a Re¬ 
public, Consulship. Translated 
by Prof. C. D. Yonge, M.A., and 
Francis Barham. 5^. 

—- AoademloB, De Finibus, and 
Tusculan Questions. By Prof. 
C. D. Yonge, M.A. 

CICERO’S Offices ; or, Moral 
Duties. Cato Major, an Essay 
on Old Age; I.^'elius, an Essay 
on Friendship; Scipio’s Dream; 
Paradoxes ; Letter to Quintus on 
Magistrates. Translated by C. R. 
Edmonds. 3x. 6</. 

CORNELIUS NEPOS. — 

lUbTiN. 


CLARE’S (Hugh) Introduction 
to Heraldry. 18th Edition, Re 
vised and Enlarged by J. R. 
Planche, Rouge Croix. With 
nearly 1000 Illustrations. 5r. Or 
with the Illustrations Coloured, 
15 ^. 

CLASSIC TALES, containing 
Rasselas, Vicar of Wakefield, 
Gulliver’s Travels, and The Senti¬ 
mental Journey. 3f. 6(/. 

COLERIDGE’S (S. T.) Friend. 

A Series of Essays on Morals, 
Politics, and Religion. 3^. 6 J. 

- Aids to Reflection, and the 

Confessions of an Inquiring 
S riRIT, to which are added the 
Essays on Faith and the Book 
of Common Prayer. 35. 

- Leotures and Notes on 

Shakespeare and other English 
Poets. Edited by T. Ashe. 3^. 6</. 

— Biographla Literarla; to¬ 
gether with Two Lay Sermons. 
3J. 6d. 

- Table-Talk and Omnlana. 

Edited by T. Ashe, B.A. 3r. 6(/. 

- Miscellanies, .Slsthetlo and 

Literary; to which is added, 
The Theory of Life. Col¬ 
lected and arranged by T. Ashe, 
B.A. 3f. 6 d. 

COMTE’S PoslUve Philosophy. 
Translated and condensed by 
Harriet Marlineau. With Intro¬ 
duction by Frederic Harrison. 
3 vels. 5^. each. 

COMTE’S Philosophy of the 
Solenoes, being an Expe^sition of 
the Principles of the Cours tie 
Philoiophie Posxtix'e. By G. H. 
Lewes. 51. 

CONDE'S History of the Do¬ 
minion of the Arabs In Spain. 
Translated by Mrs. Foster. 3 
voU. 3f. 6</. each. 
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COOFSR'S Blograpbloal Dio ' 
tlonary. Containing Concise ' 
Notices (upwards of 15,000) of 
Eminent Persons of all Ages and 
Countries. By Thompson Cooper, 
F.S.A. With a Supplement, 
bringing the work down to 1883. 

2 vols. 5 j. each. 

OOXD'S Memoirs of the Duke of 
Marlborough. With his original 
Correspondence. By W. Coxe, 
M.A., F.R.S. Revised edition 
by John Wade. 3 vols. 3^. (id. 
each. 

*** An Allas of the plans of 
Marlborough’s campaigns, 410. 

lOJ. 

-History of the House of 

Austria (1218-1792). With a 
Continuation from the Accession 
of Francis I. to the Revolution of 
1848. 4 vols. 3^. (id. each. 

CRAIK’S(G. L.) Pursuit of Know¬ 
ledge under DifQoultles. Illus¬ 
trated by Anecdotes and Memoirs. 
Revised edition, with numerous 
Woodcut Portraits and Plates. Ss. 

CRUIKSHANK’S Punch and 
Judy. The Dialogue of the 
Puppet Show ; an Account of its 
Origin, &c. With 24 Illustra¬ 
tions, and Coloured Plates, de¬ 
signed and engraved by G. Cruik- 
shank, 5r. 

CUNNINGELAM’S Lives of the 
Most Eminent British Painters. 
A New Edition, with Notes and 
Sixteen fresh Lives. By Mrs. 
Heaton. 3 vols. 3r. 6 d. each. 

DANTE. Divine Comedy. Trans¬ 
lated by the Rev. H. F. Cary, 
M.A. 3r. 6 d. 

-Translated into English Verse 

by I. C. Wright, M.A. 3rd Edi¬ 
tion, revised. With Portrait, and 
34 Illustrations on Steel, after 
Flaxman. 


DANTE. The Inferno. A Literal 
Prose Translation, with the Text 
of the Original printed on the same 
page. By John A. Carlyle, M.D. 

5 ^. 

-The Purgatorlo. A Literal 

Prose Translation, with the Text 
printed on the same page. By 
W. S. Dugdale. 5^. 

DE COMMINES (Philip), Me¬ 
moirs of. Containing the Histories 
of Louis XI. and Charles VIII., 
Kings of France, and Charles 
the Bold, Duke of Burgundy. 
Together with the Scandalous 
Chronicle, or Secret History of 
Louis XL, by Jean de Troyes. 
Translated by Andrew R. Scoblc. 
With Portraits. 2 vols. 3J. 6 d. 
each. 

DEFOE’S Novels and Mtsoel- 
laneous Works. With Prefaces 
and Notes, including those attri¬ 
buted to Sir W. Scoit. 7 vols. 
3^. (d. each. 

I.—Captain Singleton, and 
Colonel Jack. 

H.—Memoirs of a Cavalier, 
Captain Carlclon, 
Dickory Cronke, &c. 

HI.—Moll Flanders, and the 
History of the Devil. 

IV.—Roxana, and Life of Mrs. 
Christian Davies. 

V.—History of the Great Plague 
of London, 1665 ; The 
Storm (1703); and the 
True-born Englishman. 

VI.—Duncan Campbell, New 
Voyage round the 
World, and Political 
Tracts. 

VII.—Robinson Crusoe. 

DE LOLME on the Constitution 
of England. Edited by John 
Maegregor. ^s. 6 d. 
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DEMMINS History of Arms 
and Armour, from the ICarliest 
Periofl. By Au^ujilc Pcinmin- 
Translatcd l‘y ('. C. Black, M.A. 
With nearly 2000 Illustrations. 
7f. (id. 

DEMOSTHENES' Orations. 
Translated hy (’. Rann Kennedy. 
1; yoh. Vol. I., j.c. 6./.; Vols. 
11. 5 /. CHCll. 

DE STAEL’S Corinne or Italy. 
By M.idamc dc Stacl. Trans- 
laterl by Emily Baldwin and 
Paulina Driver. Jt. ( 3 d. 

DEVEY'S Logic, or the Science 
nf Inference. A Popular Manual. 
By J. Devey. 5/. 

DICTIONARY of Latin and 
Greek Quotations: including 
Proverbs, Maxims, Mottoes, Law 
Terms and Phrases. With all the 
(Quantities marked, and English 
Translations, With Index \'er- 
borum (622 pages). 5r. 

DICTIONARY of Obsolete and 
Provincial English. Compiled 
by Thomas Wright, M.A., F.S .A., 
ks. 2 vols. 5f. each. 

DIDRON’S Christian Icono¬ 
graphy: a History of Christian 
.\it in the Middle Ages. Trans¬ 
lated by E. J. Millington and 
completed by Margaret Stokes. 
With 240 Illustrations. 2 vols. 
5.f. each. 

DIOGENES LAERTIUS. Lives 
and Opinions of the Ancient 
Philosophers. Translated by 
Prof. C. D. Vongc, M.A. 5.f. 

DOBREE’S Adversaria. Edited 
by the late I’rof. W.agncr. 2 vols. 
5 j, each. 

DODD’S Epigi'ammatists. A 
Selection from the Epigrammatic 
Literature of Ancient, Media-val, 
and Modern Times. By the Rev. 
Henry Philip Dodd, M.A. Ox¬ 
ford. 2nd Edition, revised and 
enlarged. 6 s. 


DONALDSON'S The Theatre of 
the Greeks. A Treatise on the 
History and Exhibition of the 
(Jrcek Drama. With numerous 
Dlustrationsand 3 Plans. By John 
William Donaldson, D.D. 51. 

DRAPER’S History of the 
Intellectual Development of 
Europe, l^yjohn William Draper, 
M.D., LL.D. 2 vols, 51. each. 

DUNLOP S History of Fiction. 
A new Edition. Revised by 
Heniy Wilson. 2 vols. 5^. each. 

DYER (Dr T. H.}. PompoU : its 
Buildings and .Antujuilies. By 
T. II. Dyer, LL.D. With nearly 
300 Wood Engravings, a large 
.Map, and a Plan of the Forum, 
ys. 6 <i. 

-The City of Rome: its History 

and Monuments. With Illustra¬ 
tions. 5f. 

DYER (T. F. T.) British Popular 
Customs, Present and Past. 
An Account of the various Games 
and Customs associated with Dif¬ 
ferent Days of the Year in the 
British Isles, arranged according 
to the Calendar. By the Rev. 
T. F. Thiselton Dyer, M.A. 5;. 

I 

EBERS’ Egyptian Princess. An 
Historical Novel. By George 
Ebers. Translated by E. S. 
Buchheim. ^s. 6 d. 

EDGEWORTH'S Stories for 
Children. With 8 Illustrations 
by L. Speed, p. 6 <(. 

\ 

I ELZE S William Shakespeare. 

— Sei- StlAKFSl'FARK. 

EMERSON'S Works. 3 vols 
3J. 6./. each. 

I.—Essays, Lectures and Poems. 

II—En^ish Trails, Nature, and 
Conduct of Life. 
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Emerson’s Works continued, 

III.—Society and Sulilude—Letters 
and Social aims — Miscel¬ 
laneous Papers (hillierto 
uncollected) — May Day, 
and other Poems. 

ELLIS (G.) Specimens of Early 
English Metrical Romances. 
With an Historical Introduction 
on the Rise and Progress of 
l\omantic Composition in France 
and England. Revised Edition. 
By J. O. Plalliwdl, F.R.S. 5J. 

ENNEMOSER’S History of 
Magic. Translated by William 
Howitt. 2 vols, 5r. each. 

EPICTETUS. The Discourses of. 
With the Encheikiwon and 
Fragments. Translated by George 
Long, M.A. 5J. 

EURIPIDES. A New Literal 
Translation in Prose. By E P. 
Coleridge, M.A. 2 vols. 5r. each. 

EUTROPIUS.—5'« Justin. 

EUSEBIUS PAMPHILUS. 
Ecolesiastloal History of. Tran.s- i 
lated by Rev.C.F.Cruse,M.A. 

EVELYN S Diary and Corre- 
spondendence. Edited from the 
Original MSS. by W. Bray, 
F.A.S. With 45 engravings. 4 
vols. 5r. each. 

PAIRHOLT’S Costume in Eng¬ 
land. A History of Dress to the 
end of the Eighteenth Century. 
3rd Edition, revised, by Viscount | 
Dillon, V.P.S.A. Illustrated with | 
above 700 Engravings. 2 vols. 1 
5r. each. 

FIELDING S Adventures of 
Joseph Andrews and his Friend 
Mr. Abraham Adams. With 
Cruikshank’s Illustrations. 3 >. 6 d. 

_History of Tom Jones, a 

Foundling. With Ciuikshank’s : 
Illustrations. 2 vols. 3^. 6 d. each. 

_ Amelia. With Cruikshank’s 

Illustrations. 5r. I 


FLAXMAN'S Lectures on Sculp¬ 
ture. By John Flaxman, R.A. 
With Portrait and 53 Plates. 6 s. 

FLORENCEof'WORCESTER’S 
Chronicle, with the Two Con¬ 
tinuations ; comprising Annals of 
English History, from the De¬ 
parture of the Roman.s to the 
Reign of Edward I. Translated 
by Thomas Forester, M.A. 5f. 

POSTER'S (John) Life and Cor¬ 
respondence. Edited by J. E. 
Ryland. 2 vols. 3;. 6 d. each. 

-Critical Essays. Edited by 

J. E. Ryland. 2 vols. 3^. Cd. 
each. 

- Essays: on Decision of Cha¬ 
racter ; on a Man’s writing Me¬ 
moirs of Himself; on the epithet 
Romantic ; on the aversion of 
Men of Taste to Evangelical Re¬ 
ligion. 3J. 6 d. 

- Essays on the Evils of Popular 

Ignorance ; to which is added, a 
Discour.se on the Propagation of 
Christianity in India. 3;. 6 d. 

-Essays on the Improvement 

of Time. With Norts oi 
Sermons and other Pieces. 
2 s, 6 d. 

GASPARY’S History of Italian 
Literature. Translated by Her¬ 
man Oelsner, M.A., Ph.D. 
Vol. I. jJ. 6 d. 

GEOFFREY OP MONMOUTH, 
Chronicle of .—See 0 /d En>;lish 
Chronu/es. 

GESTA ROMANORUM, or En¬ 
tertaining Moral Stories invented 
by the Monks. Translated by the 
Rev. Charles Swan. Revised 
Edition, by Wynnard Hooper, 
B.A. 5r. 

GIL DAS, Chronicles of.-See Old 
English Chronicles. 
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IBBOH’S Decline and Fall of 
the Roman Empire. Complete 
and Unal)ridged, with Variorum 
Note.s. Edited by an English 
Churchman. With 2 Maps and 
Portrait. 7 vols. 3;. (yd. each. 

(ilLBART’S History. Principles, 
and Practice of Banking. By 
the late J. W. Gilhart, F.R.S. 
New Edition, revised by A. S. 
Michie. 2 vols. lo^. 

GIL BLAS, The Adventures of. 
Translated from the French of 
L^soge l)y Smollett. With 24 
Engravings on Steel, after Smirke, 
and 10 Etchings by George Cruik- 
shank. 6;. 

aiRALDUS CAMBRENSIS’ 
Historical Works. Translated 
by Th. Forester, M.A., and Sir 
R. Colt Iloarc. Revised Edition, 
Edited by Thomas Wright, M.A., 
F.S.A. 5f. 

GOETHE’S Faust. Part I. Ger¬ 
man 1 ext with Hayward’s Prose 
Translation and Notes. Revised 
by C. A. Buchheim, Ph.D. 5f. 1 

GOETHE’S Works. Translated i 
into English by various hands. 
14 vols. 3J. (hi. each. 

I. and II.—Autobiography and 
Annals. 

haust. Two Parts, com- j 
plelc. (Sw.anvvick.) 

IV.—Novels and Tales. ! 

V.—Wilhelm Mcisler’s Appren- ' 
ticeship. 

VI.—Conversations with Ecker- 
mann and Sorct. 

VIII.—Dramatic Works. 

IX.—Wilhelm Meister’s Travels. 

X.—Tour in Italy, and Second 
Residence in Rome. 

XI.—Miscellaneous Travels. 

XII.—Early and Miscellaneotis 
Letters. 

XIII.—Correspondence with Zeltcr. 

XI\’.—Reineke Fox* West-Eastern 
Divan and Achillcid. 


GOLDSMITH’S Works. A new 
Edition, by J. W. M. Gibbs. 5 
vols. 3^. (yd. each. 

GRAMMONT'S Memoirs of the 
Court of Charles II. Edited by 
Sir Walter Scott. Together with 
the Boscokkl Tracts, including 
two not before published, Ac. 
New Edition. 5?. 

GRAY’S Letters, Including the 
Correspondence of Gray and 
Mason. Edited by the Rev. 
I). C. Tovey, M.A. Yobs. I. 
and II. 3r. (hi. each. 

GREEK ANTHOLOGY. Trans¬ 
lated by George Burges, M.A. 5r. 

GREEK ROMANCES of Hello- 
dorus, Longus. and Aohillea 
Tatlus—viz.. The Adventures of 
Theagenes & Chariclea ; Aipours 
of Daphnis and Chloe ; and Loves 
of Clitopho and Leucippe. Trans¬ 
lated by Rev. R. Smith, M.A. 
5 ^- 

GREGORY’S Letters on the 
Evidences, Doctrines, & Duties 
of the Christian Religion. By 
Dr. Olinthus Gregory. 3.?. 6./. 

GREENE. MARLOWE, and 
BEN JONSON. Poems of. 
Edited by Robert Bell. 3f. (yd. 

GRIMM'S TALES. With the 
Notes ofthe Original. Translaletl 
by Mrs. A. Hunt. With Intro¬ 
duction by Andrew Uang, M..\. 
2 vols. 3J. (yd. each. 

- Gammer Grethel; or, Ger¬ 
man Fairy^ Tales and Popular 
Stories. Containing 42 Fairy 
Tales. Trans, by Edgar Taylor. 
With numerous Woodcuts .after 
George Cruikshank and Ludwig 
Grimm. 3;. (yd. 

QROSSI’S Marco Visconti. 
TTanslatevl by A. F. D. The 
Ballads rendered into English 
Verse by C. M. P. 3jr. 



Contained in Bohn's Libraries. 
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GUIZOT’S History of the i 
English Revolution of 1640 . 
From the Accession of Charles 

I. to his Death. Translated by , 
William Hazlitt. 3 ^- I 

_ History of Civlllaatlon, from 

the Fall of the Roman Empire to 
the French Revolution. Trans* 
lated by William Hazlitt. 3 vols. 
3r. (id. each. 

HALL’S (Rev. Robert) Miscel¬ 
laneous Works and Remains. 
3f. 6rf. 

HAMPTON COURT; A Short 
History of the Manor and 
Palace. By Ernest Law, B..V. 
With numerous Illustrations, ‘if. 

HARDWICK’S History of the 
Articles of Religion. By the late 
C. Hardwick. Revised by the 
Rev. Francis Procter, M.A. Sf. 

HAUTF’S Tales. The Caravan— 
The Sheik of Alexandria—The 
Inn in the Spessart. Trans, from 
the German by S. Mendel. '^s. 6 d. 

HAWTHORNE’S Tales. 4 vols. 
3j. (id. each. 

I.—Twice-told Tales, and the 
Snow Image. 

II.—Scarlet Letter,andthe House 
with the Seven Gables. 
HI.—Transformation [The Marble 
Faun], and Blithedale Ro¬ 
mance. 

IV.—Mosses from an Old Manse. 

HAZLITT’S Table-talk. Essays 
on Men and Manners. By W. 
Hazlitt. 3f. 6 d. 

_ Lectures on the Literature 

of the Age of Elizabeth and on 
Characters of Shakespeare’s Plays. 
3 f. 6 d. 

__ Lectures on the English 

Poets, and on the English Comic 
Writers. 3 f. 

__The Plain Speaker. Opinions 

onBooks,Men,andThings. y.(d. 

_ Round Table. 3/. 6 d. 


HAZLITT’S Sketches and 
Essays, p. 6 d. 

- The Spirit of the Age; or, 

Contemporary Portraits. Edited 
by W. Carew Hazlitt. 3f. 6 d. 

-View of the English Stage. 

I'Mited by W. Spencer Jackson. 
3 f. 61/. 

HEATON’S Concise History of 
Painting. New Edition, revised 
by Cosmo Monkhouse. 5 ^* 

HEGEL’S Lectures on the Philo¬ 
sophy of History. Translated by 

J. Sibree, M.A. 

HEINE’S Poems, Complete 
Translated by Edgar A. Bowring, 
C.B. 3 f. 6 d. 

-Travel-Pictures, including the 

Tour in the Harz, Norderney, and 
Book of Ideas, together with the 
Romantic School. Translated by 
Francis Storr. A New Edition, 
revised throughout. With Appen¬ 
dices and Maps. 3f. 6 d. 

HELP’S Life of Christopher 
Columbus, the Discoverer of 
America. By Sir Arthur Helps, 

K. C.B. 3 f. 6 d. 

_ Life of Hernando Cortes, 

and the Conquest of Mexico. 2 
vols. 3f. 6 i/. each. 

_ Life of Plzarro. 35. 6 d. 

_ Life of Las Casas the Apostle 

of the Indies. 3 f. 6 d. 

HENDERSON (E.) Select His¬ 
torical Documents of the Middle 
Ages, including the most famous 
Charters relating to England, the 
Empire, the Church, &c., from 
the 6th to the 14th Centuries. 
Translated from the Latin and 
edited by Ernest F. Henderson, 
A.B., A.M., Ph.D. Ss. 

HENFREY’S Guide to English 
Coins, from the Conquest to the 
present time. New and revised 
Edition by C. F. Keary, M.A., 
F.S.A. 6 j. 

henry of HUNTINGDON’S 
History of the English. Trans¬ 
lated by T. Forester, M.A. Sr. 
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HENRY S (Malthew) ExpOBltion 
of the Book of the Psalms. 5«-. 

HELIODORUS. Thcagenes and 
Chariclea. — .SV^ (iRr-:KK Ro- 

MAN’CP.S. 

HERODOTUS. 'l‘r.insl.'itc<l by ilic 
Rev. Henry Cary, M.A. 

■ Notes on. Original .and Se¬ 
lected from the best Comment.a- 
t(tr.s. by I). \V. Turner, M.A. 
With C'lloiircd M.ip. Jf. 

-Analysis and Summary of 

by [. T. Wheeler, cf. 

HESIOD, CALLIMACHUS, and 
THEOGNIS. Translated by the 
Rev. J. banks, M.A. 5/. 

HOFFMANN’S (B. T. W.) The 
Soraplon Brethren. Tr.anslaled 
from the (Icrman by Lt. Col. Alex. 
I '.wing. 2 vols. 3.<. 67. each 

HOLBEIN’S Dance of Death 
and Bible Cuts. Upu.ar<lsof 150 
■subjects, engraved in facsimile, 
with Introduction and Descrip 
tions by liancis Douce and Dr. 
'I'honias I'rognall Dibden. 5'-. 

UOMBR S Iliad. Transl.atcd into 
laigli.sh bjosc liy T. Ihtckley, 
l>..\. 5r. 

-Odyssey. Hymns, Kpigranis, 

and battle of the Frogs and Mice. 
Translated into English I’rose by 
T. A. buckley, b.A. 5 j. 

- See also Pot’K. 

HOOPER S {G.) Waterloo : The 
Downfall of the First Napo¬ 
leon: a History of the Campaign 
of 1815. by (ieorge Hooper. 
With Maps and Plans, jf. 67. 

- The Campaign of Sedan : 

The Downfall of the Second Em¬ 
pire, August - September, 1870. 
With (lener.al Map and Six Plans 
of battle. 3.r. 67. 

HORACE. A new literal Prose 
lianslation, byA. Hamilton bryce, 
LL.D. 3 ;. 67. 


HUGOS (Victor) Dramatic 
Works. Hernani—Ruy Bias— 
The King's Diversion. Translated 
by Mr.s. Newton Crosland and 
K. L. Slous. 3f. 67. 

- Poems, chiefly Lyrical. Trans* 

lalcd by various Writers, now first 
collected by J. II. L. Williams. 
is. 67. 

HUMBOLDT S Cosmos. Trans¬ 
lated by E. C. Otic, b. II. Paul, 
and W. S. Dallas, F.L.S. 5 vols. 
is. Af. each, excepting Vol. V. 5J. 

- Personal Narrative of his 

Travels to the Equinoctial Regions 
of America during the years 1799- 
1804. Translated by T. Ross. 3 
vols. 5j. each. 

- Views of Natiire. Translated 

by E. C. Otic and 11. G. Bohn. 
5 ^- 

HUMPHREYS' Coin Colleotor's 
Manual, by 11. N. Humphreys, 
with upwards of 140 Illustrations 
4m Wood and Steel. 2 vols. 5.4. 
each. 

HUNGARY: its History and Re¬ 
volution, together with a copious 
Memoir of Kossuth. 3^. 6<f. 

HUTCHINSON {Colonel). Me¬ 
moirs of the Life of. by his 
Widow, Lucy : together with her 
Autobiography, and an Account 
of the Siege of Lalhom House. 

is. 61/. 

HUNT'S Poetry of Science. By 
Richard Hunt. 3rd Edition, re¬ 
vised and enlarged. $s. 

INDIA BEFORE THE SEPOY 
MUTINY. A Pictorial, De- 
sorlptlve, and Hlstorloal Ac¬ 
count, from the Earliest Times 
to the Annexation of the Punjab, 
with upwards of 100 Engravings 
on \\ ood, and a Map. y. 

INQULPH'H Chronicles of the 
Abbey of Croyland. with the 
CONHNUAi ioN by Peter of Blois 
and other ^\rite^s. Translated by 
H.T. Riley, M.A. 5J. 
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IRVINGS CWashlDgton) Com¬ 
plete Works. 15V0IS. With I’or- 
tiaiis, (S:c, 3;. 6i/. each. 

I. — Salmagundi, Knicker¬ 
bocker’s History of New 
York. 

II.—The Sketch-Book, and the 
Life of Oliver Goldsmith. 

III. —Bracebridge Hall, Abbots 

ford and Newstead Abbey- 

IV. —The Alhambra, Tales of a 

Traveller. 

V.—Chronicle of the Conquest 
of Granada, Legends of 
the Conquest of Spain. 

VI.& VII.—Life and Voyages of 
Columbus, together with 
the Voyages of his Com¬ 
panions. 

VIIL—Astoria, A Tour on the 
Prairies. 

XL—Life of Mahomet. Livesof the 
Successors of Mahomet. 
X.—Adventures of Captain Bon¬ 
neville, U.S.A., Wolfen’s 
Roost. 

XL—Biographies and Miscella¬ 
neous Papers. 

XII.-XV.—Life of George Wash¬ 
ington. 4 vols. 

_ Life and Letters. By Ins 

Nephew, Pierre E. Irving. 2 vols- 
3j. (id. each. 

ISOCRATES, The OraUons of 
Translated by J. U. Freese, M.A. 
Vol. L 5^- 

JAMES'S (G. P. R) Life of 
Richard Coeur do Lion. 2 vols. 

3r. (id. each. 

_ The Life and Times of Louis 

XIV. 2 vols. 3^. (xi. each. 

JAMESON'S (Ml'S.) Shake¬ 
speare s Heroines. Character¬ 
istics of Women: Moral, Poetical, 
and Historical. By Mrs. Jameson. 

31. (id. 

JESSE’S (E.) Anecdotes of Dogs 
With 40 Woodcuts and 34 Steel 
Engravings. 5^* 


JESSE’S (J. H.) Memoir.^ of the 
Court of England during the 
Reign of the Stuarts, including 
the Prolectiiialc. 3 voR. With 
42 Portraits. 5 '- uach. 

_ Memoirs of the Pretenders 

and their Adherents. With 6 
Portraits. 5 f- 

JOHNSON S Lives of the Poets. 
Edited by Mrs. .Mexander N.ipier, 
with Introduction by Professor 
Hales. 3 vols. j.f. d./. each. 

JOSEPHUS (Flavius), The Works 
of. Whiston's Translation, re¬ 
vised by Rev. A. K. Shillelo, M.A 
With Topographical and Geo. 
graphical Notes by Colonel Sir 
C. W. Wilson, K.C.B. 5 vols. 
3^. (id. each. 

JOYCE'S Scientific Dialogues. 
With numerous Woodcuts. 5 ^- 

JUKES-BROWNE (A. J-). The 
Building of the British Isles: 
n Study in Geographical Evolu¬ 
tion. Illustrated by numcious 
ilaps and Woodcuts. 2nd Edition, 
revised, 7.n (id. 

_ Student’s Handbook of 

Physical Geology. With nu¬ 
merous Diagrams ami Illustra¬ 
tions. 2nd ‘Edition, much en¬ 
larged, 7 J. (id. 

JULIAN, the Emperor. Contain 
ing Gregory Nazianzen’s Two In¬ 
vectives and Libanu-s’ Monody, 
with Julian’s extant Theos<n)hical 
Works. Trandaled by C. W. 
King, M.A. 5 ^- 

JUSTIN CORNELIUS NEPOS, 
and EUTROPIUS. Translated 
by the Kcv. J. S. Wat-^on, M.A. 

JI^ENAL. PERSIUS. SUL- 
PICIA and LUCILIUS. Trans¬ 
lated by L. Evans, M.A. 5 ^- 

JUNIUS’S Letters. With all the 
Notes of Woodfall’s Edition, and 
important Additions. 2 vols. 
3r. (id. each. 
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KANT S Critique of Pure Reason. 
Tr.inslated by J. M. I). Meikle- 
j(»hn. 5f. 

- Prolegomena and Meta¬ 
physical Foundatlonaof Natural 
Science. Translated byE. Kelforl 
Rax. 5f. 

KEIGHTLEY’S (Thomas) My¬ 
thology of Ancient Greece and 
Italy. 4tb Edition, revised by 
Lcon.ird Schmitz, Ph.D., LL.I). 
With 12 Plates from the Antique. 

5 ^- 

- Fairy Mythology, illustrative 

fif the Rom.ance and Superstition 
of Various Countries. Revised 
I'ldition, with Frontispiece by 
Cruik^hilnk. 5;. 

LA FONTAINE'S Fables. Trans- 
l.atcd into English V’erse byElizur 
Wright. New Edition, with Notes 
by J. W. M. Gibbs. 3^.6^/. 

LAMARTINE’S History of the 
Girondists. Tr.insl.nled by 11 . T. 
Ryd«. 3 vols. 3i. 6r/. each. 

- History of the Restoration 

of Monarchy In F'rancofa Sequel 
to the History of the Girondists). 
4 vols. 3r. (id. c.ach. 

-History of the French Rc 

volution of 1848 . 3.C. 6./. 

LAMB'S (Charles) Essays of Ella 
and Ellana. Complete Kdititui. 
3 j. (id. 

-Specimens of English Dra¬ 
matic Poets of the Time of 
EUsabeth. 3,f. 6*/. 

-Memorials and Letters of 

Charles Lamb. Ry Scrjc.int 
Talfourd. New Edition, revised, 
by W. Ciircw ll.-ulitt. 2 vols. 
3r. 6//. e.ich. 

Tales from Shakespeare 

\N ilh Illuslr.ilions l)y Ry.un Sh:uv, 
3 >. 6,/. 

LANZI’S History of Painting In 
Italy, from the Period of the 
Ueviv.-il of the Fine Arts to the 
End of the Eighteenth Century. 
Transl.\led by Thomas Roscoe. 
3 vols. 3f. 6</. each. 


LAPPENBERG’S History of 
England under the Anglo- 
Saxon Kings. Tr.anslalcd by 
B. Thor]>c, F.S.A. New edition, 
revised i)y E. C. Otte. 2 vols. 
3^. (id. each. 

LECTURES ON PAINTING, 
by Barry, Opic, Fuseli. Edited 
by R. Wornum. 5^. 

LEONARDO DA VINCI’S 
Treatise on Painting. Trans¬ 
lated by J. F. Rigaud, R.A.i 
With a Life of Leonardo by John 
William Brown. With numerous 
Plates. 5 j. 

LEPSIUS’S Letters from Egypt. 
Ethiopia, and the Peninsula of 
Sinai. Translated by L. and 
J. B. Horner. With Maps. 5J. 

LESSING'S Dramatlo 'Works, 
Complete. Edited by Ernest Bell, 
M.A. With Memoir of Lessing 
by Helen Zimmern. 2 voh. 
3r. (ai. each. 

- Laokoon, Dramatlo Notes, 

and the ^presentation 01 
Death by the AnolenU. Trans¬ 
lated by E. C. Beasley and Helen 
Zimmern. Edited by Ed>VHrd 
Bell, M.A. With a Frontispiece 
of the I-aokoon group, yr. W. 

LILLY’S Introduotlon to Astro¬ 
logy. With a Grammar of 
Asi roi-OGY and Tables for Cal- 
culatingN.ativitics, by Zadkicl. 51. 

LIVY’S History of Romo. Trans¬ 
lated by Dr. Spillan, C. Edmonds, 
and others. 4 vols. 5j. e.ach. 

LOCKE’S Philosophiosil Works. 
Edited by J, A, St. John. 2 vols. 
3;. (id. each. 

- Life and Letters: By Lord 

King. 3i. (id. 


LOCKHART (J. G.)— Se( Burns. 
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LODGE’S Portraits of Illustrious 
Personages of Great Britain, 
with Biographical and Ilistonca 
Memoirs. 240 Portraits engraved 
on Steel, with the respective Bio 
graphics unabridged. 8 vols. 5^- 
each. 

LONGFELLOW’S Prose 
Works. With 16 full-page Wood 
Engravings. Sr. 

LOUDON’S (Mrs.) Natural 
History. Revised ^edition, by 
W. S. Dallas, F.L.S. With 
numerous Woodcut Illus. 5^* 
LOWNDES’ Bibliographers 

Manual of English Literatus- 
Enlarged Edition. By 11. G. 
Bohn. 6 vols. cloth, 5^- 
Or 4 vols. half morocco, 21 . 2s. 
LONGUS. Daphnis and Chloe. 

—Set Greek Romances. 
LUCAN’S Pharsalla. Translated 
by H. T. Riley, M.A. 5^* 
LUCIAN’S Dialogues of the 
Gods, of the Sea Gods, and 
of the Dead. Translated by 
Howard Williams, M.A. 5^. 
LUCRETIUS. Translated by the 
Rev. J. S. Watson, M.A. 
LUTHER’S Table-Talk. Trans¬ 
lated and- Edited by William 
HazUtt. y. td. 

Autobiography. — See 


Michelet. 

MACfflAVELLI’S of 

Florence, together with the 
Prince, Savonarola, various His¬ 
torical Tracts, and a Memoir of 
Machiavelli. 3-^- 

MALLET’S Northern Antiqui¬ 
ties. or an Historic.al Account of 
the Manners, Customs, Religions 
and Laws, Maritime Expeditions 
and Discoveries, Language and 
Literature, of the Ancient Scandi- 
navians. Translated by Bishop 
Percy. Revised and Enlarged 
Edition, with a TranslaUon of the 
Prose Eula. by J. A. Black 

well. 5^' 


MANTELL’S (Dr.) Petrifactions 
and their Teachings. With nu¬ 
merous illustrative Woodcuts. 6 j. 

_ Wonders of Geology. 8th 

Edition, revised by T. Rupert 
Jones, F.G.S. With a coloured 
Geological Map of England, 
Plates, and upwards of 2(^ 
Woodcuts. 2 vols. yr. 6«. eacli. 

MANZONI. The Betroth^ ^ 
beinc a Translation of 1 P[‘>- 
messi Sposi.’ By Alessandro 
Manzoni. With numerous Wood 

cuts. 5^* 

MARCO POLO’S Travels; the 
Translation of Marsden revised 

by T. Wright, M.A., F.S.A. 5 ^- 

MARRYAT’S 

Masterman Ready. With 9-> 

Woodcuts. 3 ^* 

_ Mission; or, Scenes in Africa. 

Illu5trated by Gill«rt and DaUicl, 

y. 6 d. 

^ Pirate and Three Cutters 
With 8 Steel Engravings, from 
Drawings by Clarkson ManGeld. 

R.A. 3 ^- 

_ Privateersman. 8 Engrav¬ 
ings on Steel. 3 -^' 

_ Settlers In Canada. *0 

gravings by Gilbert and Dalziel. 

3r. 6 d. 

__ Poor Jack. W’ith 16 Illus¬ 
trations after Clarkson Slansfield. 

R.A. 3 ^- 

__ Peter Simple. With 8 full- 

page Illustrations. 3 ^- ^d. 

_ Midshipman Easy. With 8 

full-page Illustrations. 3 ^. Od. 


MARTIAL’S Epigrams, complete. 
Translated into Prose, each ac¬ 
companied by one or more Verse 
Translations selected from the 
Works of English Poets, and 

other sources. 7^- 
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MARTINEAUS (Harriet) His¬ 
tory of England, from 1800- 
1815. 6-^- 

-History of the Thirty Years 

Peace, a. t). i8[5-46. 4 vf>ls. 

3f. (id. each. 

- Sre Comte i Positive P/iilo<o/‘/i)\ 

MATTHEW PARISS English 
History, from ihc \'car 1255 lo 
1273. Translatcl by Rev. j. A. 
fiileN, 3 v<»Is. 5;. each. 

MATTHEW OF WESTMIN¬ 
STER’S Flowers of History, 
from (he beginning of the W'orhl 
lo A.n. 1307. 'rr.mslatcd by C. 1 ). 
S’ongc, iM.A. 2 vols. 5^. each. 

MAXWELL'S Vlotoriesof Wel- 
Ington and the British Armies. 
Fronlispiecc and 5 Portraits. 5-c. 

MENZEL’S History of Germany, 
from the Karlioi Pciiod to 1S42. 

3 vok. 3^. (id. each. 

MICHAEL ANGELO AND 
RAPHAEL, their Lives and 
Works. I>y l)u|»ixi aud Qualrc- 
mere de (^)uincy. With Ptirtr.uis, 
and Engravings on Sled. 5.r. 

MICHELET’S Luther’s Auto¬ 
biography. Trans, by Willi.am 
llntliil. Willi .in Appcnrlix (110 
pages) of Notes. 3,1. (id. 

* 

- History of the Freach Revo¬ 
lution from its earliest indications 
lo the flight of the King in J791. 
3/. Qd. 

MIfINET SHistory of thePrenoh 
Revolution, from 1789 to 1814. 
3.f. Od. 

MILL (J. S.). Early Essays by 
John Stuart Mill. C ollected from 
various sources byj. W. M. (libbs. 
3 ^- 

MILLER (Professor). History j 
Philosophically Illustrated.fiom 
the hull of the Roman I'.inpiie lo ■ 
the I rcndi Revolution. 4 voU. 

3>. b./. e.ieh. 


MILTON’S Prose Works. Edited 
by J. A. St. John. 5 vols. jr. 6t/. 
each. 

- Poetical Works, with a Me- 

moir and Critical Remark.s by 
James Montgomery, an Index to 
Paradise Lost, Todd’s Verbal Index 
to all the Poems, and a Selection 
of Explanatory Note.s by Henry 
Cl. Bohn. Illustrated with 120 
Wood Engraving.s from Drawings 
by \V. Harvey. 2 vols. 3;. td. 
each. 

MITFORD’S (Miss) Our VUlage 
Skelclies of Rural Character and 
Scenery. With 2 Engravings on 
Steel. 2 vols. p. Gd. each. 

MOLIERE’S Dramatic Works. 
A new Translation in Englisli 
Prose, by C. II. Wall. 3 vols. 
is. Gd. each. 

MONTAGU. The Letters and 
Works of Lady Mary Wortley 
Montagu. Edited by her great- 
grandson, Lord Wharncliffe’s Edi¬ 
tion, and revised by W. Moy 
Thomas. New Edition, revise\ 1 , 
with 5 Portraits. 2 vols. 5/. each. 

MONTAIGNE’S Essays. Cotton’s 
Translation, revised by W. C. 
Harliti. New Edition. 3 vols. 
3r. 6 d. each. 

MONTESQUIEU’S Spirit OI 
Laws. New Edition, revised and 
vorrecied. By J. V. Pritchard, 
2 vols. each. 

MOTLEY (J. L.). The Rise of 
the Dutch RepubUo. A History. 
By John I^throp Motley. New 
I'.ilition, with Biographical Intro¬ 
duction by Moncurc D. Conxray. 
3 vols. 3^. Git. each. 

MORPHY S Games of Chess, 
Being the Matches and l>est Gtunes 
playeil by theAinerican Champion, 
xsiili Explanator)* and Analytical 
Notes by 1. Lcuvcnthal. 51. 



Cojildifh'tl iH P>o!’.}i ^ I.ib)(lih's. 


SiUDIE S British Birds; or, His¬ 
tory of the Fealheied Tribes of the 
British Islands. Revised by \N • 
C. L. Martin. With 52 higures 
of Birds and 7 Coloured Plates of 
Kggs. 2 vols. 

NEANDER ^Dr. A.)- History 
of the Christian Religion ana 
Chtirch. Trans, from the German 
byJ.Torrey. lovols. 3;.6<f. each. 

Life of Jesus Christ. 'I'rans 


laled by J- McClintock and C'. ! 
Blumenihi. 3J. 6c/. 1 

_ History ol the Planting and 

Training of the Christian 
Church by the Apostles. 
Translated by J. E- 
2 vols. 3^' 

_ Memorials of Christian Life 

In the Early and Middle Ages ; 
including Light in Dark Places. 
Trans, by J. E. Ryland. J). 6</. 

NIBELUNGEN LIED. The 
Lay of the Nibelungs. metrically 
translated from ilie old German 
text by Alice Hoilon, and edited 
by Edward Bell. M.A. \o which 
is prefixed the Essay on the Nibe- 
lungen Lied by Thomas Carlyle. 

5 ^' 

NEW TESTAMENT (The) In 
Greek. Griesbach’s Text, with 
various Readings at the fool of 
the page, and Parallel Keferences 
in the margin; also a (Critical 
Introduction and Chronological 
Tables. By an eminent Scholar, 
with a Greek and English Lexicon. 
3rd Edition, revised and corrected. 
Two Facsimiles of Greek Manu- 

scripts. 900 pages. 5 ^; 

The Lexicon may be had sepa¬ 
rately, price 2J. 

NICOLINI’S History of the 
Jesuits: their Origin, 

Doctrines, and Designs. \'Uh 5 

Poiirails. 5r. 


NORTH (R.) Lives of the Right 

I Ion. Francis Nortli, Baron Guild¬ 
ford, the Hon. Sir Dudley North, 
and the lion, and Rev. Dr. John 
North. By the Hon. Roger 
North. Together with the Auto¬ 
biography of the Author. Edited 
by Augustus Jessopp, P.I). 3voh. 
p. 6(/. each. 

nogents (Lord) Memorials 
of Hampdeu, his Party and 
Times. With a Memoir of the 
Author, an Autograph Letter, .and 
Portrait. SH¬ 
OCKLEY (S.) History of the 
Saracens and their Conquests 
in Syria. Persia, and Egypt. 

By Simon Ockley, B.D.. Profes.sor 
of Arabic in the University of 
Cambridge. Jh- 6</. 

OLD ENGLISH CHRON¬ 
ICLES. including Eihelwcrd^ 

Chronicle. Asserts 

(;eoflVey of Monmouth s Britisti 

History, Gildas, Nennius, and the 

spurious chronicle of Richard of 

Cirencester. Edited liy J- A 

j Giles, D.C.L. 5 ^. 

OMAN(J. C.) The Great In^aa 
Epics: the Stories of the Rama 
YANA and the Mahabharata. 
By John Campbell Oman, 1 rin- 
cipal of Khalsa College, Amritsar. 
With Notes, Appendices, an.t 
illustrations. 3 ^- 

ORDERICUS TITALIS^ Ecole^ 
siastleal History of England 
and Normandy. Translated by 
T. Forester, M.A. To which is 
added the Chronicle ok Si. 
EVROULT. 4 vols. 5 H- 

OVID’S Works, complete. Literally 
translated into Prose. 3 vols. 
5r. each. 

PASCAL S Thoughts. Translated 
from the Text of M. Auguste 
MoUnier by C. Kegan Paul, 3id 
Edition. 3 ^- 6'/- 
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PAULI’S (Dr. R.) Life of Alfred 
the Great. Translated from the 
(Jerman. To whicli is appended < 
Alfred’s An(H.o-Saxon VF.RStON 
OF Orosius. With a literal 
Translation inlerpaged, Notes, 
and an Anoi o-Saxon (Irammak 
and Glossary, by B. Thorpe. $ 5 . 

PAUSANIAS’ Description of 
Greece. Newly translated by A. R. | 
Shilleto, M.A, 2 vols. 5^. each. 

PEARSON'S Exposition of the 
Creed. Edited by E. Walford, 
M.A. 51. 

PEPYS’ Diary and Correspond¬ 
ence. Deciphered by the Rev. 

J. Smith, M.A., from the original 
.Shorthand MS. in the Pepysian 
Lil)rary. Edited by Lord Bray- 
brooke. 4 vols. With 31 En¬ 
gravings. $s. each. 

PERCY'S Reliquos of Ancient ; 
English Poetry. With an Essay 
on Ancient Minstrels and a Glos¬ 
sary. Edited by J. V. Pritchard, ' 
A.M. 2 vols. 3/. 6ff. each. 

PERSIUS.—i'f't' Iuvknal. 

PETRARCH'S Sonnets. Trl- ' 
umphs, and other Poems, i 
Translated into English Verse by ' 
various Hands. With a Life of 
the Poet by Thoma.s Campbell. 
With Portrait and 15 Steel En¬ 
gravings. 5^. 

PHILO ■ JUDiEUS, Works of. 
Translated by Prof. C. D. Vonge, 
M.A. 4 vols. 5^. each. 

PICKERING’S History of the 
Races of Man, and their (Jeo- 
graphical Distribution. With An 
Analytical Svnoi’sis of tmk 
Natural History of Man by 
Dr. Hall. Willi a Map of the 
World and 12 coloured I'l.ites. 5;. 

PINDAR. Translated into Prose 
by Dawson W. Turner. To which 
is added the Metrical Version by ' 
Abraham Moore, 


PLANCHE. History of British 
Costume, from the Earliest Time 
to the Close of the Eighteenth 
Century. By J. R. Planch^, 
Somerset Herald. With upward.s 
of 400 Illustrations. 

PLATO’S Works. Literally trans¬ 
lated, with Introduction and 
Notes. 6 vols. $5. each. 

I-—The Apology of Socrates, 
Crilo, Pheedo, Gorgias, Pro¬ 
tagoras, Phredrus, Thewtetus, 
Eulhyphron, Lysis. Trans¬ 
lated by the Rev. H. Carey. 

II . —The Republic, Tinueus, and 

Critias. Translated by Heniy 
Davis. 

III. —Meno, Euthydemus, The 

Sophist, Statesman, Cratylus, 
Parmenides,and the Banquet. 
Translated by G. Burges. 

IV. —Philebus, Charmides, Laches, 

Mcnexenus, Ilippias, Ion, 
The Two Alcibiades, The- 
ages, Rivals, Hipparchus, 
Minos, Clitopho, Epistles. 
Translated by G. Burges. 

V.—The Laws. Translated by 
G. Burges. 

VI.—The Doubtful Works. Trans¬ 
lated by G. Burges. 

- Summary and Analysis of 

the Dialogues. With Analytical 
Index. By A. Day, LL.D. 5^. 

PLAUTUS’S Comedies. Trans¬ 
lated by 11 . T. Riley, M.A. 2 
vols. 5 j. each. 

PLINY’S Natui'al History. 
Translated by the late John 
Bostock, M.D., F.R.S.,and H.T. 
Kiley, M.A. 6 vols. 51. each. 

PLINY. The Letters of Pliny 
the Younger. Melmoth’s trans¬ 
lation, revised by the Rev. F. C. 
T. Bos.anquet, M.A. $s. 

PLOTINUS. Select Works ot. 
Translated by Thomas Taylor. 
With an Inlr».>tluction containing 
the siil>stance of Porphyry’s Plo¬ 
tinus. Edited by (L R. S. Mead, 
B A.. M.R.A.S. 5r. 
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PLUTARCH’S Lives. Translated 
by A. Stewart, M.A., and George 
Long, M.A. 4 vols. 3 ^- 

_ Morals. Theosophical Essays. 

Translated by C. W. King, M.A. 

5 ^- 

Morals. Ethical Essays. 

.. • - • _ n ^ 4 . \ K . 


- jVLoraia. —• y 

Translated by the Rev. A. K- 

Shilleto, M.A. 5 ^- 

POETRY OF AMERICA- Se¬ 
lections from One Hundred 
American Poets, from 1776 to 
1876. By \V. J. Linton. 3^-6^r. 

POLITICAL CYCLOP.EDIA. 
A Dictionary of Political, Con¬ 
stitutional, Statistical, and l*o- 
tensic Knowledge; ^ 

■Work of Reference on " " 

Civil Administration, Political 
Economy, Finance, Commerce, 
Laws, and Social Relations. 4 
vols. 3^* each. 

POPE’S Poetical "Works. 

with copious Notes, by Robert 
Carruthers. With numerous Illus¬ 
trations. 2 vols. 5J- each. 

_Homer’s lUad. Edited by 

the Rev._ J. S. Watson h -A. 


XstfaTe'd the entire Series of 
Vlaxman’s Designs. 5 ^- 

_Homer’s Odyssey, with the 

Battle of Frogs and Mice, H^mns 
&c , by other translators. En‘tea 

t’he^Rev. J, S-Wntson M.A. 
With the entire Senes of flax 
man’s Designs. 5 ^* 

_ Ufo, including many of h.s 

Letters. By Rohm' Carruthers 
With numerous Illustratrons. 5 *- 

T.r.TT<5WK3N’S Prose Tales: The 

"“c’lpS^Daughter-Douhr^vsUy 

— The Queen SM>t 

Amateur Peasant G.r^Tht: Shot 

raZur—"The Coffin Maker- 

Kirdjali-The EgyP"“ 

Pete the Great’s Negro. Trans 

fated hv T. Kearre. 3 '. 


PRESCOTT’S Conquest of 
Mexico. Copyright edition, with 
ihe notes by John Poster Kirk, 
and an introduction l^’ G- l • 

Winship. 3 vols. 3^- 6^- each- 

_ Conquest of Peru. Copyright 

edition, with the notes of John 
booster Kivk. 2 vols. 3 ^. 6 f/. eacl^ 
_Reign of Ferdinand and 

with the notes of John Poster 

Kirk. 3 vols. 3 -‘- dc/. each. 

' PROPERTIUS. Translated by 

Rev P. J. E. Gantillon, M.A-, 

frfd accLpanied by Poetical 
Versions, from various sources. 

PRO'YERBS, Handbook of. Con¬ 
taining an entire Repubhcation 
of Ray’s Collection of English 
J>'rov'^L. with his additions rom 
Foreign Languages and a com 

nlele Alphabetical Index; inwhich 

arc introduced large addilioris as 
well of Proverbs as of ^ > 

Sentences, ^^axlms, and Phrases, 

collected by n.G. ^ - , 

proverbs, a Polyglot ^ 

german, 
EngliSJTrkndatmns & 

Index by H* Bohn. 5 • 
POTTERY AND PORCELAIN, 

nf Art with the pnees at whicn 

radS’SSSrr 

I T '’°“e 7 Li"? M Mi "he 1 -™"" 

hLulTsand Monograms. Byl^nry 
r Bohn With numerou^B Wood 
o. Konn. or with Coloured 

Engravings, 5 J.. orwlul^.. 

Illustrations, lOJ. o<r. 

Is „f». -a 

Nearly 600 pages. 5 ^* 






"O 


'/// Al/}liahttic(il List of IBooks 


QUINTILIAN’S Inatltutos of 

Oratory, or Education of an 
< Valor. Translated hy the Kov 
f- S- Watson, M.A. 2 vols. 5/ 
each. ^ 

Dramatic 

Workfl. A metrical English ver¬ 
sion. liy K. Bruce Boswell, M.A. 
Oxon. 2 vols. 30 6./. each. 

RANKE’S History of the Popes, 
their Church .and State, and espe¬ 
cially of their Conflicts with Pro- 
tcstanlisin in the i6th an<l lyih 
centuries. Translated hy E. 
hoster. 3 vols. 6^. each. 

'~T History of Soryin and tho 
Sorvlan Royolutlon. With an 
Account of the Insurrection in 
I.osnia. Translated by Mrs. Kerr 
jr- or/. 

RECREATIONS in SHOOTING 

‘ With 62 Engravings 
on Wood after Il.irvey, and 0 
Engravings on .Steel, chiefly after 
Cooper, R.A. 5r. 

RENNIE’S Insect Architecture. 

KcviseU and enlarged hy Rev. 

. • (1. \\ood, M.A. With i8C 
Woodcut Illustrations. 51. 

'^^NOLD's (Sir J.) Literary 

Works. I'Milc.ll.yir.W.nccchy 

2 vols. 3r. 07 . c.ach. 

^"““‘Ples of 
PoUUcal Economy and Taxa- 

Uon. Edited hyE.C. K. (huiner. 
M.A. 5r. 

RICHTER (Joan Paul Friedrich) 
Lovana. a Treatise on Education: 
ogether with the Autobiography 
U I'ragment), and a sh.ul Pre 
fatory Memoir, p. 67. 


Flower, Fruit, and Thorn 
Pl^es or the Wedded Life, Death, 
and Marriage of Firmian Stanis¬ 
laus Siehenkaes, Parish Advocate 
in the Parish of Kuhschnanpiel. 
Newly translated by Lt. Co|..\lex. 

I^-'ving. 3,. 67 . 


ROGER DE HOVEDEN’S An¬ 
nals of English History, com¬ 
prising the History of England 
and of other Countries of Europe 
from A. I). 732 to A.D. 1201. 
Translated by II. T. Riley, M.A. 
2 vols. p. each. 

ROGER OF WENDOVBR’S 
Flowers of History, comprising 
the History of England from the 
Descent of the Saxons to a.d. 
[ 235 .f‘'rrnerlyascrihed to Matthew 
1 aris Translated by J. A. Giles, 
D.C.L. 2 vols. 5j. each. 

ROME In the NINETEENTH 
CENTURY. Containing a com¬ 
plete Account of the Ruins of the 

the Remains of the 

‘ rsf , ^Ii'numenls 

of Modern Times. ByC. A.Eaton. 

With 34 Steel P'ngravings 2 vols 
5 ^- c.ach. 
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ROSCOE'S (W.) Life and Poutl. 
fleate of Leo X. Final edition. 
rcv.se.| l,y Thom.a. Roscoe. 2 
voh, each. 

Lorouzo do’ Modlol 
called • the M.agnificeni.’ With 
ms poems, letters, <tc. loih 
Edition, revised, with Memoir of 
Koscoe hy his Son. 3^. 67 . 

RUSSIA History of, from the 
sarhest lenod, compiled from 

sources by 
\\ al cr K. Kelly. With Portraits. 
- \oI>, j; 6,/. each. 

®^LF and VEL- 

LEIUS PATERCULUS. 

Tmnshtcl l.y J. S.Watson, M.A. 

SCHILLER’S Works. Translated 

! ach^—hands, 7 vols. p. 67 . 
I.-History of the Thirty Years’ 

>VAr. 



Co^ihiiiieii in Holm's LihraniS. 
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Schiller’s Works continued. 

n.—History of the Revolt in the 
Netherlands, the 'I'rialsof 
Cotinls Egmont and 1 lorn, 
the Siege of Antwerp, and 
iheDisturbancesin France 
preceding the Reign of 
Henry IV. 

III. —Don Carlos, Mary Stuart, 

Maid of Orleans, Bride of 
Messina, together with the 
Use of the Chorus in 
Tragedy (a short Essay). 

These Dramas are all 
translated in metre. 

IV. —Robbers (with Schiller's 

original Preface), Fiesco, 
Love and Intrigue, De¬ 
metrius, (jhost Seer, Sport 
of Divinity. 

The Dramas in this 
volume are translated into 
Prose. 

V.—Poems. 

VI.—Essays,/Esthcticaland Pliilo- 
sophical 

VII.—Wallenstein’s Camp, Pic- 
colomini and Death of 
Wallenstein, William Tell. 

SCHILLER and GOETHE. 
Correspondence between, from 
A.D. 1794-1805. Translated by 
L. Dora Schmitz. 2 vols. 3r. 6(/. 
each. 

SCHLEGEL’S (F.) Lectures on 
tbe Philosophy of Life and the 
Philosophy of Language. Trans¬ 
lated by the Rev. A. J. W. Mor¬ 
rison, M.A. 

_ Lectures on the History of 

Literature, Ancient and Modem. 
TranslatedfromtheGerman. 3^.6-/. 

_Lectures on the Philosophy 

of History. Translated by J- B. 
Robertson. 3;. 6</. 

SCHLE GEL'S Leotuiea on 
Modern History, together with ! 
the Lectures entitled Cicsar and | 


Alexander, and The Beginning 
our History. Translated by L. 
Purcell and K. II. Whilctock. 
3;. 6(f. 

- .Esthetic and Miscellaneous 

Works. Translated liy E. L 
Millington. 3r. bd. 

SCHLEGEL (A. W.) Lectures 
on Dramatic Art and Literature. 
Translated by j. Bl.aclc. Revised 
Edition, by ibc Kcv. A. J. W. 
Morrison, M.A. 3 . 6'/. 

, SCHOPENHAUER on the Four¬ 
fold Root of the Principle of 
, Sufficient Reason, .-xtui On the 
Will in Nature. Tran.'laled by 
Madame llillebraml. 5;. 

- Essays. .Selected and 'I'rans- 

iated. With a Biographical Intro¬ 
duction and Sketch of his Philo¬ 
sophy, by E. Belfort Bax. 5^. 

SCHOUW’S Earth. Plants, and 
Man. Translated l>yA. Ilenfrcy. 
With coloured Map of the Geo¬ 
graphy of Plants. 5 ^- 

i SCHUMANN (Robert). Ilis Life 
and Works, by Augu.sl Keissmann. 
Translated by A. L. Alger. 3r. (3d. 

-Early Letters. Originallypub- 

blished by his Wife. Translated 
by May Herbert. With a Preface 
by Sir George Grove, D.C.L. 
3r. (3d. 

SENECA on Benefits. Newly 
translated by A. Stewart, M.A. 
3 J. (3d. 

- Minor Essays and On Clem- 

! ency. Translated by A. Stewart, 

' M.A. 5^ 

SHAKESPEARE DOCU¬ 
MENTS. Arranged by D. H. 
Lambert, B.A. 3.'. (3d. 

SHAKESPEARE’S Dramatic 
Art. The History and Character 
of Shakespeare’s Plays. By Dr. 
Hermann Ulrici. Translated by 
L. Dora Schmitz. 2 vols. 3;. (3d. 
each. 











An Alf^liahctical I.ist of Books 
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SHAKESPEARE (William). A 
Literary Biography hy Karl Elzc, 
Bh.n., T.L.I). Translated hy 
L. Dora Schmitz. 5^. 

SHARPE (S.) Tho Hlatory of 
from the Earliest Times 
fill the Conrpicsl by the Arabs, 
A. I). 640. By Samuel Sharpe. 
2 Maps and upwards of 400 Illus¬ 
trative Woodcuts. 2voIs. Sj. each. 

SHERIDAN’S Dramatic Works, 
Complete. With Life by G. G. S. 
3^. td. 

SISMONDI’S Hlatory of tho 
Lltoraturo of tho South or 
Europe. Translated by Thoma.s 
Koscoc, 2 vols. 1$, (id. each. 

SMITHS Synonyma and An¬ 
tonyms. or Kindred Words an<l 
their Oppoaitos. Kevised Edi¬ 
tion. 5^. 

-- - Synonyms Discriminated. 
Dictionary of Synonytnorrs 
^^ords in the English Langiugc, 
showing the Accurate signification 
of wohIs of similar meaning, 
balited by the Kcv. U. IVrcy 
Smith, M.A. 6;. 

SMITH'S (Adam) Tho Wealth of 
Natlonfl. Edited by E. Belfort 
Bax. 2 vols. ji. (id. each. 

-Theory of Moral Sentiments. 

With a Memoir of (he Author by ! 
Dngald Stewart, p. 6-/, [ 

SMYTH’S (Professor) Lectures I 
on Modern History. 2 vols. ! 
V. 6 d. each. 

SMYTH’S (Professor) Lectures 
on the French Revolution. 

2 vols. 3^. 6 d. each. j 

SMITH’S ( Pyo) Geology and ! 
Scripture. 2nd Edition, s.c. j 

SMOLLETT’S Adventures or 
Roderick Random. With short 1 
Mcmoii ami Bibliography, and 
C.rinkshank s Illustrations, 6./. 


SMOLLETT S Adventures of 
Peregrine Pickle. With Biblio- 
graphy and Cruikshank’s Illus¬ 
trations. 2vols. y. (id. each." 

- The Expedition of Hum¬ 
phry CUnker. With Bibliography 
and Cruikshank’s Illustrations. 
p. 6 d. 

SOCRATES (sumamed ‘Soholas- 
ticus ’). The EcolesIasUoal His¬ 
tory of (a. n. 305-445). Translated 
from the Greek. 5;. 

SOPHOCLES, The Tragedies 
A New Prose 'Pranslation, with 
Memoir, Notes, 5 :c., by E. P. 
Coleridge, M.A. 5^. 

SOUTHEY’S Life of Nelson. 
With Portraits, Plans, and up¬ 
wards of 50 Engravings on Steel 
and Wood. 5r. 

- Life of Wesley, and the Rise 

and Progress of Methodism. 51. 

- Robert Southey. The Story 

of his Life written in his Letters. 
Edited by John Dennis. 3f. 6 d. 

SOZOMEN'S Ecoleslastloal His¬ 
tory. Translated from the Greek. 
Together frith the Ecci.rsiasti- 
cAi. History of Phii.ostor- 
liius, as epitomised by Photius. 
Translated by Rev. E. Walford, 
M.A. 5. 

SPINOZA'S Chief Works. Trans¬ 
lated, with Introduction,by R.H.M. 

Elwcs. 2 vols. $s. each. 

STANLEY'S Classified Synopsis 
of tho Principal Painters of the 
Dutch and Flemish Schools. 
Hy George St.anley. 5.f. 

STARLING’S (Miss) Noble Deeds 
of Women. With 14 Steel En¬ 
gravings. p 

STAUNTON’S Chess-Player’s 
Handbook. 5f. 

Chess Praxis, A Supplement 
to the Chess-player’s Handlwok. 
5'- 
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STAUNTON'S Chess • player’s 
Companion. Comprising a Trea¬ 
lise on Odds, Collection i>f Match 
Games, and a Selection of Original 
Problems. 5^. 

- Chess Touxnament of 1851 . 

With Introduction and Notes. $s. 

STOCKHARDT’S Experimental 
Chemistry. Edited by C. W. 
Heaton, F.C.S. $s. 

STRABO’S Geography. Trans¬ 
lated by W. Falconer, M.A., 
and. II. C. Hamilton. 3 vols. 

5^. each. 

STRICKLAND’S (Agnes) Lives 
of the Queens of England, from 
the Norman Conquest. Revised 
Edition. With 6 Portraits. 6 vols. 
5r. each. 

_ Life of Mary Queen of Scots. 

2 vols. 5 j. each. 

_Lives of the Tudor and Stuart 1 

Princesses. With Portraits. Ss 

STUART and REVETT’S Anti- ! 
quities of Athens, and other 
Monuments of Greece. With 71 
Plates engraved on Steel, and 
numerous Woodcut Capitals. S^* 

SUETONIUS’ Lives of theTwelve 
Cassars and Lives of the Gram¬ 
marians. Thomson’s translation, 
revised by T. Forester. 5 ^* 

SWIFT’S Prose Works. Edited 
by Temple Scott. With a Bio¬ 
graphical Introduction by the Right 
Hon. W. E. H. Lecky, M.P. 
With Portraits and Facsimiles. 

12 vols. 3.r.‘ 6<i. each. 

( ybls. I.-X. ready. 

I. _A Tale of a Tub, The Battle 

of the Books, and other 
early works. Edited by 
Temple Scott. With a 
Biographical Introduction 
by W. E. H. Lecky. 

II. —TheJournaltoStella. Edited 

by Frederick Ryland,M. A. 
With 2 Portraits and Fac¬ 
simile. 


SwiFi’s Prose Works continued. 

III.& IV.—Writings on Religion and 
the Church. 

V.—Historical and Political 
Tracts (English). 

\T.—The Drapier’s Letters. 

With facsimiles of Wood’.s 
Coinage, i^c. 

VII.—Historical and Political 
Tracts (Irish). 

VIII.—Gulliver’s Travels. Edited 
by G. R. Dennis. With 
Portrait and Maps. 

IX. —Contributions to Periodicals. 

X.—Historical Writings. 

XI.—Literary Essays. 

[/« preparation. 

XII.—Index and Bibliography. 

[/« preparation. 

STOWE (Mrs.H.B.)Uncle Tom’s 
Cabin. Illustrated, p. 6d. 

TACITUS. The Works of. Liter¬ 
ally translated. 2 vols. each. 

TALES OF THE GENII. Trans¬ 
lated from the Persian by Sir 
Charles Morell. Numerous Wood- 
cuts and 12 Steel Engravings. 5 ^. 

TASSO'S Jerusalem Delivered. 
Translated into English Spenserian 
Verse by J. H. Wiffen. With 8 
Engravings on Steel and 24 Wood- 
cuts by Thurston. Sr. 

TAYLOR’S (Bishop Jeremy) 
Holy Living and Dying, ss. 6d. 

TEN BRINK.—Brink. 

TERENCE and PHiEDRUS. 
Literally translated byll.T. Riley, 
M.A. To which is added, Smart's 
Metrical Version of Phjedrus. 5s. 

THEOCRITUS, BION, MOS- 
CHUS, and TYRT.ffiUS. Liter¬ 
ally translated by the Rev. J. 
Banks, M.A. To which are ap¬ 
pended the Metrical Versions of 
Chapman. S-r. 















24 


A7/ Alphabetical List ol Hooks 


THEODORET and EVAaRIUS. 
Histories of the Church from a.d. 
332 to A.D. 427; and from a.d. 
43* **’A.D. 544. Transl.atcil, 5/. 

THIERRY’S History of the 
Conquest of England by the 
Normans. Translated l.y Wil¬ 
liam Ilazlitt. 2 vuls. 3^. 6./. each. 

THUCYDIDES. The Pelopon¬ 
nesian War. Literally translated 
l>y the Rev. H. Dale. 2 vols. 
6</. each. 

An Analysis and Summary 
of. By J.T. Wheeler. 5^. 

THUDICHUM {J. L. W.) A Trea¬ 
tise on Wlne.s. Illustrated. 5;. 

URE’S (Dr. A.) Cotton Manufao- 
ture of Great Britain. Kdited 
l>y r. I.. Simniimds. 2 vols. cr, 
each. ^ 

—- Philosophy of Manufactures. 

Kdited l)y r. Simmonds. 7;. 6f/. 

VASARI’S Lives of the most 
Eminent Painters. Sculptors 
and Architects. Tr.mslaieil by 
Mrs. J. I'o.ster, with a Commen¬ 
tary by J. 1*. Richter, Ph.D. 6 * 
vols. 3^, (j(f. each. 

VIRGIL. A Literal Prose Trans¬ 
lation by A. Hamilton Bryce, 
LL.D. With Portrait. 3/. 6(/. 

VOLTAIRE’S Tales. Translated 
by R. B. Boswell. Containini; 
Belxmc, Meninon, Candide, LTn- 
genu, and other Tales. 3;. 

Complete Angler. 
Edited by Edward Je^se. With 
j orlrait and 203 Kngravint's on 

\\oo(l ami 26 KnKravini;s on 
bteel. 5f. 

~ Lives of Donne, Hooker, &o. 
New Edition revised by A. 11 . 
Bullcn, with a Memoir of Izaak 
\\allon by Wm. Dowlintj. With 
numerous Illustrations. '5;. 

■WELLINGTON. Life of. By‘An 

Old Soldier.’ From the matermh 
-4 N aswell. With Iiule.x .and 18 
Mecl Kiinraving.s. 5r. 


WELLINGTON, Victories of. 
See Maxwell. 

WERNER’S Templars In 
Cyprus. Translated by E. M. 

Ivcwis. 3j. 6 (t. 

I WESTROPP (H. M.) A Hand¬ 
book of Ajchssology, EgypUaa, 

, Greek. Etruscan, Roman. Illus¬ 
trated. 5 j. 

WHITE’S Natural History of 
j Solbome. With Notes by Sir 
i William Jardine. Kdited by Ed¬ 
ward Jesse. With 40 Portraits 
.nnd coloured Plates. 5f. 

WHEATLEY’S A Rational Ulus- 

tratlon of the Book of Corumou 
Prayer. 3^. $</. 

I 

WHEELER’S Noted Names of 
Fiction, Dictionary of. 5;. 

WIESELER’S Chronological 
Synopsis of the Pour Gospels 
Translated by the Rev. Canon 
V enables. 3J. 

WILLI AM of MALMESBURY’S 

i Chronicle of the Kings of Eng¬ 
land. Tian>I.Ued by the Rev. ]. 

Slmrijc. Edited by J. A. (dies. 
D.C. L. 

XENOPHON S Works. Tran.- 
Ialc<l by the Rev. I. S. Watson, 
M-.V. atnl the Rev. II. Dale. I„ 

3 v(us* 5^. each. 

YOUNG (Arthur). Travels In 
1 ; ranee during the years 1787 

J®o ' Edited !>; 

M. Botham Edwards, p. 6.Y. 

Tour In Ireland, with 
(lencral Observations on the state 
"i the country during the years 
*776 - 79 * Edited by A. W, 
Hutton. Witli Complete Biblio¬ 
graphy by J. p. Anderson, and 
Map. 2 vols. p. ed. each. 

YULE-TIDE STORIES. A Col- 

\(xi\on of Scandinavian and North- 
Herman Popular Talcs and Tra- 
ddi.ms. Edited by B. Thorpe, sr. 



on 


THE YOR K LIBRARY 

A NKW SEKIl-;s Ol' UEPKIXTS ON THIN I'ArKK- 

The volumes arc printed in a Iiaiuly si/o(6.lx4j in.), 
thin but opaque paper, aud are simply and 

attractively bvaind. 

Price, in cloth. 2S. net ; in leather, 3s. net. 

‘The Voik Library is nuliccablc by reason ..f the wis.luin ''i'' 

gence displayed in the choice of unhackneyed classic- • • ■ 

^lA • r ‘1^ Th<» And ‘^tvlc o\ ihc volUinCb 

attractive senes of reprints. . • • ine si/c ann si)iv 

exactly what they should be,’— Bookman. 

‘ Charmingly tasteful. — 

‘Among favourite “ thin paper ” books none arc ‘f 
admirable York Library. For a simple and f *’ 

volumes stand ijuite among the first of their l^*'^d. T '^ \ 
shillings net, and they are exceedingly good value tor 

‘ These books should find ihcir way to every home that own- any 
cultivation.’— A-oU^ and Quo ics. 

‘ A series of books which for attractiveness and liandiness would lake a 
lot of beating.’— Pall Mall Ga.ctte. 

• One of the most beautiful series of hooks ever issued to the public, and 
marvellously cheap.'— Mani hesUr Courier, 

The folloioin^ volumes are now rcatiy: 

BURNEY’S EVELINA. Edited, with an IntrodiKtion and 
Notes, by .Xnnie Raise Ellis. 

BURNEY’S CECILIA. Edited by Annie K.MNi. Li.i.is. 
BURTON’S AN.^TOMY OF MELANCHOLY. p';|q,by >'.e 

Rev. A. R. SHILI.ETO, M..\., "ilh Innodiictio., by .\. H. Mu.l.b. . 
^ ^Admirers of Bur.on's Ana.o.ny " cn bnrdly hope f-r a l.euer edi.io.H ^ 

CERN-ANTES’ DON QUI.XOTE. Motteux’s Translalion, re- 

vised With Lockhart’s Life and Notes, j vol.- 

COLERIDGE’S AIDS TO REFLECTION, and the Confessions 

of an Inquiring Spirit. ^ mi 

COLERIDGE’S FRIEND. A scries of Essays on MoraL, 
COLERIDGES TABLE TALK AND OMMANA. Arranged 

and Edited by T. .Ashe, B.A. t i'/'T'i • a T nF 

DRAPER’S HISTORY OF THE INTELLECTl AL DE- 
VFLOPMENT OF EUROPE. 2 vols. 




Tfu Vdrk I.nikARV— 

' 5 vohimc, W,th the 

/v>.-,. /V /■ /•w-'■■ /V/. /r.^ 

MKM)IN(;’s tom JOXKs. 3 voTs." 

'’''vrm^rl h/nT',^,°TTl;„ il'- 

Mv tN, K.vi,„l .,M„„„, ,., wl NXAK-t.'ni'K.'rK,' M A.''"' ‘ 

.■•MjKarAn. c ir> m. Lo,,nno!liI^,^T'h!C '* ‘'f ^-nuynient. It> 

' '''rarv ,.p,.nt i. i.lcal/-AW.;^on^.aula.. ,.. . . . J y.rk 

hawthorn,,- s traks,.-okmv,T)n' r,„, a, 

IKVTXTAS SKKTCII ROor. ' ' ' M'X^n; !• aun;. 

JAMIESON’S S M A K Ie s r K A KI ■' S 11K k ’m i v w w r-1 

;'f I'o, i,o.,l. a,;,'?I liVio^iicai '* Characteri.- 

" Hm. a.TiTyA '-'ssays of Klia, Last Essays 

Alirt lni, hv Ma I I |,,,\v .\k\..i t,. ' . Marcus 

wj<', n\’!!'A''i’Afvoiy'''''' ‘■■anslation, Rcvisedby 

<'l S,r Thoo.as More, by 
wuh Introduction .iiid Xoies. hy (it oKrr>'Mitcd, 

MOTLEY'S RISK OK THE OrTr. 

J'-OKrapluc,.! Intro.luction • ■ Mon. r^r n ■ 'T'|i LIC. With a 

TASCALS rHOUOMTS 3 VOIS. 

and Notes, l,y ,;. tac imlu-saTt',"'' 

Or/ur IWumc-s „„ i„ 



BELL’S HANDBOOKS 


OF 


THE GREAT MASTERS 

IN PAINTING AND SCULPTURE. 

Editf.d nv G. C. WILLIAMSON, Litt.D, 

Post 8vo. Will, 40 Illustrations and Photogravure rrontis|.iece. Ss. net each. 

T/u folloiving Voinmes have been issued : 

BOTTICELLI. By A. Streeter. 2nd Edition. 

BRUNELLESCHI. By Leader Scorr. 

CORREGGIO. By Selwyn Brinton, M.A. 2nd Edmon- 

CARLO CRIVELLI. By G. McNeil kusHi-ORin, M.. • 

DELLA ROBBIA. By the Marchesa Burlamaccim. 211. 

ANDREA DEL SARTO. By IL Guinness. 2nd Editiun. 

DONATELLO. By Hope Rea. 2nd Edition. 

GERARD DOU. By Dr. W. Martin. Translated hy Clara h . 11 . 

GAUDENZIO EERRARI. By Ethel Halsey. 

FRANCIA. By George C. Williamson, Litt.D. 

GIORGIONE. By IIerkebt Cook, M.A. 

GIOTTO. By F. Mason Perkins. 

FRANS HALS. By Gerald S. Davies, M.A. Fditii.n 

•BERNARDINO LUINI. By George C. Williamson Li. • a 

LEONARDO DA VINCI. By Edward McCuki>v, M.A. 

MANTEGNA. By Maud Crutt'WELl. 

MEMLINC. By W. H. James Weale. tower MA. 

MICHEL ANGELO. By Lord Ronald Sirn.KK.AND (.ovsek, M.A, 

PERUGINO. By G. C. Williamson, Litt.D. 2nd Edition. 

PIERO DELLA FRANCESCA. By W. G. Watfrs. M.A. 
PINTORICCHIO. By Evelyn March Phillipps. 

RAPHAEL. By H. Strachey. 2nd Editioir 
REMBRANDT. By Malcolm Bell. 2nd Edition. 

?Scrs?o»<!.“"u“w..... HUI.., 

VELASQUEZ. By R. A. M. Stevenson. 3rd Edition. 

WATTEAU. By Edgcumbe Staley, B.A. 

WILKIE. By Lord Ronald Sutherland Gower, M.A., P.S.A. 

Others to folhiu . 


THE ALL-ENGLAND SERIES. 

HANDBOOKS OF ATHLETIC GAMES. 

The only Series Issaed at a moderate price, by Writers who are In 
the first rank In their respective departments. 

• The host instniction on games and sports by tho best authorities, at tho lowest 
prices.'—Or/o)d Mngazinr. 

Small 8vo. cloth. Illustrated. Price la. each. 

Cricket. Bv Frhp C. Holland. 


Cricket. By the Hon. and Rev. 

K. Ltttklton. 

Croquet. By Lieut.-Col. the Hon. 

II. C. NVKtHIAM. 

Lawn Tennis. By H. W. W. 

Wn.iif:RrORCE. With a Chapter for 
Ladies, by Mrs. UiLLTARt>. 

Squash 'Tennis. By Et.stace H. 

Mii.rs. I)oii>)le vol. 

Tennis and Rackets and Fives. 
By JpMAN MarshAL i.. Major J. Spkns, 
and Rev. J. A. Arnan Tait. 

Golf. By H. S. C. Everard. 

Double vol. is. 

Rowing and Sculling. By Guy 

Rixun. 

Rowing and Sculling. By W. B. 

WOODOATK. 

Sailing. By E.F. KNionT.dbl.vol. 2s. 
Swimming. By Martin and J. 

lUcSTKR COBRKTT. 

Camping out. By A. A. Maodon* 

KLl. Doublo vol. 2.1, 

Canoeing. By Dr. J. D. Hayward. 
Double vol. 2.<. 

Mountaineering. By Dr. Claude 

WtLSON. Double vol. 2s. 

Athletics. By H, H. GRipriN. 
Riding. By W. A. Kerr, V.C. 

Double vol. 2a. 

Ladles'Riding. By W.A. Kerb,V.C. 
Boxing. By R. G. Allanson-Winn. 

With Prefatory Note by Bat Mullins. 


Fencing. By H. A. Coi^ior* Dunn. 
Cycling. By H. H. GRirriN.L.A.C., 

N. C.U., O.T.C. With a Chapter for 
La<lic.<i, by Mis.-* AonkS Woop. Double 
vol, 25. 

Wrestling. By Walter Abh- 

STRONG. Now Kditioiu 

Broadsword and Singlestiolc. 

By R. O. Ai.i.amson.Wikn anilC. Phil- 
LirP8.WOLI.KY. 

Gymnastics. By A. F. Jbnkin. 

Double vol, 2s. 

Gymnastic Competition and Dla* 
play Exercises. Compiled by 
F. Orap. 

Indian Clubs. By O. T. B. Cob- 

BF.TT and A, F. Jknkin. 

Dumb-bells. By F. Grae. 
Football — Rugby Game. By 
Uarry Vassal!.. 

Football—Association Game. By 

O. W. Ai.coCK. RovUckI Edition. 

Hookey. By F. S. Crkswsll. 

Now E<lition. 

Skating. By Douqlab Adaus. 

With a Chapter for Lvlies, by Mies L. 
Ciirbtuau, and a Chapter on Speed 
Skating, by a Fen Skater. Dbl. vol, 2». 

Baseball. By Newton Crank, 
Rounders, Fieldball, Bowls, 
Quoits, Curling, Skittles, dio. 
By J. M. Walkkr and 0. 0. Mott. 

Dancing. By Edward Soott. 

Double vol. 25. 


THE CLUB SERIES OF CARD AND TABLE GAMES. 

• No well.rcgxilatod club or country house should bo without this useful series of books. 

bmall 8vo. cloth, Ilhistmtod. Price U. each. Gletx 

Dominoes and Solitaire. 

By * Brrkkley.* 


Bridge. By ‘Tkmplar.’ 

Whist. By Dr. Wm. Pole, F.R.S. 

Solo Whist. By Robert F. Green. 

Billiards. By Major-Gen. A. W. 

Dratson, F.R.A.S. With a Preface 

by W. J. Poall. 

Hints on Billiards. By J. P. 

But ll.\NAN. Douhh' vol. is.' 

Chess. By Robert F. Green. 

The Two-Move Chess Problem. 

By B. G. Laws. 

Chess Openings. By I. Gdnsbbro. 
Draughts ami Backgammon. 

By ' Bkrkki ky.' 

Reversl and Go Bang. 

By ' Bkrk^lky,' 


B^slque and Cribbage. 

By ‘ Bcrerlkt.' 

^oartd and Euohre. 

By * Bsrsklkt.' 

Piquet and RubioonPlquet. 

By ‘ Bkrkklkt.’ 

Skat. By Louis Diehl. 

•,* A Skat Sooring.book. Is. 

Round Games, inoloding Foksr, 

Napoleon, Loo, Vuigt-ot-un, ko. By 

Baxter-Wrat. 

Parlour and Playground Games. 

By Mrs. Laukerok Qomms. 



BELL’S CATHEDRAL SERIES. 

Profusely Illuslrated^ cloth^ crown %vo. u. (>d. net each. 


ENGLISH CATHEDRALS. An liinerary anti Desciipiion. Coinpikd 1>y G. 

Gll.CMRis. 1 , A.M., M.D. Rt\i'ed and edited with an 1 ntrnduciion on Catlicdr.d 
Architeeiiire by the Rev. ’J'. Perkins, F.R.A.S. 

BRISTOL. By H. J. L. .1. M A. 

CANTERBURY. By llAinLEv Withers, sih Edition. 

CARLISLE. ByC. Kisti Klev. 

CHESTER. By Ch,\rles Hi.att. 3 rd Edition. 

CHICHESTER. By H. C. Corlette. A.R.I.B.A. -iid Edition. 

DURH.AM. By J. E. BvtiATE, A.R.C. A. 5 rd Edition. 

ELY. By Rev. W. D. Sweeting, M.A. .‘iid Edition. 

EXETER. By Pekcv .Addueshaw, B..-\. 2 nd Edition, revi-cd. 

GLOUCESTER. By H. J. L J. M.\ss^, M.A. ^rd Edition. 

HEREFORD. By .A. High Fishek, .\.R.E. 2 nd Edition, revi<e.l. 
LICHFIELD. By A. B. Clifton. 2 nd Edition. 

LINCOLN. By .A. K. Kenorici:, B..A. 3 rd Edition. 

MANCHESTER. By Rev. T. Perkins, M.A. 

NORWICH. By C. H. B. Quen.mhli.. 2 nd Edition. 

OXFORD. By Rev. Percy Drarmer, M..A. mid l.tliiion, revised. 
PETERBOROUGH. By Rev. W. D. Swretino. =nd Edition, revised. 

RIPON. By Cecil Hallett, B..A. 

ROCHESTER. By G. H. Palmer, B..\. 2 nd Edition, revised. 

ST. ALBANS. By Rev. T. Perkins, M..A. 

ST. ASAPH. By P. B. Ironside Bax. 

ST. DAVID'S. By Phh.ii- Robson, A.R.l.B.A. 

ST. PATRICK'S, DUBLIN. By Rev. J. H. Bernard, M..\., D.D. 2nd E.iii.ion, 
ST. PAUL'S. By Rev. Aruh r Dimock, M..\. 3 ttl Edition, revised. 

ST. SAVIOUR'S, SOUTHWARK. By C.eoiu.e Wori kv. 

SALISBIIRV. By Gleeson White. 3id Edition, revisetl. 

SOUTHWELL. By Rev. Arthi r DimdCk, M..A. jnti Edition, revised. 
WELLS. By Rev. Percy Deakmer, M.A. 3rd Edition. 

WINCHESTER. By P. W. Sergeant, 3 rd Edition. 

WORCESTER. By E. F. Strange, and Edition. 

YORK. By A. Clutton-Bkock , M..\, 3 rd Edition. 

Uttifortn with ahm'e Series. No^v ready, u. 6 </. net each. 

ST. MARTIN’S CHURCH. CANTERBURY. By the Rev. Canon RotTTtRDt.n, 
M.A., F.S.A. 

BEVERLEY MINSTER. By Charles Hiatt. 

WIMBORNE MINSTER and CHRISTCHURCH PRIORY. By the Rev. T. 
Perkins, M.A. 

TEWKESBURY ABBEY AND DEERHURST PRIORY. ByH. J. L. J. Mass^, M.A. 
BATH ABBEY, MALMESBURY ABBEY, and BRADFORD-ON-.WON CHURCH. 

By Rev. T. Perkins, hi.A. 

WESTMINSTER ABBEY. By Charles Hiatt. 

STR.M'FORD-ON-AVON CHURCH. By Harold Baker. 


BELL’S HANDBOOKS TO CONTINENTAL CHURCHES. 

Profusely Illustrated. Croxvn 8i'0, cloth. 2s. 6 ( 1 . net each. 

AMIENS By the Rev. T. Perkins, M.A. 

BAYEUX. By the Rev. R. S. Mvlne. 

CHARTRES ; The Cathedral .and Other Churches. By H. J. L. J. Mass 6 , M.A. 

MONT ST. MICHEL. By H. J. L. J. MassS, M.A. 

PARIS (NOTRE-DAME). By Charles Hiatt. 

ROUEN : The Cathedral and Other Churches. By the Rev. T. Perkins, M.A. 





The Be5t Practical Working; Dictionary of the 

Hngflish l anguage. 


WEBSTER’S 

INTERNATIONAL 

DICTIONARY. 

2348 PAGES. 5000 ILLUSTRATIONS. 

NEW EDITION, REVISED THROUGHOUT WITH A 
NEW SUPPLEMENT OF 25,000 ADDITIONAL 

WORDS AND PHRASES. 


The Appendices comprise a Pronouncing Garelteer of the World, 
Vocabularies of Scripture, Greek, I^alin, and English Proper Names, 
a Dictionary of the Noted Names of Fiction, a Brief History of the 
English Language, a Dictionary of Foreign Quotations, Words, Phrases, 
Proverbs, &c., a Biographical Dictionary with 10,000 names, &c., &c. 


Dr^MtJRRAY, K,iHor of thf. ^ O.xtord OkiUmary' ■says ' In this its 

latest forni, :mh 1 witli its l.irRC Sttpplcmem and immerons apj>etulioes it is a wotnlerfui 
N oluiiic, winch writ in.iiiitains Us grottnd against all ri\-als on Us own lines. The ' defini* 
lions. 01 more piopcriy, ‘ esplanations of mcanim*' in 'Webster' hasealwai-s stnick me 
ns particularly terse and well-ptit; and it is hard to see how anything better could I*e 
clone witluii the limits, 

JOSEPH WRIGHT. M.A.. Ph.D., D.C.L.. LL.D., Editor of 

it; Siiy- 1 lie lu w cduion of' Webster's International 

nictioh.iry IS undoubtedly the most useful and reliable work of iis kind in any coiintrx- 
No one who has not examincl th.- work c.ircfnlly would brlicvc that such a vast ainoiini 
ot Itxicogrr^phic.'il information could pov^ibly be TouikI within so small a coini>a^«' 

W^r, 'ays:-'It is indccil a nurvcllnus 

work , It IS ililhLidl to conceive of a Dictionary more exhau>tivc and complete. F\-tr\-> 

nf «'> >«s-h a work, but also what few 

ot ns vNonld ever have (hou^’ht of lcN:»kmg for. 

Rev. JOSEPH WOOD, D.D., //f,id M.isUro/ -a-, N.iy,s ■ I have always 
Ihoughi very highly of us menl.s. Indeed, 1 consider it to he fai the most accurate 
l .nglish iJictionaiT in existence, .and much more reliable than the “ Century'* h or 
daily and hourly reference. “Webster ” setms to me nnrivnlled.' 


7/-/M /'rtWs and S/'en'men Paries, on .•ij'/'htaiion. 


LONDON : GEORGE BELL SONS, YORK HOUSE, 

PORTUGAL sSTREET, W.C. 


40100©. S. & S. 1.06. 
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